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THE   BERTRAMS. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

ViB  VICTIS  ! 

This  is  undoubtedly  the  age  of  humanity — as  far,  at  least,  as 
England  is  concerned.  A  man  who  beats  his  wife  is  shocking  to 
us,  and  a  colonel  who  cannot  manage  his  soldiers  without  having 
them  beaten  is  nearly  equally  so.  We  are  not  very  fond  of  hang- 
ing ;  'and  some  of  us  go  so  far  as  to  recoil  under  any  circum- 
stances from  taking  the  blood  of  life.  We  perform  our  operations 
under  chloroform;  and  it  has  even  been  suggested  that  those 
schoolmasters  who  insist  on  adhering  in  some  sort  to  the  doctrines 
of  Solomon  should  perform  their  operations  in  the  same  guarded 
manner.  If  the  disgrace  be  absolutely  necessary,  let  it  be  in- 
flicted ;  but  not  the  bodily  pain. 

So  far  as  regards  the  low  externals  of  humanity,  this  is  doubt- 
less a  humane  age.  Let  men,  women,  and  children  have  bread  ; 
let  them  have,  if  possible,  no  blows,  or,  at  least,  as  few  as  may  be; 
let  them  also  be  decently  clothed ;  and  let  the  pestilence  be  kept 
out  of  their  way.  In  venturing  to  call  these  low,  I  have  done  so 
in  no  contemptuous  spirit ;  they  are  comparatively  low  if  the 
body  be  lower  than  the  mind.  The  humanity  of  the  age  is 
doubtless  suited  to  its  material  wants,  and  such  wants  are  those 
which  demand  the  promptest  remedy.  But  in  the  inner  feelings 
of  men  to  men,  and  of  one  man's  mind  to  another  man's  mind, 
is  it  not  an  age  of  extremest  cruelty  i 

There  is  sympathy  for  the  hungry  man  ;  but  there  is  no  sym- 
pathy for  the  unsuccessful  man  who  is  not  hungry.  If  a  fellow 
mortal  be  ragged,  humanity  will  subscribe  to  mend  his  clothes ; 
but  humanity  will  subscribe  nothing  to  mend  his  ragged  hopes,  so 
long  as  his  outside  coat  shall  be  whole  and  decent. 

To  him  that  hath  shall  be  given ;  and  from  him  that  hath 
not  shall  be  taken  even  that  which  he  hath.  This  is  the  special 
text  that  we  delight  to  follow,  and  success  is  the  god  that  we  de- 
light to  worship.    '  Ah !  pity  me.    I  have  struggled  and  fallen — 
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struggled  so  manfully,  yet  fallen  so  utterly — help  me  up  this  time 
that  I  may  yet  push  forward  once  again !'  Who  listens  to  such 
a  plea  as  this  ?  *  Fallen !  do  you  want  hread  ?'  *  Not  bread,  but 
a  Kind  heart  and  a  kind  hand.'  *  My  friend,  I  cannot  stay  by 
you ;  I  myself  am  in  a  hurry ;  there  is  that  fiend  of  a  rival  there 
even  now  gaining  a  step  on  me.  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  but  I  will 
put  my  foot  on  your  shoulder — only  for  one  moment.  Occv^et 
extremum  scabies,^ 

Tes.  Let  the  devil  take  the  hindmost;  the  three  or  four 
hindmost  if  you  will;  nay,  all  but  those  strong-running  horses 
who  can  force  themselves  into  noticeable  places  under  the  judge's 
eye.  This  is  the  noble  shibboleth  with  which  the  English  youth 
are  now  spurred  on  to  deeds  of — what  shall  we  say  ? — money- 
making  activity.  Let  every  place  in  which  a  man  can  hold  up 
his  head  be  the  reward  of  some  antagonistic  struggle,  of  some 
grand  competitive  examination.  Let  us  get  rid  of  the  fault  of 
past  ages.  With  us,  let  the  race  be  ever  to  the  swift ;  the  victory 
always  to  the  strong.  And  let  us  always  be  racing,  so  th^t  the 
swift  and  strong  shall  ever  be  known  among  us.  But  what,  then, 
fSr  those  who  are  not  swift,  not  strong  ?  Vcb  victis  !  Let  them 
go  to  the  wall.  They  can  hew  wood  probably ;  or,  at  any  rate, 
draw  water. 

Were  we  to  ask  Lord  Derby,  or  Lord  Palmerston,  or  to  consult 
the  shade  of  Lord  George  Bentinck-:-or  to  go  to  those  greater 
authcteities  on  the  subject,  Mr.  Scott,  for  instance,  and  the  family 
of  thd  Days — we  should,  I  believe,  be  informed  that  the  race- 
horse requires  a  very  peculiar  condition.  It  is  not  to  be  obtained 
quickly ;  and,  when  obtained,  will  fit  the  beast  for  no  other  than 
that  one  purpose  of  running  races.  Crucifix  was  never  good  at 
going  in  a  cab ;  Ilione  never  took  her  noble  owner  down  to  the 
house  of  Parliament ;  nor  has  Toxopholite  been  useful  in  Leices- 
tershire. 

But,  nevertheless,  let  all  our  work  be  done  by  race-horses  ;  all, 
at  least,  that  shall  be  considered  honourable.  Let  us  have 
strength  and  speed.  And  how  shall  we  know  who  are  strong  and 
swift  if  we  do  not  train  our  horses  to  run  against  each  other  ? 
But  this  early  racing  wiU  hardly  produce  that  humanity  of  spirit 
of  which  we  now  deplore  the  want.  "  The  devil  take  the  hind- 
most "  is  the  very  essence  of  the  young  man's  book  of  proverbs. 
The  devil  assuredly  will  take  all  the  hindmost.  None  but  the 
very  foremost  can  enter  the  present  heaven  of  good  things. 
Therefore,  oh  my  brother,  my  friend,  thou  companion  of  my 
youth !  may  the  devil  take  thee ;  thee  quickly,  since  it  needs  must 
be  thee  or  me. 
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Ym  «?w?^t«— alaB !  for  these  hindmost  ones ;  there  are  so  many 
of  them !  The  skim-milk  will  always  be  so  much  more  in  quan* 
tity  than  the  cream.  With  us  at  present  cream  is  required  for 
everything ;  nothing  can  be  well  done  now  unless  it  be  done  by 
cream  of  some  sort.  That  milk  has  been  skimmed ;  the  cream 
has  been  taken  away.  No  matter ;  skim  it  again.  There  shall  * 
be  something  yet  which  we  will  call  cream.  Competitive  exami- 
nation  will  produce  something  that  shall  look  to  be  strong ;  that  '^ 
shall  be  swift,  if  it  be  only  for  a  start  of  twenty  yards. 

This  is  the  experiment  of  the  present  day,  Wise  men  say 
that  when  nothing  but  cream  is  accepted,  all  mankind,  all  boykind 
rather,  will  prepare  itself  for  a  skimming  of  some  sort ;  and  that 
the  quantity  of  cream  produced  will  be  immense.  It  is  only  done 
as  an  instigation  to  education.  Much  may  be  said  in  oppo- 
sition to  this ;  but  nothing  shall  be  said  here.  It  is  merely  of 
the  cruelty  of  spirit  that  is  thus  engendered  that  we  now  speak. 
Success  is  the  only  test  of  merit.  Words  have  lost  their  old  sig- 
nificance, and  to  deserve  only  is  not  meritorious.  Vm  metis  I 
there  are  so  many  of  them !  0 

*  Thompson,'  says  Johnson,  the  young  poet,  when  he  has  at  last 
succeeded  in  getting  the  bosomest  of  his  friends  alone  into  his 
chamber  with  him,  *  have  you  happened  to  look  at  my  Iphigenia 
yet  r 

Thompson  can't  say  that  he  has.  He  has  been  busy ;  has  had 
so  many  water-parties ;  and  then,  somehow,  he  doesn't  think  that 
be  is  very  partial  to  modem  poetry  on  subjects  of  old  mythology. 
Of  course,  however,  he  means  to  read  it — some  of  these  days. 

*  I  wish  you  would,'  says  Johnson,  tendering  a  copy  of  the  thin 
volume.  '  I  really  wish  you  would ;  and  let  me  have  your  candid 
opinion.  The  press  certainly  have  not  noticed  it  much,  and  what 
they  have  said  has  been  very  lukewarm.' 

*  I  am  sorry  for  that,'  says  Thompson,  looking  grave. 

*  And  I  did  my  best  with  it  too.  Tou  would  hardly  believe 
how  hard  I  worked  at  it.  There  is  not  a  line  that  has  not  been 
weighed  and  written,  perhaps,  three  times  over.  I  do  not  think 
I  am  conceited ;  but  I  cannot  but  believe  that  there  is  something 
in  it.  The  reviewers  are  so  jealous !  if  a  man  has  not  a  name, 
they  will  give  him  credit  for  nothing;  and  it  is  so  hard  to 
begin.* 

'  I  am  sure  it  is,'  says  Thompson. 

*  I  don't  expect  fame ;  and  as  for  money,  of  course  I  don't.think 
of  that.  Bu);  I  should  like  to  know  that  it.had  been  read  by  one 
or  two  peraons  who  could  understand  it.  I  have  given  to  it  the 
best  of  my  time^  the  best  of  my  labour.    I  cannot  but  think  that 
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there  is  something  in  it.*    Thus  pleads  the  unsuccessful  one  for 
mercy. 

And  thus  answers  to  him  the  successful  one,  with  no  grain  of 
mercy  in  his  composition : — *  My  dear  Johnson,  my  maxim  is  this, 
that  m  this  world  every  man  gets  in  the  long  run  exactly  what  he 
deserves — ' 

*  Did  Milton  get  what  he  deserved  ?' 

*  These  are  not  the  days  of  Milton.  I  don't  want  to  hurt  your 
feelings ;  hut  old  friends  as  we  are,  I  should  not  forgive  myself  if 
I  did  n't  tell  you  what  I  really  think.  Poetry  is  all  very  well ; 
but  you  can't  create  a  taste  for  it  if  it  doesn't  exist.  Nobody 
that  I  know  of  cares  a  d for  Iphigenia.' 

*  Ton  think  I  should  change  my  subject,  then  ?' 

*  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  think  you  should  change  your  trade. 
This  is  the  third  attempt,  you  know.     I  dare  say  they  are  very 

food  in  their  way ;  but  if  the  world,  liked  them,  the  world  would 
ave  found  it  out  by  this  time.  "Foo:  populi,  voa^  Dei " — that  is 
my  sgptto — I  don't  trust  my  own  judgment ;  I  trust  that  of  the 
public.  If  you  Avill  take  my  advice,  you  will  give  up  Iphigenia 
and  the  rest  of  them.  You  see  you  are  doing  nothing  whatever 
at  the  bar,'  etc.  etc. 

And  thus  Johnson  is  left,  without  a  scrap  of  comfort,  a  word  of 
consolation,  a  spark  of  sympathy ;  and  yet  he  had  given  to  that 
Iphigenia  of  his  the  best  that  was  in  him  to  give.  Had  his  pub- 
lisher sold  ten  thousand  copies  of  it,  how  Thompson  would  have 
admired  it !  how  he  would  have  pressed  the  poet  in  his  arms,  and 
have  given  him  champagne  up  at  Richmond !  But  who  now  has 
sympathy  for  failure  ?     To  fail  is  to  be  disgraced.     V<e  victis  ! 

There  is  something  very  painful  in  these  races,  which  we  En- 
glish are  always  running,  to  one  who  has  tenderness  enough  to 
think  of  the  nine  beaten  horses  instead  of  the  one  who  has  con- 
quered. Look  at  that  list  .which  has  just  come  out  after  our 
grand  national  struggle  at  Cambridge.  How  many  vrranglers  are 
there  ?  Thirty,  shall  we  say  ?  and  it  is  always  glorious  to  be  a 
wrangler  ?  Out  of  that  thirty  there  is  probably  but  one  who  has 
not  failed,  who  is  not  called  on  to  submit  to  the  inward  grief  of 
having  been  beaten.  The  youth  who  is  second,  who  has  thus 
shown  himself  to  be  possessed  of  a  mass  of  erudition  sufficient  to 
crush  an  ordinary  mind  to  the  earth,  is  ready  to  eat  his  heart  with 
true  bitterness  of  spirit.  After  all  his  labour,  his  midnight  oil, 
his  many  sleepless  nights,  his  deserted  pleasures,  his  rackmg 
headaches,  Amaryllis  abandoned,  and  Nesra  seen  in  the  arms  of 

another !     After  all  this,  to  be  beaten  by  Jones!     Had  it 

been  Green  or  Smith  he  could  have  borne  it.    "Would  it  not  have 
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been  better  to  do  as  others  had  done  ?  he  c6uld  have  been  con- 
tented to  have  gone  out  in  the  crowd ;  but  there  is  nothing  so 
base  as  to  be  second — and  then  second  to  Jones ! 

Out  of  the  whole  lot,  Jones  alone  is  contented ;  and  he  is  told 
by  his  physician  that  he  must  spend  his  next  two  winters  at  Cairo. 
The  intensity  of  his  application  has  put  his  lungs  into  very  serious 
jeopardy. 

It  was  at  Oxford,  in  the  year  184 — ,  that  a  young  man  sat  in 
his  college-rooms  at  Balliol  a  wretched  victim  to  unsuccessful 
competition.  It  had  been  everything  to  him  to  come  out  as  a 
first  in  classics,  and  he  had  dared  to  dream  even  of  a  double-first. 
But  he  had  failed  in  both.  The  lists  had  just  appeared,  and  he 
was  only  a  second-class  man.  Now,  a  second-class  man  is  not 
much  thought  of  at  Balliol,  and  he  had  lost  his  chance  of  an  im- 
mediate feUowship. 

But  this  was  perhaps  hardly  the  worst  of  it.  Arthur  "WOkinson, 
for  such  was  this  gentleman's  name,  had  hitherto  run  his  race  in 
life  alongside  a  friend  and  rival  named  George  Bertram ;  and  in 
almost  every  phase  of  life  had  hitherto  been  beaten.  The  same 
moment  that  had  told  Wilkinson  of  his  failure  had  told  him  also 
that  Bertram  had  obtained  the  place  he  had  so  desired.  Bertram 
was  the  only  double-first  man  of  his  year. 

As  these  two  young  men  will  play  the  foremost  parts  in  the  fol- 
lowing pages,  I  will  endeavour  to  explain,  in  as  few  words  as  pos- 
sible, who  each  of  them  was.  As  Bertram  seems  to  have  been  the 
favourite  with  fortune,  I  will  begin  with  him. 

His  father  at  the  time  alluded  to  was  still  alive,  but  his  son 
George  had  seen  but  little  of  him.  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  had  been 
a  soldier  of  fortune,  which  generally,  I  believe,  means  a  soldier 
without  a  fortune,  and  in  that  capacity  he  was  still  in  some  sort 
fighting  his  country's  battles.  At  the  present  moment  he  held  a 
quasi-military  position  in  Persia,  where  he  had  been  for  the  last 
five  years,  and  previously  to  that  he  had  served  in  Canada,  India, 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and  on  some  special  mission  at  Monte 
Video.  He  had,  therefore,  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world ;  but 
verv  little  of  his  only  child.  Mrs.  Bertram,  George's  mother, 
had  died  early  in  life,  and  Mr.  (afterwards  Sir  Lionel)  Bertram 
had  roamed  the  world  free  from  all  encumbrances. 

The  Bev.  Arthur  Wilkinson,  vicar  of  Hurst  Staple,  on  the  bor- 
ders of  Hampshire  and  Berkshire,  had  married  a  first-cousin  of 
^Irs.  Bertram's ;  and  when  young  George  Bertram,  at  the  age  of 
nine,  was  tossing  about  the  world  rather  in  want  of  a  fiied  home, 
Mp.  Wilkinson  undertook  to  give  him  that  home,  and  to  educate 
him  with  his  own  eldest  child  till  they  should  both  be  sent  to 
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Bome  school.  JFor  three  years  George  Bertram  lived  at  Hurst 
Staple,  and  was  educated  accordingly.  During  these  years  he 
used  to  go  annually  for  one  month  to  the  house  of  an  uncle,  -who 
in  due  time  will  also  be  introduced  to  the  reader ;  and  therefore, 
not  unnaturally^  this  month  was  regarded  by  the  boy  as  his  holi- 
days. 

Now,  it  may  as  well  be  explained  in  this  place  that  Sir  Lionel 
Bertram,  though  a  very  gallant  man,  and  peculiarly  well  adapted 
to  do  business  with  outlandish  people,  had  never  succumbed  to  a 
habit  of  punctuality  in  pecuniary  matters.  An  arrangement  had 
been  perhaps  rather  named  than  made,  that  one  hundred  and 
thirty  pounds  per  annum  should  be  paid  for  young  Bertram's 
needs;  and  as  this  was  to  include  pocket-money,  clothing,  and 
washing,  as  well  as  such  trifles  as  the  boy's  maintenance  and  edu- 
cation, perhaps  the  bargain  was  not  a  very  hard  one  as  regarded  Sir 
Lionel.  The  first  seventy-five  pounds  were  paid ;  but  after  that, 
up  to  the  end  of  the  second  year,  Mr.  Wilkinson  had  received  no 
more.  As  he  was  a  poor  man,  with  six  children  of  his  own,  and 
little  besides  his  living,  he  then  thought  it  better  to  mention  the 
matter  to  Sir  Lionel's  brother  in  London.  The  balance  was  in- 
stantly paid,  and  Mr.  Wilkinson  had  no  further  trouble  on  that 
head. 

Nor  had  he  much  trouble  on  any  other  head  as  regarded  young 
Bertram.  The  lad  was  perhaps  not  fit  to  be  sainted,  and  gave 
Mrs.  Wilkinson  the  usual  amount  of  trouble  as  regarded  his 
jackets  and  pantaloons ;  but,  on  the  whole,  he  was  a  good  boy, 
free  and  generous  in  his  temper,  quick  in  his  parts,  affectionate  in 
disposition,  and  full  of  humour.  Those  who  examined  him  most 
closely  (among  whom,  perhaps,  Mr.  Wilkinson  was  not  included) 
might  have  observed  that  he  was  hardly  as  steady  as  he  might 
have  been  in  hi^  likings  and  dislikings  ;  that  he  made  too  little  of 
the  tasks  which  he  learnt  without  trouble ;  and  that,  in  fact,  he 
was  not  sufficiently  solicitous  about  anything.  He  was,  however, 
undoubtedly  a  lad  of  great  promise,  and  one  of  whom  any  father 
might  have  been  proud. 

He  was  not  a  handsome  boy,  nor  did  he  become  a  handsome 
man.  His  face  was  too  solid,  nis  cheeks  too  square,  and  his  fore- 
head too  heavy ;  but  his  eyes,  though  small,  were  bright,  and  his 
mouth  was  wonderfully  marked  by  intelligence.  When  he  grew 
to  be  a  man,  he  wore  no  beard,  not  even  the  slightest  apology  for 
a  whisker,  and  this  perhaps  added  to  the  apparent  heaviness  of 
his  face ;  but  he  probably  best  understood  his  own  appearance,  for 
in  those  days  no  face  bore  on  it  more  legible  marks  of  an  acute 
mind. 
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'  At  the  age  of  twelve,  he  was  sent  to  "Winchester,  and  as  his 
holidays  were  still  passed  with  his  uncle,  he  then  ceased  to  regard 
Hurst  Staple  as  his  home.  Twice  a  year,  as  he  went  up  to  town, 
he  stayed  there  for  a  couple  of  days ;  hut  he  was  soon  looked  on 
as  a  visitor,  and  the  little  Wilkinsons  no  longer  regarded  him  as 
half  a  brother  in  reality  and  quite  a  brother  in  love. 

Arthur  "Wilkinson  was  very  nearly  of  the  same  age.  He  was 
just  older  than  young  Bertram — by  three  months  or  so ;  just  suf- 
ficiently to  give  to  "Wilki^ison  a  feeling  of  seniority  when  they 
first  met,  and  a  consciousness  that  as  he  was  the  senior  in  age,  he 
should  be  the  senior  in  scholastic  lore.  But  this  consciousness 
AV^ilkinson  was  not  able  to  attain ;  and  during  all  the  early  years 
of  his  life,  he  was  making  a  rain  struggle  to  be  as  good  a  man  as 
his  cousin ;  that  is,  as  good  in  scholarship,  as  good  in  fighting,  as 
good  in  play,  and  as  good  in  spirit. 

In  looks,  at  anv  rate,  Arthur  was  superior  to  George ;  and  much 
consolation  did  his  mother  receive  from  this  conviction.  Young 
Wilkinson  was  a  very  handsome  lad,  and  grew  up  to  be  a  hand- 
some man ;  but  his  beauty  was  of  that  regular  sort  which  is  more 
pleasing  in  a  boy  than  in  a  man.  He  also  was  an  excellent  lad, 
and  no  parent  could  be  so  thankless  as  to  be  other  than  proud  of 
him.  All  men  said  all  good  things  of  him,  so  that  Mr.  "Wilkinson 
could  not  but  be  contented.  Nevertheless,  one  would  always 
wish  to  see  one's  own  son  not  less  bright  than  one's  friend's  son. 
Arthur  "Wilkinson  was  also  sent  to  "Winchester.  Perhaps  it 
would  have  been  better  for  the  cousins  that  they  should  have  gone 
to  different  schools.  The  matter,  however,  bad  been  left  to  Mr. 
Wilkinson,  and  as  he  thought  "Winchester  good  for  his  own  son, 
he  naturally  thought  the  same  school  good  for  Sir  Lionel's  son. 
But  Bertram  was  entered  as  a  commoner,  whereas  "WUkinson  was 
in  the  college.  Those  who  know  Winchester  will  understand,  that 
though,  as  regarded  school  business  and  school  hours,  they  were 
at  the  same  establishment,  they  were  not  together  at  the  much 
more  important  hours  of  eating,  sleeping,  and  playing.  They  did 
not  cease  to  be  friends,  but  they  did  cease  to  live  together  as 
friends  generally  do  live  when  educated  at  the  same  school. 
^  At  Winchester  they  both  did  fairly  well;  but  Bertram  did 
W  much  the  best.  He  got  the  prizes,  whereas  his  cousin  did  but 
nearly  get  them.  He  went  up  from  class  to  class  above  the  other; 
and  when  the  last  tussle  for  pride  of  place  came  on  at  the  close  of 
their  boyish  career,  Bertram  was  the  victor.  He  stood  forth  to 
spout  out  the  Latin  hexameters,  and  to  receive  the  golden  medal, 
wkOe  Wilkinson  had  no  other  privilege  than  to  sit  still  and  listen 
I     to  them. 
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I  I  believe  masters  but  seldom  recognize  the  agony  of  spirit  with 
which  boys  endure  being  beaten  in  these  contests.  Boys  on  such 
subjects  are  very  reticent ;  they  hardly  understand  their  own  feel- 
-.  ings  enough  to  speak  of  them,  and  are  too  much  accustomed  both 
to  ridicule  and  censure  to  look  anywhere  for  sympathy.  A  fa- 
vourite sister  may  perhaps  be  told  of  the  hard  struggle  and  the 
bitter  failure,  but  not  a  word  is  said  to  any  one  else.  His  father, 
so  thinks  the  boy,  is  angry  at  his  failure ;  and  even  his  mother's 
kisses  will  hardly  be  warmed  by  such  a  subject.  We  are  too  apt 
to  think  that  if  our  children  eat  pudding  and  make  a  noise  they 
require  no  sympathy.  A  boy  may  fail  at  school,  and  afterwards 
eat  much  pudding,  and  make  much  noise ;  but,  ah !  how  his  young 
heart  may  sigh  for  some  one  to  grieve  with  him  over  his  failures ! 

Wilkinson  was  unfortunate  at  school.  It  was  a  great  object 
with  his  father  that  he  should  get  a  scholarship  at  New  College, 
to  which,  as  all  the  world  knows,  his  path  lay  through  the  college 
of  Winchester.  When  his  time  came,  he  was  all  but  successful — 
but  he  was  not  successful.  The  vacancies  in  his  year  were  few  in 
number,  only  three,  and  of  these  two  were  preoccupied,  according 
to  the  then  rule  of  the  place,  by  those  heaven-bom  Wykamists, 
called  founder's  kin.  He  was  only  the  second  best  on  the  list, 
and  lost  the  prize. 

Bertram,  having  been  a  commoner,  had  had  no  right  to  think  of 
New  College ;  but  at  the  time  when  he  was  to  be  removed  to  Ox- 
ford, his  uncle  gave  him  to  understand  that  money  was  a  great 
object  to  him.  His  father's  mind  was  still  too  fully  absorbed  in 
the  affairs  of  his  country  to  enable  him  to  think  much  of  his  son's 
expenditure,  and  his  uncle  at  this  period  took  a  fit  of  disgust^on 
the  subject. 

*  Very  well,'  said  George,  *  I  will  give  up  Oxford  if  I  cannot  do 
something  for  myself.' 

He  went  up,  however,  to  Trinity,  and  became  a  candidate  for  a 
scholarship  there.  This  he  obtained,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all 
the  Wilkinsons  and  of  himself  In  those  days,  a  lad  of  eighteen 
who  could  get  a  scholarahip  at  Trinity  was  considered  to  be  nearly 
safe  in  his  career.  I  do  not  know  how  far  this  may  be  altered 
now.  The  uncle,  when  he  heard  of  his  nephew's  success,  imme- 
diately allowed  him  what  would  have  been  amply  sufficient  for 
him  had  he  been  in  possession  of  no  income  from  his  scholarship. 
Bertram,  therefore,  had  been  almost  a  rich  man  during  his  resi- 
dence at  Oxford. 

Toung  Wilkinson,  though  he  lost  New  College,  received  a  small 
scholarship  from  Winchester,  and  he  also  was  sent  by  his  father 
to  Oxford.     To  enable  him  to  do  this,  Mr.  Wilkinson  was  forced 
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to  make  a  great  straggle.  He  had  five  other  children — four 
daughters,  and  one  younger  son,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he 
could  make  up  the  necessarv  allowance  to  carry  Arthur  through 
the  University.  But  he  did  do  so,  and  the  disappointed  Wykamist 
went  up  to  Balliol  with  an  income  amounting  to  about  half  that 
which  his  cousin  enjoyed. 

"We  need  not  follow  them  very  accurately  through  their  college 
careers.  They  both  became  prizemen — one  by  force  of  intellect, 
and  the  other  by  force  of  industry.  They  both  went  through  their 
little  goes  and  other  goes  with  sufficient  zeal,  up  to  that  important 
day  on  which  the  great  go  of  all  was  to  be  undergone.  They  both 
belonged  to  the  same  debating  society  at  Oxford,  and  though  they 
thought  very  differently  on  most  important  subjects,  they  remained, 
with  some  lew  temporary  interruptions,  fast  friends  through  their 
four  years  of  Oxford  residence. 

There  were  periods  when  the  Balliol  man  was  considered  by  his 
friends  to  run  a  better  chance  of  academical  success  than  his 
brighter  cousin  at  Trinity.  WHkinson  worked  hard  during  his 
thi^  first  years,  and  Bertram  did  not.  The  style  of  mind,  too,  of 
the  former  was  the  more  adapted  to  win  friends  at  Oxford.  In 
those  days  the  Tracts  were  new,^  and  read  by  everybody,  and  what 
has  since  been  called  Puseyism  was  in  its  robust  infancy.  Wilkin- 
son proclaimed  himself,  while  yet  little  more  than  a  boy,  to  be  an 
admirer  of  poor  Froude  and  a  follower  of  Newman.  Bertram,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  unsparing  in  his  ridicule  of  the  *  Bemains,'  set 
himself  in  full  opposition  to  the  Sewells,  and  came  out  as  a  poet 
— successfully,  as  far  as  the  Newdegate  was  concerned — in  direct 
opposition  to  Keble  and  Eaber. 

For  three  years  Wilkinson  worked  hard  and  regularly ;  but  the 

iclat  attending  on  his  success  somewhat  injured  him.  In  his  fourth 

year,  or,  at  any  rate,  in  the  earlier  part  of  it,  he  talked  more  than 

ne  read,  and  gave  way  too  much  to  the  delights  of  society — too 

much,  at  least,  for  one  who  was  so  poor,  and  to  whom  work  was 

80  necessary.     He  could  not  keep  his  position  by  dint  of  genius, 

as  Bertram  might  do ;  consequently,  though  he  was  held  to  have 

taken  honours  in  taking  his  degree,  he  missed  the  high  position  at 

L    which  he  had  aimed ;  and  on  the  day  which  enabled  him  to  write 

y    himself  bachelor  of  arts,  he  was  in  debt  to  the  amount  of  a  couple 

of  hundred  pounds,  a  sum  which  it  was  of  course  utterly  out  of 

his  power  to  pay,  and  nearly  as  far  out  of  the  power  of  his  father. 

It  had  always  been  Bertram's  delight  to  study  in  such  a  manner 

that  men  should  think  he  did  not  study.     There  was  an  affectation 

in  this,  perhaps  not  uncommon  to  men  of  genius,  but  which  was 

*    deleterious  to  his  character — as  all  affectations  are.     It  was,  how- 
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ever,  the  fact,  that  during  the  last  year  before  his  examination,  he 
did  study  hard.  There  was  a  set  round  him  at  his  college  ambng 
whom  he  was  esteemed  as  a  great  man — a  little  sect  of  worshipers, 
who  looked  for  their  idol  to  do  great  things ;  and  it  was  a  point  of 
honour  with  them  to  assist  this  pretence  of  his.  They  gloried  in 
Bertram's  idleness ;  told  stories,  not  quite  veracious,  of  his  doings 
at  wine-parties ;  and  proved,  to  the  satisfaction  of  admiring  fresh- 
men, that  he  thought  of  nothing  but  his  horse  and  his  boating. 
He  could  do  without  study  more  than  any  other  man  could  do 
with  it ;  and  as  for  that  plodding  Balliol  hero,  he  might  look  to 
be  beaten  out  of  the  field  without  an  effort. 

The  Balliol  men  had  been  very  confident  in  their  hero  up  to  the 
last  half-year ;  but  then  they  began  to  doubt.  Poor  AVilkinson 
was  beaten  by  his  rival  out  of  the  field,  though,  probably,  not 
without  an  effort.  We  may  say  that  no  man  ever  gets  a  double- 
first  in  anything  without  an  effort.  But  be  that  as  it  may,  Wil- 
kinson was  sitting  alone,  a  very  unhappy  man,  in  his  rooms  at 
Balliol,  while  Bertram  was  being  fdted  to  his  heart's  content  at 
Trinity. 

It  is  a  grievous  thing  to  have  to  write  home  to  one's  father,  and 
to  say  that  one  has  failed  when  that  father  has  so  anxiously  longed 
for  success.  Arthur  Wilkinson  would  have  been  a  made  man  for 
life — made  according  to  the  making  which  both  his  father  and 
himself  at  that  time  thought  the  most  desirable — if  his  name  had 
but  appeared  in  that  first-class  list.  A  double-first  his  father  had 
not  hoped  for ;  but,  in  resolving  not  to  hope  for  it,  he  had  consoled 
himself  with  thinking  that  the  hopes  which  he  did  form  were  the 
more  certain  of  success ; — and  then  there  would  always  be  that 
further  chance  of  happiness  in  store.  But  now  Arthur  Wilkinson 
had  to  tell  his  father  that  he  was  neither  first  nor  double-first. 
His  degree  was  very  respectable  for  a  man  who  had  not  looked  for 
mnch^  for  one  who  had  not  been  talked  of  in  high  places  ;  but  it 
was  not  respectable  for  Wilkinson  of  Balliol. 

VsB  victis !  He  was  indeed  unhappy  as  he  sat  there  alone,  medi- 
tating how  he  would  frame  his  letter.  There  were  no  telegraphs 
or  telegrams  in  those  days,  and  it  behoved  him  to  write.  It  he 
did  not,  his  father  would  be  at  Oxford  before  the  next  night  was 
over.  How  should  he  write  ?  Would  it  not  be  better  to  write 
to  his  mother  ?  And  then  what  should  he  do,  or  what  should  he 
say,  about  that  accursed  debt  ? 

His  pen  and  ink  and  paper  were  on  the  table,  and  he  had  got 
into  his  chair  for  the  purpose.  There  he  had  been  for  some  half- 
hour,  but  still  not  a  word  was  written ;  and  his  chair  had  somehow 
got  itself  dragged  round  to  the  fire.  He  was  thus  sitting  when  he 
heard  a  loud  knock  at  his  outer  door. 
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*  Come ;  opeii  the  door,'  said  Bertram's  voice,  *  I  know  yoii  are 
there.' 

Wilkinson  still  sat  silent.  He  had  not  seen  Bertram  since  the 
lists  had  come  out,  and  he  could  hardly  make  up  his  mind  whe- 
ther he  could  speak  to  him  or  no. 

'  I  know  you're  there,  and  I'll  have  the  door  down  if  you  don't 
open  it.  There's  nobody  with  me,'  shouted  the  manly  voice  of  his 
triumphant  friend. 

Slowly  Wilkinson  got  up  and  undid  the  lock.  He  tried  to  smile 
as  he  opened  the  door ;  but  the  attempt  was  a  failure.  However, 
he  could  still  speak  a  few  words,  heavy  as  his  heart  was. 

*  I  have  to  congratulate  you,'  said  he  to  Bertram,  *  and  I  do  it 
with  all  my  heart.' 

There  was  very  little  heart  in  the  tone  in  which  this  was  spoken; 
but  then,  what  could  be  expected  ? 

'  Thank'ee,  old  fellow,  I'm  sure  you  do.  Come,  Wilkinson,  give 
us  vour  hand.  It's  better  to  have  it  all  out  at  once.  I  wish  you'd 
had  more  luck,  and  there's  an  end  of  it.    It's  all  luck,  you  know.' 

*  No,  it's  not,'  said  Wilkinson,  barely  able  to  suppress  the  tears. 

*  Every  bit  of  it.  If  a  chap  gets  a  headache,  or  a  fit  of  the  colic, 
it's  all  up  with  him.  Or  if  he  happens  to  have  been  loose  as  to 
some  pet  point  of  the  examiners,  it's  all  up  with  him.  Or  if  he 
has  taken  a  fad  into  His  head,  and  had  a  pet  point  of  his  own,  it's 
all  up  with  him  then,  too,  generally.  But  it  will  never  do,  Wil- 
kinson, to  boody  over  these  things.  Come,  let  you  and  I  be  seen 
walking  together ;  you'll  get  over  it  best  in  that  way.  We'll  go 
over  to  Parker's,  and  I'll  stand  a  lunch.  We'll  find  Gerard,  and 
Madden,  and  Twisleton  there.  Twisleton's  so  disgusted  at  getting 
a  fourth.  He  says  he  won't  take  it,  and  swears  he'll  make  them 
let  him  go  out  in  the  ruck.' 

*  He's  got  as  much  as  he  thought  he'd  get,  at  any  rate,  and 
therefore  he  can't  be  unhappy.' 

*  Unhappy !  who's  unhappy  ?  Nonsense,  my  dear  fellow.  Shy 
all  that  to  the  dogs.  Come,  let's  go  over  to  Parker's ;  we  shall 
find  Harcourt  there.     You  know  he's  up,  don't  you  ?* 

'  No  ;  and  I  had  rather  not  meet  him  just  at  present.* 

*  My  dear  fellow,  you  must  get  over  that.' 

*  That's  all  very  well  for  you,  who  have  got  nothing  to  get 
over.' 

*And  have  I  never  had  anything  to  get  over?  I'll  tell  you 
what  it  is ;  I've  come  here  to  prevent  you  from  moping,  and  I 
don't  mean  to  leave  you.  So,  you  see,  you  may  as  well  come  with 
me  at  first.' 

With  Bome  little  hesitation^  Wilkinson  made  his  friend  under- 
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Btand  that  he  had  not  yet  written  home,  and  that  he  could  not  go 
out  till  he  had  done  so. 

*  Then  I'll  give  you  ten  minutes  to  write  your  letter ;  it  can't 
possibly  take  you  more,  not  even  if  you  put  into  it  my  love  to  my 
aunt  and  cousins.' 

*  I  cannot  do  it  while  you  are  here.' 

*  Nonsense !  gammon !  Tou  shall  do  it  while  I'm  here.  I'll 
not  allow  you  to  make  yourself  a  miserable  ass  all  for  nothing. 
Come,  write.  If  it's  not  written  in  ten  minutes,  I'll  write  it ;' 
and  so  saying,  he  took  up  a  play  of  Aristophanes  wherewith  to 
amuse  himself,  by  way  of  light  reading,  after  the  heavy  work  of 
the  week. 

Poor  Wilkinson  again  drew  his  chair  to  the  table,  but  his  heart 
was  very  heavy.    Ysd  victis ! 


CHAPTEE  II. 

BEEAKrAST  AND   LUNCH. 


Wilkinson  took  the  pen  in  his  hand  and  bent  himself  over  the 
paper  as  though  he  were  going  to  write  ;  but  not  an  ink-mark  fell 
upon  the  paper.  How  should  he  write  it  ?  The  task  might  have 
been  comparatively  light  to  him  but  for  that  dreadful  debt.  Ber- 
tram in  the  meantime  tossed  over  the  pages  of  his  book,  looking 
every  now  and  then  at  his  watch ;  and  then  turning  sharply  round^ 
he  exclaimed,  *  Well !' 

*  I  wish  you'd  leave  me,'  said  Wilkinson ;  *  I'd  rather  be  alone.' 

*  May  I  be  doomed  to  live  and  die  a  don  if  I  do  ;  which  style  of 
life,  next  to  that  of  an  English  bishop,  I  look  on  as  the  most  con- 
temptible in  the  world.  The  Queen's  royal  beef-eaters  come  next ; 
but  that,  I  think,  1  could  endure,  as  their  state  of  do-nothingness 
is  not  so  absolute  a  quantity.  Come;  how  far  have  you  got? 
Give  me  the  paper,  and  I'll  write  you  a  letter  in  no  time.' 

*  Thank  you ;  I'd  rather  write  my  own  letter.' 

*  That's  just  what  I  want  you  to  do,  but  you  won't ;'  and  then 
again  he  turned  for  two  minutes  to  the  *  Frogs.'  *  Well — you  see 
you  don't  write.  Come,  we'll  both  have  a  try  at  it,  and  see  who'll 
have  done  first.  I  wonder  whether  my  father  is  expecting  a  letter 
from  me  P  And,  so  saying,  he  seized  hold  of  pen  and  paper  and 
began  to  write. 

*  My  dearest  Father, 

*  This  weary  affair  is  over  at  last.    You  will  be  sorry  to  hear 
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that  the  event  is  not  quite  so  well  as  it  might  have  heen  as  far  as 
I  am  concerned.  I  had  intended  to  be  a  first,  and,  lo !  I  am  only 
a  second.  If  my  ambition  had  been  confined  to  the  second  class, 
probably  I  might  have  come  out  a  first.  I  am  very  sorry  for  it^ 
chiefly  for  your  sake ;  but  in  these  days  no  man  can  count  on  the 
highest  honours  as  a  certainty.  As  I  shall  be  home  on  Tuesday, 
I  won't  say  any  more.  I  can't  give  you  any  tidings  about  the 
fellowships  yet.  Bertram  has  had  his  old  luck  again.  He  sends 
his  love  to  mamma  and  the  girls. 

*  Tour  very  afiectionate  son, 

*Aethub  Wilzutbok.' 

*  There,  scribble  that  off;  it  will  do  just  as  well  as  anything  else.' 
Poor  Wilkinson  took  the  paper,  and  having  read  it,  to  see  that 

it  contained  no  absurdity,  mechanically  copied  the  writing.  He 
merely  added  one  phrase,  to  say  that  his  friend's  *  better  luck ' 
consisted  in  his  being  the  only  double-first  of  his  year;  and  one 
short  postscript,  which  he  took  good  care  that  Bertram  should  not 
see ;  and  then  he  fastened  his  letter  and  sent  it  to  the  post. 

*Tell  mamma  not  to  be  very  unhappy.'  That  was  the  post- 
script which  he  added. 

That  letter  was  very  anxiously  expected  at  the  vicarage  of  Hurst 
Staple.  The  father  was  prepared  to  be  proud  of  his  successful 
son ;  and  the  mother,  who  had  over  and  over  again  cautioned  him 
not  to  overwork  himself,  was  anxious  to  know  that  his  health  was 
good.  She  had  but  little  fear  as  to  his  success ;  her  fear  was  that 
ne  should  come  home  thin,  pale,  and  wan. 

Just  at  breakfast-time  the  postman  brought  the  letter,  and  the 
youngest  girl  running  out  on  to  the  gravel  brought  it  up  to  her 
expectant  father. 

*  It  is  from  Arthur,'  said  she ;  isn't  it,  papa  ?  I'm  sure  I  know 
his  handwriting ' 

The  vicar,  with  a  little  nervousness,  opened  it,  and  in  half  a 
minute  the  mother  knew  that  all  was  not  right. 
'  Is  he  ill  ?'  said  she ; '  do  tell  me  at  once.' 
'  111 !  no ;  he's  not  ill.' 

'  Well,  what  is  it  ?  He  has  not  lost  his  degree  ?* 
*He  has  not  been  plucked,  papa,  has  he  ?'  said  Sophia. 

*  Oh,  no ;  he  has  got  his  degree — a  second  in  classics ! — that's 
all ;'  and  he  threw  the  letter  over  to  his  wife  as  he  went  on  butter- 
ing his  toast. 

'  He'll  be  home  on  Tuesday,'  said  Mary,  the  eldest  girl,  looking 
over  her  mother's  shoulder. 

*  And  8o  G^rge  is  a  double-first,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 
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*  Yes,'  said  the  vicar,  with  his  mouth  full  of  toast ;  not  evincing 
any  great  satisfaction  at  the  success  of  his  late  pupil. 

when  the  mother  read  the  short  postscript  her  heart  was  touched, 
and  she  put  her  handkerchief  up  to  her  face. 

*  Poor  Arthur !  I  am  sure  it  has  not  been  his  own  fault.' 

^ Mamma,  has  George  done  better  than  Arthur?'  said  one  of 
the  younger  girls,  *  Q-eorge  always  does  do  better,  I  think ; 
doesn't  he?' 

*  He  has  made  himself  too  sure  of  it,^  said  the  father,  in  almost 
an  angry  tone.  Not  that  he  was  angry ;  he  was  vexed,  rather,  as 
he  would  be  if  his  wheat  crop  failed,  or  his  potatoes  did  not  come 
up  properly. 

But  ne  felt  no  sympathy  with  his  son.  It  never  occurred  to 
him  to  think  of  the  agony  with  which  those  few  lines  had  been 
written ;  of  the  wretchedness  of  the  young  heart  which  had  hoped 
so  much  and  failed  so  greatly ;  of  the  misery  which  the  son  felt  in 
disappointing  the  father.  He  was  a  good,  kind  parent,  who  spent 
his  long  days  and  longer  nights  in  thinking  of  his  family  and  their 
welfare ;  he  would,  too,  have  greatly  triumphed  in  the  triumph  of 
his  son ;  but  it  went  beyond  his  power  of  heart  to  sympathize 
with  him  in  his  misery. 

'  Do  not  seem  to  be  vexed  with  him  when  he  comes  home,'  said 
the  mother. 

*  Vexed  with  him !  you  mean  angry.  Of  course,  I'm  not  angry. 
He  has  done  his  best,  I  suppose.     It's  unlucky,  that's  all. 

And  then  the  breakfast  was  continued  in  silence. 

*  I  don't  know  what  he's  to  do,'  said  the  father,  after  awhile ; 
*  he'll  have  to  take  a  curacy,  I  suppose.' 

*  I  thought  he  meant  to  stop  up  at  Oxford  and  take  pupils,'  said 
Mary. 

*  I  don't  know  that  he  can  get  pupils  now.  Besides,  he'll  not 
have  a  fellowship  to  help  him.' 

*  Won't  he  get  a  fellowship  at  all,  papa  ?' 

*Very  probably  not,  I  should  think.'  And  then  the  family' 
finished  their  meal  in  silenee. 

It  certainly  is  not  pleasant  to  have  one's  hopes  disappointed ; 
but  Mr.  Wilkinson  was  hardly  just  in  allowing  himself  to  be  so 
extremely  piit  about  by  his  son's  failure  in  getting  the  highest 
honours.  Did  he  remember  what  other  fathers  feel  when  their 
sons  are  plucked  ?  or,  did  he  reflect  that  Arthiu*  had,  at  any  rate, 
done  much  better  than  nineteen  out  of  every  twenty  young  men 
that  go  up  to  Oxford  ?  But  then  Mr.  Wilkinson  had  a  double 
cause  for  grief.  Had  George  Bertram  failed  also,  he  might  per- 
haps have  borne  it  better. 


BBEAKFAST  AND  LUNCH.  15 

As  soon  as  the  letter  had  been  written  and  made  up,  Wilkinson 
suffered  himself  to  be  led  out  of  the  room. 

*  And  now  for  Parker's,'  said  Bertram  ;  *  you  will  be  glad  to  see 
Harcourt/ 

*  Indeed,  I  shall  not.  Harcourt's  all  very  well ;  but  just  at 
present,  I  would  much  rather  see  nobody.* 

*  Well,  then,  he'll  be  glad  to  see  you  i  and  that  will  be  quite  the 
same  thing.     Come  along.' 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  a  young  barrister  but  lately  called  to  the 
bar,  who  had  been  at  Oxford  spending  his  last  year  when  Bertram 
and  Wilkinson  were  freshmen;  and  having  been  at  Bertram's 
college,  he  had  been  intimate  with  both  of  them.  He  was  now  be- 
ginning to  practise,  and  men  said  that  he  was  to  rise  in  the  world. 
In  London  he  was  still  a  very  young  man ;  but  at  Oxford  he  was 
held  to  be  one  who,  from  his  three  years'  life  in  town,  had  become 
well  versed  in  the  world's  ways.  He  was  much  in  the  habit  of 
coming  to  Oidbrd,  and  when  there  usually  spent  a  .good  deal  of 
his  time  with  George  Bertram. 

And  so  Wilkinson  walked  forth  into  the  street  arm  and  arm 
with  his  cousin.  It  was  a  grievous  trial  to  him ;  but  he  had  a 
feeling  within  him  that  the  sooner  the  sorrow  was  encountered 
the  sooner  it  would  be  over.  They  turned  into  the  High  Street, 
and  as  they  went  they  met  crowds  of  men  who  knew  them  both. 
Of  course  it  was  to  De  expected  that  Bertram's  friends  should 
congratulate  him.  But  this  was  not  the  worst ;  some  of  them 
were  so  ill  advised  as  to  condole  with  Wilkinson. 

*  Get  it  over  at  once,'  whispered  Bertram  to  him,  *  and  then  it 
will  be  over,  now  and  for  ever.' 

And  then  they  arrived  at  Parker's,  and  there  found  all  those 
whom  Bertram  had  named,  and  many  others.  Mr.  Parker  was, 
it  is  believed,  a  pastrycook  by  trad« ;  but  he  very  commonly  dab- 
bled in  more  piquant  luxuries  than  jam  tarts  or  Bath  buns.  Men 
who  knew  what  was  what,  and  who  were  willing  to  pay — or  to 
promise  to  pay — for  their  knowledge,  were  in  the  habit  of  break- 
fasting there,  and  lunching.  !Now  a  breakfast  or  a  lunch  at  Par- 
ker's generally  meant  champagne. 

Harcourt  was  seated  on  the  table  when  they  got  into  the  back 
room,  and  the  other  men  were  standing. 

*  Sound  the  timbrels,  beat  the  drums ; 
See  the  conqn'ring  hero  comes,' 

he  sung  out  as  Bertram  entered  the  room.    '  Make  way  for  the 

double-first — the  hero  of  the  age>  gentlemen!    I  am  told  that 

r    they  mean  to  put  up  an  alabaster  statue  to  him  in  the  Common 
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!Room  at  Trinity.    However,  I  will  vote  for  nothing  more  expen- 
sive than  marble.' 

'  Make  it  in  pie-crust,'  said  Bertram, '  and  let  Parker  be  the 
artist.' 

*  Yes ;  and  we'll  celebrate  the  installation  with  champagne  and 
pdte  defoie  gras,*  said  Twisleton. 

*  And  afterwards  devour  the  object  of  our  idolatry,  to  show  how 
short-lived  is  the  fame  for  which  we  work  so  hard,'  said  Madden. 

'  I  should  be  delighted  at  such  tokens  of  your  regard,  gentle- 
men.    Harcourt,  you  haven't  seen  Wilkinson.' 

Harcourt  turned  round  and  shook  hands  warmly  with  his  other 
friend.  *  Upon  my  word,  I  did  not  see  you,  Master  Wilkinson. 
You  have  such  a  habit  of  hiding  yourself  under  a  bushel  that  one 
always  misses  you^  Well ;  so  the  great  day  is  over,  and  the  great 
deed  done.  It 's  a  bore  out  of  the  way,  trampled  under  foot  and 
got  rid  of;  that's  my  idea  of  a  degree.' 

Wilkinson  merely  smiled ;  but  Harcourt  saw  at  once  that  he 
was  a  deeply-disappointed  man.  The  barrister,  however,  was  too 
much  a  man  of  the  world  either  to  congratulate  him  or  condole 
with  him. 

*  There  are  fewer  firsts  this  year  than  there  have  been  for  the 
last  nine  years,'  said  Q-erard,  thinking  to  soften  the  asperity  of 
Wilkinson's  position. 

*  That  may  be  because  the  examiners  required  more,  or  because 
the  men  had  less  to  give,'  said  Madden,  forgetting  all  about  Wil- 
kinson. 

*  Why,  what  noodles  you  are,'  said  Bertram,  *  not  to  know  that 
it's  all  settled  by  chance  at  roulette  the  night  before  the  lists 
come  down!  If  it's  not,  it  ought  to  be.  The  average  result 
would  be  just  as  fair.  Come,  Harcourt,  I  know  that  you,  with 
your  Temple  experiences,  won't  drink  Oxford  wine ;  but  your 
good-nature  will  condescend  to  see  the  children  feeding.  Wilkin- 
son, sit  opposite  there  and  give  Twisleton  some  of  that  pie  that 
he  was  talking  of.'  And  so  they  sat  down  to  their  banquet ;  and 
Harcourt,  in  spite  of  the  refinement  which  London  had  doubtless 
given  to  his  taste,  seemed  perfectly  able  to  appreciate  the  flavour 
of  the  University  vintage. 

*  Gentlemen,  silence  for  one  moment,'  said  Harcourt,  when  the 
graver  work  of  eating  began  to  lull,  and  men  torpidly  peeled  their 
pears,  and  then  cut  them  up  into  shapes  instead  of  eating  them. 
*  It  is  always  said  at  all  the  breakfasts  I  go  to — ' 

*  This  is  not  a  breakfast,'  said  Bertram,  *  it's  a  lunch.* 

'  Well,  all  the  lunches,  then ;  and  God  bless  you.  It's  always 
said  at  these  matutinal  meals — which,  by-the-Dy,  would  be  the 
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nicest  things  in  the  world,  only  one  doesn't  know  what  on  earth 
to  do  when  they're  over.* 

*  It's  time  to  go  to  dinner  ijhen,'  said  Twisleton. 

'That  may  do  for  the  ^^dtira  ilia^*  of  a  freshman,  but  now  that 
you're  a  B.A.,  you'll  find  that  that  power  fails  you  greatly.  But, 
for  heaven's  sake,  let  me  go  on  with  my  speech,  or  you'll  not  get 
away  either  to  dinner  or  to  supper.  It  is  commonly  declared,  I 
say,  that  there  should  be  no  speaking  at  these  delicious  little 
morning  repasts.* ' 

*Do  you  call  that  a  little  repast  ?'  said  Madden,  who  was  lying 
in  his  chair  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  of  which  he  hardly  had 
strength  enough  left  to  puff  out  the  smoke. 

*  I  mean  no  offence  to  the  feed,  which,  of  its  kind,  has  been  only 
too  good.  If  I'm  to  be  allowed  to  go  on,  I'll  say,  that  this  rule, 
which  is  always  laid  down,  is  always  broken ;  and  therefore  I  feel 
no  hesitation  in  breaking  it  on  this  occasion.  A  long  speech  is  a 
long  bore,  and  a  little  speech  is  a  little  bore ;  but  bores  must  be 
endured.  We  can't  do  very  well  without  them.  Now  my  bore 
shall  be  a  very  short  bore  if  I'm  allowed  to  make  an  end  of  it  with- 
out interruption.* 

*  All  right,  Harcourt,'  said  Bertram.  *  Go  ahead ;  we're  only 
too  delighted  to  hear  you.  It  isn't  every  day  we  have  a  London 
barrister  here.' 

*  No ;  and  it  isn't  every  day  that  we  have  a  double-first  at  old 
Trinity.  G-entlemen,  there  are,  I  think,  five,  six  Trinity  men  here 
includ^g  myself.  It  will  be  a  point  of  honour  with  you  to  drink 
health  and  prosperity  to  our  friend  Bertram  with  all  the  honours. 
We  have  many  men  of  whom  we  can  boast  at  Trinity;  but  if 
I  have  any  insight  into  character,  any  power  of  judging  what  a 
man  will  do ' — it  must  be  remembered  that  Mr.  Harcourt,  though 
a  very  young  man  in  London,  was  by  no  means  a  young  man 
at  Oxford — *  there  have  been  very  few  before  him  who  have 
achieved  a  higher  place  than  will  fall  to  his  lot,  or  whose  name 
will  be  more  in  men's  mouths  than  his.  There  are  also  here  four 
gentlemen  of  other  colleges ;  they  will  not,  I  am  sure,  begrudge 
us  our  triumph ;  they  are  his  old  friends,  and  will  be  as  proud  of 
the  Oxford  man  as  we  are  of  the  Trinity  man.  Gentlemen,  here 
is  prosperity  to  our  friend  the  double-first,  and  health  to  enjoy 
the  fruits  of  his  labour.* 

Whereupon  the  toast  was  drunk  with  a  great  deal  of  fervour. 
It  was  astonishing  that  ten  men  should  make  so  much  uproar ; 
even  Wilkinson,  whose  heart  the  wine  had  just  touched  suffi- 
ciently to  raise  it  a  little  from  the  depth  to  which  it  had  fallen — 
even  he  cheered ;  and  Madden,  overcoming  by  degrees  his  not  un- 
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• 

natural  repugnance  to  rise,  produced  jfrom  certain  vast  depths  a 
double-bass  hurrah. 

*  Bertram,'  said  he,  when  the  voices  and  glasses  were  once  more 
silent,  *  you're  a  credit  to  your  college,  and  I've  a  regard  for  you ; 
so  I  don't  mind  running  the  risk  for  once.  But  I  must  beg  that 
I  may  not  be  asked  to  repeat  it.* 

Bertram  of  course  returned  thanks  to  his  guests  with  all  the 
mawkish  modesty  which  usually  marks  such  speeches— or,  rather, 
with  modesty  which  would  be  mawkish  were  it  not  so  completely 
a  matter  of  course.  And  then  he  sat  down ;  and  then,  with  a  face 
rather  heightened  in  colour,  he  got  upon  his  legs  again. 

*  In  spite  of  Madden's  difficulty  of  utterance,'  said  he,  *  and  his 
very  visible  disinclination  to  move — * 

*  I'm  not  going  to  do  any  more  shouting,'  said  Madclen,  *  even 
though  you  propose  the  health  of  the  chancellor,  vice-chancellor, 
and  two  members.' 

*  Not  even  though  he  throws  the  proctor's  into  the  bargain,* 
said  Twisleton. 

*  Tou  may  shout  or  not,  as  you  like ;  but  at  the  risk  of  giving 
some  temporary  pain  to  as  good  a  friend  as  I  have  in  the  world,  I 
will  ask  you  to  drink  the  health  of  one  whom  on  this  occasion  for- 
tune has  not  favoured — I  mean  my  cousin,  Arthur  Wilkinson. 
The  lists  as  they  come  down  are,  I  dare  say,  made  out  with  tole- 
rable fairness.  It  is  not  at  any  rate  for  me  to  grumble  at  them. 
But  of  this  I  am  quite  sure,  that  did  there  exist  some  infallible 
test  for  finding  out  the  best  man,  no  man's  name  in  this  year 
would  have  been  placed  before  his.  He  is  not  so  jovial  as  the  rest 
of  us  now,  because  he  has  partly  failed ;  but  the  time  will  come 
when  he  will  not  fail.'  And  then  Arthur  Wilkinson's  health  was 
toasted  with  a  somewhat  bated  enthusiasm,  but  still  with  suffi- 
cient eclat  to  make  every  glass  in  Mr.  Parker's  house  ring  on  its 
shelf. 

Poor  Wilkinson's  ears  tingled  when  he  heard  his  name  pro- 
nounced ;  and  he  would  at  the  moment  have  given  anything  to  be 
allowed  to  be  quiet.  But  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  would 
not  have  been  more  hurt  had  he  been  left  there  without  anv  no- 
tice. It  is  very  hard  to  tune  oneself  aright  to  a  disappointed 
man.  *  I'll  break  the  ice  for  him,  at  any  rate,'  said  Bertram  to 
himself.     *  When  he''8  used  to  talk  about  it,  he  will  suffer  less.' 

Wilkinson  had  been  accounted  a  good  hand  at  speaking  in  the. 
debating  society,  and  though  rather  more  prolix  than  Bertram, 
and  not  quite  so  vivacibus,  had  been  considered  almost  more  than 
a  match  for  his  cousin  on  account  of  bis  superior  erudition  and 
more  practised  delivery ;  but  now  his  voluble  gift  of  words  de- 
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Berted  liim.  *He  was  mucli  obliged  to  them,'  he  said;  'though 
perhaps,  on  the  whole,  it  was  better  that  men  who  placed  them- 
selves in  a  mediocre  condition  should  be  left  to  their  mediocrity. 
He  had  no  doubt  himself  of  the  justness  of  the  lists.  It  would 
be  useless  for  him  to  say  that  he  had  not  aspired ;  all  the  world  * — 
it  was  all  the  world  to  him — *  knew  too  well  that  he  had  aspired. 
But  he  had  received  a  lesson  which  might  probably  be  useful  to 
him  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  As  for  failing,  or  not  failing,  that  de- 
pended on  the  hopes  which  a  man  might  form  for  himself.  He 
trusted  that  his  would  henceforth  be  so  moderate  in  their  nature 
as  to  admit  of  a  probability  of  their  being  realized.'  Having  ut- 
tered these  very  lugubrious  words,  and  almost  succeeded  in  throw- 
ing a  wet  blanket  over  the  party,  he  sat  down. 

'Now,  you're  not  going  to  do  anybody  else,  are  you?*  said 
Madden. 

*  Only  Twisleton,  and  Gerard,  and  Hopgood,*  answered  Ber- 
tram ;  *  and  Fortescue  looks  aj  if  he  expected  it.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, he'll  let  us  off  till  the  day  after  tomorrow.' 

And  then,  with  a  round  of  milk  punch,  another  cigar  apiece, 
and  a  little  more  chat,  the  party  broke  up. 

Bertram  and  Harcourt  remained  together,  and  Bertram  endea- 
voured to  induce  Wilkinson  to  stay  with  them.  He,  however, 
wished  to  be  alone,  and  got  home  to  his  college  by  himself. 

*  Tou  always  overrated  that  man,'  said  Harcourt. 

*  I  think  not ;  but  time  will  show.  After  all,  a  good  degree  is 
not  everything  in  the  world.  Who  in  London  cares  about  senior 
wranglers  and  double-firsts  ?  When  all  is  done,  I  don't  see  the 
use  of  it.' 

*  Nobody  cares  mdch  about  wranglers  aud  double-firsts ;  but 
these  are  the  men,  nevertheless,  who  get  the  best  of  what's  going. 
Wood  that  will  swim  in  one  water  will  swim  in  all  waters.' 

*  You'll  find  Wilkinson  will  swim  yet.* 

*  That  is,  he  won't  sink.  I  don't  say  he  vdll.  Nine-tenths  of 
the  men  in  the  world  neither  swim  nor  sink ;  they  just  go  along 
with  their  bows  above  the  wave,  but  dreadftiUy  waterlogged,  barely 
able  to  carry  the  burdens  thrown  on  them ;  but  yet  not  abso- 
lutely sinking;  fighting  a  hard  fight  for  little  more  than  mere 
bread,  and  forgetting  all  other  desires  in  their  great  desire  to  get 
that.    When  such  a  man  does  get  bread,  he  can't  be  said  to  sink.* 

'  Ah !  Wilkinson  will  do  more  than  that.' 

'  Something  more,  or  something  less,  as  the  case  may  be.  But, 
belieye  me,  he  is  not  the  man  to  make  other  men  fall  before  him. 
Industry  alone  never  does  that,  and  certainly  not  that  sort  of  in- 
dxmtrj  which  breaks  down  once  in  every  six  months.     But  come, 

C  1 
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Mr.  Parker's  champagne  makes  my  head  buzz :  let  us  take  a  walk 
up  the  river ;  Twisleton's  idea  of  going  to  dinner  requires  far  too 
much  pluck  for  me.' 

And  so  they  walked  out  along  the  towing-path,  discussing  many 
things  of  much  importance  to  them. 

*  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men"" 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune.* 

In  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  this  flood-tide  comes  hut  once  in  life,  and 
then  in  early  years.  A  man  may  have  a  second  or  a  third  chance 
for  decent  maintenance,  but  hardly  a  second  chance  for  fortune's 
brighter  favours.  The  horse  that  is  to  win  the  race  needs  not 
make  all  his  beat  running  at  once ;  but  he  that  starts  badly  will 
rarely  do  so.  When  a  young  man  discusses  what  shall  be  his 
future  walk  in  life,  he  is  talking  of  all  that  concerns  his  success 
as  far  as  this  world  is  concerned.  And  it  is  so  hard  for  a  youth 
to  know,  to  make  even  a  fair  guess,  as  to  what  his  own  capacities 
are !  The  right  man  is  wanted  in  the  right  place  ;  but  how  is  a 
lad  of  two-and-twenty  to  surmise  what  place  will  be  right  for 
him  ?  And  yet,  if  he  surmises  wrong,  he  fails  in  taking  his  tide 
at  its  single  flood.  How  many  lawyers  are  there  who  should  have 
been  soldiers !  how  many  clergymen  who  should  have  been  law- 
yers !  how  many  unsuccessful  doctors  who  might  have  done  well 
on  'Change,  or  in  Capel  Court ! 

Bertram  had  an  inkling  of  this ;  and  Harcourt  had  more  than 
an  inkling.  His  path  in  life  was  chosen,  and  he  had  much  self- 
confidence  that  he  had  chosen  it  well.  He  had  never  doubted 
much,  and  since  he  had  once  determined  had  never  doubted  at  all. 
He  had  worked  hard,  and  was  prepared  to  work  hard ;  not  trust- 
ing over  much  in  his  own  talents,  but  trusting  greatly  in  his  own 
industry.  But  Bertram,  with  double  his  friend's  genius,  had,  at 
any  rate  as  yet,  but  little  of  his  friend's  stability.  To  him  the 
world  was  all  before  him  where  to  choose ;  but  he  was  sadly  in 
want  of  something  that  should  guide  his  choic^.  He  had  a  high, 
but  at  the  same  time  a  vague  ambition.  The  law,  the  church,  let- 
ters, art,  and  politics  all  enticed  him ;  but  he  could  not  decide  of 
which  mistress  the  blandishments  were  the  sweetest. 

*  "Well,  when  shall  we  have  you  up  in  London  ?*  said  Hiircourt. 
^  In  London !  I  don't  know  that  I  shall  go  to  London.     I  shall 

go  down  to  Hadley  for  a  few  weeks  of  course' — Bertram's  uncle 
lived  at  the  village  of  that  name,  in  the  close  vicinity  of  Bamet — 
'  but  what  I  shall  do  then,  I  don't  in  the  least  know.' 

*  But  I  know  you'll  come  to  London  and  begin  to  keep  your 
terms.' 
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*  What,  at  the  Middle  Temple  ?' 

*  At  some  Temple  or  some  Inn :  of  course  you  won't  go  where 
anybody  else  goes ;  so  probably  it  will  be  Gray*s  Inn.' 

'  No,  I  shall  probably  do  a  much  more  commonplace  thing ; 
come  back  here  and  take  orders.' 

*  Take  orders !  Tou !  Tou  can  no  more  swallow  tl^e  thirty-nine 
articles  than  I  can  eat  Twisleton's  dinner.* 

*  A  man  never  knows  what  he  can  dp  till  he  tries.    A  great  deal  ; 
of  good  may  be  done  by  a  clergyman  if  he  be  in  earnest  and  not  j 
too  much  wedded  to  the  Church  of  England.     I  should  have  no 
doubt  about  it  if  the  voluntary  principle  were  in  vogue.' 

*  A  voluntary  fiddlestick !' 

*  Well,  even  a  voluntary  fiddlestick — if  it  be  voluntary  and  well 
used.' 

*  Of  course  you'll  be  a  barrister.  It  is  what  you  are  cut  out 
for,  and  what  you  always  intended.* 

*  It  is  the  most  alluring  trade  going,  I  own ; — but  then  they  are 
all  such  rogues.     Of  course  you  will  be  an  exception.' 

*  I  shall  do  at  Eome  as  Eomans  do — I  hope  always.  My  doc- 
trine is,  that  we  have  no  immutable  law  of  right  and  wrong.' 

*  A  very  comfortable  code.    I  wish  I  could  share  it.' 

*  Well,  you  will  some  of  these  days ;  indeed,  you  do  now  prac- 
tically. But  the  subject  is  too  long  to  talk  of  here.  But  as  I 
know  you  won't  go  into  the  church,  I  expect  to  see  you  settled  in 
London  before  Christmas.' 

*  What  am  I  to  live  on,  my  dear  fellow  ?' 

*  Like  all  good  nephews,  live  on  your  uncle.  Besides,  you  will 
have  vour  fellowship ;  live  on  that,  as  I  do.* 

*  Tou  have  more  than  your  fellowship ;  and  as  for  my  uncle,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  no  fancy  for  living  on  him.  I  am  not 
quite  sure  that  he  doesn't  mean  me  to  think  that  it's  charity. 
However,  I  shall  have  the  matter  out  with  him  now.' 

*  Have  the  matter  out  with  him ! — and  charity !  What  an  ass 
you  are !    An  uncle  is  just  the  same  as  a  father.' 

'  My  uncle  is  not  the  same  to  me  as  my  father.* 

*  No ;  and  by  all  accounts  it's  lucky  for  you  that  he  is  not. 
Stick  to  your  uncle,  my  dear  fellow,  and  come  up  to  London.  The 
ball  will  be  at  your  foot.' 

*  Did  you  ever  read  Marryat's  novel,  Harcoui't  ?* 
'What,  Peter  Simple?' 

*  No,  that  other  one :  I  think  of  going  out  as  another  Japhet 
in  search  of  a  father.    I  have  a  great  anxiety  to  know  what  mine' 
like.    It's  fourteen  years  now  since  I  saw  him.* 

*  He  is  at  Teheran,  isn't  he  P ' 
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*  At  Hongkong,  I  think,  just  at  present ;  but  I  miglit  probably 
catch  him  at  Panama ;  he  has  something  to  do  with  the  isthmus 
there.' 

*  You  wouldn't  have  half  the  chance  that  Japhet  had,  and  would 
only  lose  a  great  deal  of  time.  Besides,  if  you  talk  of  means,  that 
would  want  money.' 

They  were  now  walking  back  towards  Oxford,  and  had  been 
talking  about  fifty  indifferent  subjects,  when  Bertram  again  be- 
gan. 

*  After  all,  there's  only  one  decent  career  for  a  man  in  England.' 

*  And  what  is  the  one  decent  career  ? ' 

*  Politics  and  Parliament.  It's  all  very  well  belonging  to  a  free 
nation,  and  ruling  oneself,  if  one  can  be  one  of  the  rulers.  Other- 
wise, as  far  as  I  can  see,  a  man  will  suffer  less  from  the  stings  of 
pride  under  an  absolute  monarch.  There,  only  one  man  has  beaten 
you  in  life ;  here,  some  seven  hundred  and  fifty  do  so, — not  to  talk 
of  the  peers.' 

*  Yes,  but  then  a  fellow  has  some  chance  of  being  one  of  the 
seven  hundred  and  fifty.' 

*  I  shall  go  in  for  that,  I  think ;  only  who  the  deuce  will  return 
me  ?  How  does  a  man  begin  ?  Shall  I  send  my  compliments  to 
the  electors  of  Marylebone,  and  tell  them  that  I  am  a  very  clever 
fellow  ?' 

*  Exactly ;  only  do  something  first  to  show  that  you  are  so.  I 
mean  also  to  look  to  that ;  but  I  shall  be  well  contented  if  I  find 
myself  in  the  House  in  twenty  years'  time, — or  perhaps  in  thirty.' 

*  Ah,  you  mean  as  a  lawyer.' 

*How  else  should  a  man  without  property  get  into  Parlia- 
ment ?' 

*  That's  just  what  I  want  to  know.  But  I  have  no  idea,  Har- 
court,  of  waiting  twenty  years  before  I  make  my  start  in  life.  A 
man,  at  any  rate,  may  write  a  book  without  any  electors.' 

*  Yes,  but  not  have  it  read.  The  author  who  does  any  good  must 
be  elected  by  suffrages  ^t  least  as  honestly  obtained  as  those  of  a 
member  of  Parliament.' 


CHAPTEE  III. 

THE  NEW  VICAB. 


PoOB  Arthur  "Wilkinson  was  in  a  very  unhappy  frame  of  mind 
when  he  left  the  party  at  Parker's;  and,  indeed,  as  he  went  to  bed 
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tliat  night  he  was  in  a  state  not  to  be  envied ;  but,  nevertheless, 
when  the  end  of  the  week  came,  he  was  able  to  enter  the  parson- 
age with  a  cheerful  step,  and  to  receive  his  mother's  embrace  with 
a  smiling  face.  God  is  good  to  us,  and  heals  those  wounds  with 
a  rapidity  which  seems  to  us  impossible  when  we  look  forward,  but 
which  is  regarded  with  very  insufficient  wonder  when  we  look 
backward. 

Before  he  left  Oxford  he  had  seen  the  head  of  his  college  and 
the  tutor ;  and  had  also  felt  himself  bound  to  visit  the  tradesmen 
in  whose  black  books  he  was  written  down  as  a  debtor.  None  of 
these  august  persons  made  themselves  so  dreadful  to  him  as  he 
had  expected.  The  master,  indeed,  was  more  than  civil — was  al- 
most paternally  kind,  and  gave  him  all  manner  of  hope,  which 
came  as  balm  poured  into  his  sick  heart.  Though  he  had  failed, 
his  reputation  and  known  acquirements  would  undoubtedly  get 
him  pupils ;  and  then,  if  he  resided,  he  might  probably  even  yet 
have  a  college  fellowship,  though,  no  doubt,  not  quite  immediately. 
The  master  advised  him  to  take  orders,  and  to  remain  within  the 
college  as  long  as  the  rules  permitted.  If  he  should  get  his  fel- 
lowship, they  would  all  be  delighted  to  have  him  as  one  of  their 
body ;  there  could — so  thought  the  master — be  no  doubt  that  he 
might  in  the  meantime  maintain  himself  at  the  University  by  his 
pupils.  The  tutor  was  perhaps  not  quite  so  encouraging.  He 
was  a  working  man  himself,  and  of  a  harder  temperament  than  his 
head.  He  thought  that  Wilkinson  should  have  got  a  first,  that 
he  had  owed  it  to  his  college  to  do  so,  and  that,  having  failed  to 
pay  his  debt,  he  should  not  be  received  with  open  arms — at  any 
rate  just  at  first.  He  was  therefore  cool,  but  not  generous.  *  Tes; 
I  am  sorry  too ;  it  is  a  pity,'  was  all  he  said  when  Wilkinson  ex- 
pressed his  own  grief.  But  even  this  was  not  so  bad  as  Arthur 
had  expected,  and  on  the  whole  he  left  his  college  with  a  lightened 
heart. 

Nor  were  his  creditors  veiy  obdurate.  They  did  not  smile  so 
sweetly  on  him  as  they  would  have  done  had  his  name  been 
bruited  down  the  High  Street  as  that  of  a  successful  University 
pet.  Had  such  been  his  condition,  they  would  have  begged  him 
not  to  distress  their  ears  by  anything  so  unnecessarily  mundane 
as  the  mention  of  his  very  smsJl  account.  All  that  they  would 
have  wanted  of  him  would  have  been  the  continuation  of  his  fa- 
vours. As  it  was,  they  were  very  civil.  Six  months  would  do 
very  well.  Oh !  he  could  not  quite  undertake  to  pay  it  in  six 
months,  but  would  certainly  do  so  by  instalments  in  two  years. 
Two  years  was  a  long  time,  certainly ;  would  not  Mr.  Wilkinson 
senior  prefer  some  quicker  arrangement  ?    Oh !   Mr.  Wilkinson 
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senior  could  do  nothing !  Ah !  that  was  unfortunate !  And  6;* 
the  arrangement  for  two  yeara — with  interest,  of  course — was  ac- 
cepted. And  thus  Mr.  "Wilkinson  junior  began  the  swimming- 
match  of  life,  as  so  many  others  do,  with  a  slight  millstone  round 
his  neck.  Well ;  it  may  be  questioned  whether  even  that  is  not 
better  than  an  air-puffed  swimming-belt. 

When  he  got  home,  his  mother  and  sisters  hung  about  him  as 
they  always  had  done,  and  protected  him  in  some  measure  from 
the  cold  serenity  of  the  vicar.  To  his  father  he  said  little  on  the 
subject,  and  his  father  said  as  little  to  him.  They  talked,  indeed^ 
by  the  hour  as  to  the  future ;  and  Arthur,  in  spite  of  his  having 
resolved  not  to  do  so,  told  the  whole  story  of  his  debts,  and  of  hia 
arrangement  for  their  payment. 

*  Perhaps  I  could  do  something  in  the  spring,'  said  Mr.  Wil- 
kinson. 

'  Indeed,  father,  you  shall  do  nothing,'  said  the  son.  '  I  had 
enough,  and  should  have  lived  on  it ;  as  I  did  not,  I  must  live  the 
closer  now.'     And  so  that  matter  was  settled. 

In  a  very  few  days  Arthur  found  himself  going  into  society 
with  quite  a  gay  heart.  His  sisters  laughed  at  him  because  he 
would  not  dance ;  but  he  had  now  made  up  his  mind  for  the 
church,  and  it  would,  he  thought,  be  well  for  him  to  begin  to  look 
to  those  amusements  which  would  be  befitting  his  future  sacer- 
dotal life.  He  practised  singing,  therefore,  fasted  on  Fridays,  and 
learnt  to  make  chessnen  with  a  lathe. 

But  though  his  sisters  laughed  at  him,  Adela  Gauntlet,  the 
daughter  of  the  neighbouring  vicar  at  West  Putford,  did  not 
laugh.  She  so  far  approved  that  by  degrees  she  almost  gave  over 
dancing  herself.  Waltzes  and  polkas  she  utterly  abandoned;  and 
though  she  did  occasionally  stand  up  for  a  quadrille,  she  did  it  in 
a  very  lackadaisical  way,  as  though  she  would  have  refused  that 
also  had  she  dared  to  make  herself  so  peculiar.  And  thus  on  the 
whole  Arthur  Wilkinson  enjoyed  himself  that  winter,  in  spite  of 
his  blighted  prospects,  almost  as  well  as  he  had  on  any  previous 
\  winter  that  he  remembered. 

Now  and  again,  as  he  walked  along  the  little  river-bank  that 
ran  with  so  many  turnings  from  Hurst  Staple  down  to  West 
Putford,  he  would  think  of  his  past  hopes,  and  lament  that  he 
could  talk  of  them  to  no  one.  His  father  was  very  good  to  him  ; 
but  he  was  too  cold  for  sympathy.  His  mother  was  all  affection, 
and  kindly  suggested  that,  perhaps,  what  had  happened  was  for 
the  best :  she  kindly  suggested  this  more  than  once,  but  her  ima- 
gination carried  her  no  further.  Had  she  not  four  daughters, 
hitherto  wHKout  husbands,  and  also^  aJas!    without  portions? 
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Was  it  not  enough  for  her  to  sympathize  with  them  ?  As  for  his 
sisters — his  sisters  were  well  enough — excellent  girls ;  hut  they 
were  so  gay,  so  light-hearted,  so  full  of  fun  and  laughter,  that  he 
could  not  talk  to  them  of  his  sorrows.  They  were  never  pensive, 
nor  g^ven  to  that  sober  sadness  which  is  prone  to  sympathy..  If, 
indeed,  Adela  Gauntlet  had  been  his  sister —  !  And  so  he  walked 
along  the  river  to  West  Putford. 

He  had  now  fully  made  up  -his  mind  to  go  into  the  church. 
While  yet  thinking  of  high  academical  honours,  and  the  brighter 
paths  of  ambition,  he  also  had  dreamed  of  the  bar.  All  young 
men,  I  believe,  do,  who  have  high  abilities,  a  taste  for  labour,  and 
scanty  fortune.  Senior  wranglers  and  double-firsts,  when  not 
possessed  of  means  for  political  life,  usually  find  their  way  to  the 
bar.  It  is  on  the  bench  of  judges,  not  on  the  bench  of  bishops, 
that  we  must  look  for  them  in  after-life.  Arthur,  therefore,  had 
thought  of  the  joys  of  a  Chancery  wig,  and  had  looked  forward 
eagerly  to  fourteen  hours'  daily  labour  in  the  purlieus  of  Lincoln's 
Inn.  But  when,  like  many  another,  he  found  himself  disap- 
pointed in  his  earliest  hopes,  he  consoled  himself  by  thinking  that 
after  all  the  church  was  the  safer  haven.  And  when  he  walked 
down  to  West  Putford  there  was  one  there  who  told  him  that  it 
was  so. 

But  we  cannot  follow  him  too  closely  in  these  early  days.  He 
did  go  into  the  church.  He  did  take  pupils  at  Oxford,  and  went 
abroad  with  two  of  them  in  the  long  vacation.  After  the  lapse  of 
the  year,  he  did  get  his  fellowship ;  and  had  by  that  time,  with 
great  exertion,  paid  half  of  that  moiety  of  his  debt  which  he  had 
promised  to  liquidate.  This  lapse  in  his  purposed  performance 
sat  heavy  on  his  clerical  conscience ;  but  now  that  he  had  his  fel- 
lowship he  would  do  better. 

And  so  somewhat  more  than  a  year  passed  away,  during  which 
he  was  but  little  at  Hurst  Staple,  and  very  little  at  West  Putford. 
But  still  he  remembered  the  sweetly-pensive  brow  that  had  suited 
so  well  with  his  own  feelings  ;  and  ever  and  again,  he  heard  from 
one  of  the  girls  at  home,  that  that  little  fool,  Adela  Gauntlet,  was 
as  bad  as  a  parson  herself,  and  that  now  she  had  gone  so  far  that 
nothing  would  induce  her  to  dance  at  all. 

So  matters  stood  when  young  Wilkinson  received  at  Oxford  a 
letter  desiring  his  instant  presence  at  home.  His  father  had  been 
stricken  by  paralysis,  and  the  house  was  in  despair.  He  rushed 
off,  of  coarse,  and  arrived  only  in  time  to  see  his  father  alive. 
Within  twenty-four  hours  after  his  return  he  found  himself  the 
bead  of  a  wailing  family,  of  whom  it  would  be  difficult  to  say 
whether  their  wants  or  their  griefs  were  most  heartrending.    Mr. 


26  THE  BEBTKAMS. 

"Wilkinson's  life  had  been  insured  for  six  hundred  pounds ;  and 
that,  with  one  hundred  a  year  which  had  been  settled  on  the 
widow,  was  now  the  sole  means  left  for  the  maintenance  of  her 
and  her  five  children ; — the  sole  means  excepting  such  aid  as  Ar- 
thur might  give. 

'  Let  us  thank  God  that  I  have  got  the  fellowship,'  said  he  to 
his  mother.     *  It  is  not  much,  but  it  will  keep  us  from  starving.' 

But  it  was  not  destined  that  the  Wilkinsons  should  be  reduced 
even  to  such  poverty  as  this.  The  vicarage  of  Hurst  Staple  was 
in  the  gift  of  the  noble  family  of  Stapledean.  The  late  vicar  had 
been  first  tutor  and  then  chaplain  to  the  marquis,  and  the  vicarage 
had  been  conferred  on  him  by  his  patron.  In  late  years  none  of 
the  Wilkinsons  had  seen  anything  of  the  Stapledean  family.  The 
marquis,  though  not  an  old  man,  was  reported  to  be  very  eccen- 
tric, and  very  cross.  Though  he  had  a  beautiful  seat  in  the 
neighbourhood — not  in  the  parish  of  Hurst  Staple,  but  in  that  of 
Deans  Staple,  which  adjoins,  and  which  was  chiefly  his  property — 
he  never  came  to  it,  but  lived  at  a  much  less  inviting  mansion  in 
the  north  of  Yorkshire.  Here  he  was  said  to  reside  quite  alone, 
having  been  separated  from  his  wife;  whereas  his  children  had 
separ^d  themselves  from  him.  His  daughters  were  married,  and 
his  son.  Lord  Stanmore,  might  more  probably  be  found  under  any 
roof  in  the  country  than  that  of  his  father. 

The  living  had  now  to  be  given  away  by  the  marquis,  and  the 
Wilkinson  family,  who  of  late  years  had  had  no  communication 
with  him,  did  not  even  think  of  thinking  of  it.  But  a  fortnight 
after  the  funeral,  Arthur  received  a  letter  with  the  postmark  of 
Bowes  on  it,  which,  on  being  opened,  was  found  to  be  from  Lord 
Stapledean,  and  which  very  curtly  requested  his  attendance  at 
Bowes  Lodge.  Now  Bowes  Lodge  was  some  three  hundred  miles 
from  Hurst  Staple,  and  a  journey  thither  at  the  present  moment 
would  be  both  expensive  and  troublesome.  But  marquises  are 
usually  obeyed ;  especially  when  they  have  livings  to  give  away, 
and  when  their  orders  are  given  to  young  clergymen.  So  Arthur 
Wilkinson  went  off  to  the  north  of  England.  It  was  the  middle 
of  March,  and  the  east  wind  was  blowing  bitterly.  But  at 
twenty-four  the  east  wind  does  not  penetrate  deep,  the  trachea  is 
all  but  invulnerable,  and  the  left  shoulder  knows  no  twinges. 

Arthur  arrived  at  the  cold,  cheerless  village  of  Bowes  with  a 
red  nose,  but  with  eager  hopes.  He  found  a  little  inn  there,  but 
he  hardly  knew  whether  to  leave  his  bag  or  no.  Lord  Stapledean 
had  said  nothing  of  entertaining  him  at  the  Lodge — had  only 
begged  him,  if  it  were  not  too  much  trouble,  to  do  him  the  honour 
©f  calling  on  him.     He,  living  on  the  northern  borders  of  West- 
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moreland,  had  asked  a  man  in  Ilaropshire  to  call  on  him,  as 
though  their  houses  were  in  adjacent  streets ;  hut  he  had  said 
nothmg  about  a  dinner,  a  bed,  or  given  any  of  those  comfortable 
hints  which  seem  to  betoken  hospitality. 

*  It  will  do  no  harm  if  I  put  my  bag  into  the  gig,'  said  Arthur ; 
and  so,  having  wisely  provided  lor  contingencies,  he  started  for 
Bowes  Lodge. 

"Wisely,  as  regarded  probabilities,  but  quite  uselessly  as  re- 
garded the  event !  Hardy  as  he  was,  that  drive  in  the  gig  from 
JBowes  did  affect  him  unpleasantly.  That  Appleby  road  has  few 
sheltered  spots,  and  when  about  three  miles  from  Bowes  he  turned 
off  to  the  right,  the  country  did  not  improve.  Bowes  Lodge  he 
found  to  be  six  miles  from  the  village,  and  when  he  drove  in  at 
the  gate  he  was  colder  than  he  had  been  since  he  left  Hurst  Staple. 

There  was  very  little  that  was  attractive  about  the  house  or 
groiuids.  They  were  dark  and  sombre,  and  dull  and  dingy.  The 
trees  were  all  stunted,  and  the  house,  of  which  half  the  windows 
were  closed,  was  green  with  the  effects  of  damp.  It  was  large 
enough  for  the  residence  of  a  nobleman  of  moderate  pretensions; 
but  it  had  about  it  none  of  that  spruce,  clean,  well-cared-for 
appearance  which  is  common  to  the  country-houses  of  the  wealthy 
in  England. 

When  he  descended  from  the  gig  he  thought  that  he  might  as 
well  leave  his  bag  there.  The  sombre-looking  servant  in  black 
clothes  who  opened  the  door  made  no  inquiry  on  the  subject ;  and, 
therefore,  he  merely  told  his  Jehu  to  drive  into  the  yard  and  wait 
for  further  orders. 

His  lordship  was  at  home,  said  the  sombre,  dingy  servant,  and 
in  half  a  minute  Arthur  found  himself  in  the  marquis's  study  and 
in  the  marquis's  presence,  with  his  nose  all  red  and  moist,  his 
feet  in  an  agony  of  cold,  his  fingers  benumbed,  and  his  teeth 
chattering.  He  was  barely  allowed  time  to  take  off  his  greatcoat, 
and,  as  he  did  so,  he  felt  almost  disinclined  to  part  with  so  good 
afiriend. 

*  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ?'  said  the  marquis,  rising 
from  his  chair  behind  the  study  table,  and  putting  out  the  ends  of 
his  fingers  so  as  to  touch  the  young  clergyman's  hand.  '  Pray 
take  a  seat.'  And  Aj*thur  seated  himself— as,  indeed,  he  had  no 
alternative — on  a  straight-backed  old  horsehair-bottomed  chair 
which  stood  immediately  under  a  tall  black  book-case.  He  was 
miles  asunder  from  the  fire ;  and  had  he  been  nearer  to  it,  it 
would  have  availed  him  but  little ;  for  the  grate  was  one  of  those 
which  our  grandfathers  cleverly  invented  for  transmitting  all  the 
heat  up  the  chimney. 
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The  marquis  was  tall,  thin,  and  grey-haired.  He  was,  in  fact^ 
about  fifty ;  but  he  looked  to  be  at  least  fifteen  years  older.  It 
was  evident  from  his  face  that  he  was  a  discontented,  moody,  un- 
happy man.  He  was  one  who  had  not  used  the  world  over-well ; 
but  who  was  quite  self-assured  that  the  world  had  used  him 
shamefully.  He  was  not  without  good  instincts,  and  had  been 
just  and  honest  in  his  dealings — except  in  those  with  his  wife  and 
children.  But  he  believed  in  the  justness  and  honesty  of  no  one 
else,  and  regarded  all  men  as  his  enemies — especially  those  of  his 
own  flesh  and  blood.  For  the  last  ten  years  he  had  shut  himself 
up,  and  rarely  appeared  in  the  world,  unless  to  make  some  state- 
ment, generally  personal  to  himself,  in  the  House  of  Lords,  or  to 
proffer,  in  a  plaintive  whine  to  his  brother  peers,  some  complaint 
as  to  his  neighbour  magistrates,  to  which  no  one  cared  to  listen, 
and  which  in  latter  years  the  newspapers  had  declined  to  publish. 

Arthur,  who  had  always  heard  of  the  marquis  as  his  father's  old 

Eupil,  was  astonished  to  see  before  him  a  man  so  aged.  His  father 
ad  been  only  fifty-five  when  he  died,  and  had  appeared  to  be  a 
hale,  strong  man.  'The  marquis  seemed  to  be  worn  out  with  care 
and  years,  and  to  be  one  whose  death  might  be  yearly  expected. 
His  father,  however,  was  gone  ;  but  the  marquis  was  destined  to 
undergo  yet  many  more  days  of  misery. 

*  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  of  your  father's  sudden  death,'  said 
Lord  Stapledean,  in  his  cold,  thin  voice. 

*  It  was  very  sudden,  my  lord,'  said  Arthur,  shuddering. 

*Ah — yes;  he  was  not  a  prudent  man; — always  too  fond  of 
strong  wine.' 

'  He  was  always  a  temperate  man,'  said  the  son,  rather  dis- 
gusted. 

*  That  is,  be  never  got  drunk.  I  dare  say  not.  As  a  parish 
clergyman,  it  was  not  likely  that  he  should.  But  he  was  an  im- 
prudent man  in  his  manner  of  living — very.' 

Arthur  remained  silent,  thinking  it  better  to  say  nothing  further 
on  the  subject. 

*  I  suppose  he  has  not  left  his  family  well  provided  for  ?' 

*  Not  very  well,  my  lord.  There  is  something — and  I  have  a 
fellowship.' 

'Something!' 'said  the  marquis,  with  almost  a  sneer.  *How 
much  is  this  something  ?'  Whereupon  Arthur  told  his  lordship 
exactly  the  extent  of  his  mother's  means. 

*  Ah,  I  thought  as  much.  That  is  beggary,  you  know.  Tour 
father  was  a  very  imprudent  man.  And  you  have  a  fellowship  ? 
I  thought  you  broke  down  in  your  degree.'  Whereupon  Arthur 
again  had  to  explain  the  facts  of  the  case. 
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'  Well,  well,  well.  Now,  Mr.  Wilkinson,  you  must  be  aware 
that  your  family  have  not  the  slightest  claim  upon  me.' 

*  Your  lordship  is  also  aware  that  we  have  made  none.* 

*  Of  course  you  have  not.  It  would  have  been  very  improper 
on  your  part,  or  on  your  mother's,  had  you  done  so — ^very.  People 
make  claims  upon  me  who  have  been  my  enemies  through  life,  who 
have  injured  me  to  the  utmost  of  their  power,  who  have  never  ceased 
striving  to  make  me  wretched.  Tes,  these  very  people  make  claims 
on  me.  Here — here  is  a  clergyman  asking  for  this  living  because 
he  is  a  friend  of  Lord  Stanmore — because  he  went  up  the  Pyra- 
mids with  him,  and  encouraged  him  in  all  manner  of  stupidity. 
I'd  sooner — well,  never  mind.  I  shan't  trouble  myself  to  answer 
this  letter.'  Now,  as  it  happened  that  Lord  Stanmore  was  a  pro- 
mising young  nobleman,  already  much  thought  of  in  Parliament, 
and  as  the  clergyman  alluded  to  was  known  by  Arthur  to  be  a 
gentleman  very  highly  reputed,  he  considered  it  best  to  hold  his 
tongue. 

*  No  one  has  a  claim  on  me ;  I  allow  no  one  to  have  such  claims. 
What  I  want  I  pay  for,  and  am  indebted  for  nothing.  But  I  must 
put  some  one  into  this  living.' 

*  Tes  ;  your  lordship  must  of  course  nominate  some  one.'  Wil- 
kinson said  so  much,  as  the  marquis  had  stopped,  expecting  an 
answer. 

*  I  can  only  say  this :  if  the  clergymen  in  Hampshire  do  their 
duty  as  badly  as  they  do  here,  the  parish  would  be  better  off  with- 
out a  parson.' 

*  I  tnink  my  father  did  his  duty  well.' 

*  Perhaps  so.  He  had  very  little  to  do ;  and  as  it  never  suited 
me  to  reside  there,  there  was  never  any  one  to  look  after  him. 
However,  I  make  no  complaint.  Here  they  are  intolerable — in- 
tolerable, self-sufficient,  impertinent  upstarts,  full  of  crotchets  of 
their  own ;  and  the  bishop  is  a  weak,  timid  fool ;  as  for  me,  I  never 
go  inside  a  church.  I  can't ;  I  should  be  insulted  if  I  did.  It 
has  however  gone  so  far  now  that  I  shall  take  permission  to  bring 
the  matter  before  the  House  of  Lords.' 

What  could  Wilkinson  say  ?  Nothing.  So  he  sat  still  and  tried 
to  drive  the  cold  out  of  his  toes  by  pressing  them  against  the  floor. 

*  Your  father  certainly  ought  to  have  made  some  better  pro- 
vision,' continued  Lord  Stapledean.  '  But  he  has  not  done  so ; 
and  it  seems  to  me,  that  unless  something  is  arranged,  your  mother 
and  hpr  children  will  starve.    Now,  you  are  a  clergyman  ?' 

*  Yea,  I  am  in  orders.' 

*  And  can  hold  a  living  ?  You  distinctly  understand  that  your 
mother  baa  no  claim  on  me.' 
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*  Surely  none  bas  been  put  forward,  Lord  Stapledean  ?* 

*  I  don't  say  it  bas  ;  but  you  may  perhaps  fancy  by  what  I  say 
that  I  myself  admit  that  there  is  a  claim.  Mind;  I  do  no  such 
thing.     I^ot  in  the  least.* 

*  I  quite  understand  what  you  mean.' 

*  It  is  well  that  you  should.  Under  these  circumstances,  if  I 
had  the  power,  I  would  put  in  a  curate,  and  pay  over  the  extra 
proceeds  of  the  living  for  your  mother's  maintenance.  But  I  have 
TXO  such  power.' 

Arthur  could  not  but  think  that  it  was  very  well  his  lordship 
liad  no  such  power.  If  patrons  in  general  were  so  privileged,  there 
would  be,  he  thought,  but  little  chance  for  clergymen. 

*  As  the  law  stands  I  cannot  do  that.  But  as  you  are  luckily 
in  orders,  I  can  put  you  in — on  this  understanding,  that  you  shall 
regard  the  income  as  belonging  rather  to  your  mother  and  to  your 
sisters  than  to  yourself.' 

*  If  your  lordship  shall  see  fit  to  present  me  to  the  living,  my 
mother  and  sisters  will  of  course  want  nothing  that  I  can  give 
them.' 

*  Ah — ^h — h — h,  my  young  friend !  but  that  will  not  be  sufficient 
for  me.  I  must  have  a  pledge  from  you — your  word  as  a  gentle- 
man and  a  clergyman,  that  you  take  the  living  on  an  understand- 
ing tiiat  the  income  is  to  go  to  your  father's  wudow.  "Why  should 
I  give  you  five  hundred  pounds  a  year?  Eh  ?  Tell  me  that.  Why 
should  I  nominate  a  young  man  like  you  to  such  a  living  ?  you, 
whom  I  never  saw  in  my  iSe  ?     Tell  me  that.' 

Arthur  Wilkinson  was  a  man  sufficiently  meek  in  spirit,  as  or- 
dinary meekness  goes — the  ordinary  meekness,  that  is,  of  a  young 
clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England — but  he  was  not  quite  in- 
clined to  put  up  with  this. 

*  I  am  obliged,  my  lord,  to  say  again  that  I  have  not  asked  for  so 
great  a  favour  from  you.  Indeed,  till  I  received  your  letter  de- 
siring me  to  come  here,  I  had  no  other  thought  of  the  living  than 
that  of  vacating  the  house  whenever  your  nominee  should  present 
himself.' 

*  That's  all  very  well,*  said  Lord  Stapledean  ;  *  but  you  must  be 
a  very  unnatural  son  if  on  that  account  you  refuse  to  be  the  means 
of  providing  for  your  unfortunate  mother  and  sisters.* 

*  I  refuse !  why,  my  lord,  I  regard  it  as  much  my  duty  to  keep 
my  mother  and  sisters  from  want  as  my  father  did.  Whether 
I  am  to  have  this  living  or  no,  we  shall  live  together ;  and  wliat- 
ever  I  have  will  be  theirs.' 

*  That's  all  very  well,  Mr.  Wilkinson ;  but  the  question  I  ask 
you  is  this :  if  I  make  you  vicar  of  Hurst  Staple,  will  you,  after 
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deducting  a  fair  stipend  for  yourself  as  curate — say  one  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  a  year  if  you  will — will  you  make  over  the  rest  of 
the  income  to  your  mother  as  long  as  she  lives  P* 

This  was  a  question  to  which  Wilkinson  found  it  very  difficult 
to  give  a  direct  answer.  He  hardly  knew  whether  he  would  not 
be  guilty  of  simony  in  making  such  a  promise,  and  he  felt  that  at 
any  rate  the  arrangement  woidd  be  an  improper  one. 

*  If  you  knew,'  said  he  at  last,  *  the  terms  on  which  my  mother 
and  I  live  together,  you  would  perceive  that  such  a  promise  is  not 
needed.' 

'  I  shall  not  the  less  think  it  necessary  to  exact  it.  I  am  putting 
great  trust  in  you  as  it  is,  very  great  trust ;  more  so  perhaps  than 
I  am  justified  in  doing.'  His  lordship  here  alluded  merely  to  the 
disposition  of  the  vicarial  tithes,  and  not  at  all  to  the  care  of  souls 
which  he  was  going  to  put  into  the  young  man's  hands. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  again  sat  silent  for  awhile. 

*  One  would  think,'  said  his  lordship, '  that  you  would  be  glad  to 
have  the  means  of  securing  your  mother  fipom  beggary.  I  imagined 
that  you  would  have  been  in  some  measure  gratified  by  my — my — 
my  good  intentions  towards  your  family.' 

*  80 1  am,  my  lord ;  so  I  am.  But  I  doubt  whether  I  should  be 
justified  in  giving  such  a  pledge.* 

*  Justified !  you  will  make  me  almost  doubt,  Mr.  Wilkinson, 
whether  I  shall  be  justified  in  putting  the  living  into  your  hands ; 
but,  at  any  rate,  I  must  have  an  answer.' 

*  What  time  can  you  allow  me  to  consider  my  answer  ?' 

*  What  time !  It  never  struck  me  that  you  could  require  time. 
Well  ;^  you  can  let  me  have  your  decision  tomorrow  morning. 
Send  it  me  in  writing,  so  that  I  may  have  it  before  ten.  The 
post  goes  out  at  twelve.  If  I  do  not  hear  from  you  before  ten, 
1  shall  conclude  that  you  have  refused  my  offer.*  And  so  speak- 
ing the  marquis  got  up  from  his  chair. 

Arthur  also  got  up,  and  promised  that  he  would  send  a  letter 
over  from  Bowes  the  first  thing  on  the  following  morning. 

*  And  tell  the  messenger  to  wait  for  an  answer,'  said  his  lord- 
ship ;  *  and  pray  express  yourself  definitely,  so  that  there  may  be 
no  doubt.*  And  then,  muttering  something  as  to  his  hope  that 
the  inn  was  comfortable,  and  saying  that  the  state  of  his  health 
prohibited  him  from  entertaining  visitors,  the  marquis  again  put 
out  his  fingers,  and  Arthur  soon  found  himself  in  the  gig  on  his 
journey  to  Bowes. 

He  intended  returning  to  town  on  the  following  day  by  the 
twelve-o'clock  mail,  of  which  Lord  Stapledean  had  spoken.  But 
before  that  he  had  a  difficult  task  to  perform.    He  had  no  Mend 


32  THE  BEBTBAMS. 

to  consult,  no  one  of  whom  he  could  ask  advice,  nothing  to  rely  on 
but  his  own  head  and  his  own  heart.  That  suggestion  as  to 
simony  perplexed  him.  Had  he  the  right,  or  could  he  have  it,  to 
appropriate  the  income,  of  the  living  according  to  terms  laid  down 
by  the  lay  impropriator  ?  At  one  time  he  thought  of  caUing  on 
the  old  clergyman  of  the  parish  and  asking  him  ;  but  then  he  re- 
membered what  the  marquis  had  said  of  the  neighbouring  parsons, 
and  felt  that  he  could  not  well  consult  one  of  them  on  any  matter 
in  which  his  lordship  was  concerned. 

In  the  evening  he  considered  the  matter  long  and  painfully, 
sitting  over  a  cup  of  some  exquisitely  detestable  concoction  called 
tea  by  the  Bowesian  landlady.  *  If  he  had  only  left  me  to  myself,* 
thought  Arthur,  *  I  should  do  at  least  as  much  as  that  for  them. 
It  is  for  them  that  I  want  it ;  as  for  myself,  I  should  be  more 
comfortable  at  Oxford.'  And  then  the  thought  of  West  Putford, 
and  Adela  Gauntlet.  This  arrangement  of  Lord  Stapledean's 
would  entirely  prevent  the  possibility  of  his  mart'ying ;  out  then, 
the  burden  oi  his  mother  and  sisters  would  prevent  that  equally 
under  any  circumstances. 

It  would  be  a  great  thing  for  his  mother  to  be  left  in  her  old 
house,  among  her  old  friends,  in  possession  of  her  old  income. 
As  regarded  money,  they  would  all  be  sufficiently  well  provided 
for.  Por  himself,  his  fellowship  and  his  prescribed  stipend  would 
be  more  than  enough.  But  there  was  something  in  the  proposi- 
tion that  was  very  distasteful  to  him.  He  did  not  begrudge  the 
money  to  his  mother ;  but  he  did  begrudge  her  the  right  of  having 
it  from  any  one  but  himself. 

But  yet  the  matter  was  of  such  vital  moment.  Where  else  was 
he  to  look  for  a  living  ?  From  his  college  in  the  course  of  years 
he  might  get  one ;  but  he  could  get  none  that  would  be  equal  in 
value  to  this  of  Hurst  Staple,  and  to  his  fellowship  combined.  If 
he  should  refuse  it,  all  those  whom  he  loved  would  in  truth  suffer 
great  privation ;  and  that  privation  would  not  be  rendered  more 
endurable  by  the  knowledge  that  such  an  offer  had  been  refused. 

Thus  turning  the  matter  over  painfully  in  his  mind,  he  resolved 
at  last  to  accept  the  offer  of  the  marquis.  The  payment  after  all 
was  to  be  maoe  to  his  own  mother.  The  funds  of  the  living  were 
not  to  be  alienated — were  not,  in  truth,  to  be  appropriated  other- 
wise than  they  would  have  been  had  no  such  conditions  as  these 
been  insisted  on.  And  how  would  he  be  able  to  endure  his  mo- 
ther's poverty  if  he  should  throw  away  on  her  behalf  so  comfort- 
able a  provision  ?  He  determined,  therefore,  to  accept  the  goods 
the  gods  had  provided  him,  clogged  though  they  were  with  alloy, 
like  80  many  other  gifts  of  fortune ;  and  accordingly  he  wrote  a 
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letter  to  Lord  Stapledeau,  in  which  he  stated  *  that  he  would  ac- 
cept the  living,  subject  to  the  stipulations  named — namely,  the 
payment  to  his*  mother,  during  her  life,  of  three  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  per  annum  out  of  the  tithes.'  To  this  he  received  an  an- 
swer from  the  marquis,  very  short  and  very  cold,  but  nevertheless 
satisfactory. 

The  presentation  to  the  living  was,  in  fact,  made  in  his  favour, 
and  he  returned  home  to  his  family  laden  with  good  news.  The 
dear  old  vicarage  would  still  be  their  own ;  the  trees  which  they 
had  planted,  the  flower-beds  which  they  had  shaped,  the  hives 
which  they  had  put  up,  would  not  go  into  the  hands  of  strangers. 
And  more  than  this,  want  no  longer  stared  them  in  the  face. 
Arthur  was  welcomed  back  with  a  thousand  fond  caresses,  as  one 
is  welcomed  who  bringeth  glad  tidings.  But  yet  his  heart  was 
sad.     What  should  he  now  say  to  Adela  Gauntlet  ? 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

OrB  FBIMA  DONNA. 


'WffEis'  Arthur  first  explained  to  his  mother  the  terms  on  which 
the  living  had  been  given  to  him,  she  refused  to  receive  the  in- 
come. No  such  promise  with  reference  to  money  matters  between 
mother  and  son  could  be  binding.  Were  they  not,  moreover,  one 
and  the  same  household  ?  Would  it  not  be  in  the  end  the  same 
if  Arthur  should  keep  the  money  himself?  If  it  were  paid  to  her, 
she  should  only  pay  it  back  again ;  and  so  on.  But  the  vicar  de- 
clared that  he  would  adhere  strictly  to  his  promised  engagement ; 
and  the  mother  soon  fefi.  into  the  way  of  thinking  the  arrangement 
not  altogether  a  bad  one.  She  had  received  intimation  through 
the  lord's  man  of  business  of  the  exact  steps  which  had  been  taken 
for  the  relief  of  her  great  pecuniary  distress — so  the  letter  was 
worded — and  it  was  not  long  before  she  regarded  the  income  as 
fairly  her  own. 

We  are  so  apt  to  be  generous  in  the  hot  moments  of  impulse ; 
but  so  equally  apt  to  be  only  coldly  just,  even  if  coldly  just,  in  the 
long  years  of  our  ordinary  existence. 

And  so  the  family  again  settled  down ;  the  commenced  packings 
were  again  unpacked ;  the  preliminary  arrangements  for  living  on 
a  very  small  income  were  thrown  to  the  winds ;  the  pony  that  was 
to  have  been  sold,  and  which  with  that  object  was  being  fattened 
up  on  boiled  barley,  was  put  on  his  accustomed  rations ;  the  old 
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housekeeper's  warning  was  revoked,  as  was  also  that  of  the  old 
gardener.  It  was  astonishing  how  soon  the  new  vicar  seemed  to 
fill  the  old  vicar's  shoes  in  the  eyes  and  minds  of  the  people  of 
Hurst  Staple.  Had  Mr.  Wilkinson  come  up  from  his  grave  at 
the  end  of  three  months,  he  would  hardly  have  found  that  he  was 
missed.  A  very  elegant  little  tablet  had  been  placed  to  his  me- 
mory ;  and  there  apparently  was  an  end  of  him.  The  widgw's  cap 
did  make  some  change  in  the  appearance  of  the  family  circle  ;  but 
it  is  astonishing  how  soon  we  get  used  even  to  a  widow's  cap  ! 

There  had  of  course  been  visits  of  condolence  between  West 
Putfield  and  Hurst  Staple,  and  the  Hurst  Staple  girls  and  Adela 
had  been  as  much,  or  perhaps  more,  together  than  usual.  But 
Arthur's  walks  along  the  river  had  not  been  frequent.  This,  how- 
ever, was  not  thought  of  by  any  one.  He  had  had  new  duties  to 
assume,  and  old  duties  to  put  off.  He  had  been  a  fortnight  up  at 
Oxford ;  and  when  at  home,  had  been  calling  on  all  his  parishion- 
ers. He  had  been  attending  to  the  dilapidations  of  the  vicarage, 
and  rearranging  the  books  in  the  book-room.  The  dingy  volumes 
of  thirty  years  since  had  been  made  to  give  way  to  the  new  and 
brighter  bindings  which  he  had  brought  from  college. 

And  therefore  no  one  had  remarked  that  he  had  but  once  been 
at  West  Putford.  But  he  thought  of  it  himself  He  often  longed 
to  go  thither,  and  as  often  feared  to  do  so.  When  he  next  went, 
it  must  be  to  tell  Adela,  not  that  he  loved  her,  but  that  such  love 
was  forbidden  to  him. 

The  family  at  West  Putford  consisted  only  of  the  vicar  and  his 
daughter.  Mrs.  Gauntlet  had  been  long  dead,  and  there  had  been 
no  other  child.  A  maiden  sister  of  Mr.  Gauntlet's  occasionally 
visited  them,  and  had,  indeed,  lived  there  altogether  while  Adela's 
education  had  required  it ;  but  this  lady  preferred  her  own  lodg- 
ings at  Littlebath,  and  Adela,  therefore,  was  in  general  the  sole 
mistress  of  the  parsonage. 

I  beg  my  reader  not  to  imagine  that  there  had  been  love-pas- 
sages between  Arthur  Wilkinson  and  Adela  Gauntlet :  nothing  of 
the  sort  had  occurred.  They  had  known  and  loved  each  other  as 
children  together,  and  now  that  they  were  no  longer  children, 
they  still  knew  and  loved  each  other — that  was  all.  It  is  true 
that  Arthur,  when  he  had  wished  to  talk  of  his  own  disappoint- 
ments, had  found  a  better  listener  at  West  Putford  than  any  that 
he  could  find  at  Hurst  Staple.  It  is  true  that  Adela  had  always 
been  glad  to  listen  to  him ;  that  she  had  had  pleasure  in  cheering 
his  fainting  heart,  and  telling  him  that  the  work  of  a  soldier  of 
Christ  was  worthier  of  a  man  than  the  bickerings  of  a  statesman 
or  the  quibbles  of  a  lawyer ;  that  she  had  gravely,  yet  withal  bo 
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sweetly,  spoken  to  him  of  the  comforts  of  a  rural  life,  and  made 
him  almost  in  love  with  his  own  failure.  Such  passages  there 
had  been  between  them ;  but  Arthur  had  never  taken  her  hand 
and  sworn  that  it  must  be  his  own,  nor  had  Adela  ever  blushed 
while  half  refusing  to  give  him  all  he  asked. 

Why  then  need  he  trouble  himself  about  West  Putford  ?  Why 
not  let  matters  rest  as  they  were  ?  Miss  Gauntlet  would  still 
be  his  friend;  though  seeing  that  she  could  never  be  more,  it 
might  not  be  well  for  him  to  walk  so  often  along  that  river.  As 
there  had  been  no  love-passages,  one  would  say  that  nothing  else 
was  necessary. 

But  he  could  not  content  himself  that  this  should  be  so.  Adela 
would  think  him  strange  if  he  should  say  nothing  to  her  of  his 
future  prospects.  True,  he  had  spoken  no  word  of  love,  but  had 
he  not  looked  at  her  as  though  it  was  in  his  mind  to  speak  such  ? 
Was  it  not  incumbent  on  him  to  make  her  understand  why  he 
threw  from  him  such  golden  hopes  ?  And  then,  as  to  her,  he  did 
not  flatter  himself  that  she  loved  him — at  least,  not  much ;  but 
yet  it  might  be  well  to  let  her  know  that  she  was  now  at  liberty 
to  love  any  other  swain.  So  at  last  he  once  more  went  his  way  to 
West  Putford. 

Adela  Gauntlet  was —  No  ;  for  once  I  will  venture  to  have  a 
heroine  without  describing  her.  Let  each  reader  make  what  he 
will  of  her ;  fancy  her  of  any  outward  shape  and  colour  that  he 
please,  and  endow  her  with  any  amount  of  divine  beauty.  But 
for  her  inner  character,  let  him  take  that  from  me  as  I  go  on,  if 
80  be  that  I  can  succeed  in  making  clear  to  others  that  which  is 
clear  enough  to  my  own  mind's  eye.  I  have  called  her  a  heroine ; 
it  is  the  novelist's  customary  name  for  his  prima  donna,  and  so  I 
use  it.  But  many  opera  companies  have  more  than  one  prima 
donna.  There  is  the  donna  prima,  and  if  one  may  so  say,  the 
donna  primissima.  Now  Adela  Gauntlet  is  no  more  than  my 
donna  prima.  My  donna  primissima  will  be  another  guess  sort  of 
lady  altogether. 

Arthur,  as  he  walked  along,  communed  with  himself  as  to  what 
he  was  going  to  say.  *  At  any  rate,  she  shall  know  it  all ;  we  shall 
be  more  comfortable  when  we  meet  afterwards.  Not  that  it  will 
make  any  diflerence  to  her ;'  and  then  he  sighed  deeply,  and  cut 
at  the  river  rushes  with  his  walking-stick.* 

He  found  her  as  usual  alone  in  the  drawing-room,  and,  as  usual, 
she  smiled  sweetly  when  she  saw  him.  Since  the  day  on  which 
he  had  first  gone  up  to  Oxford,  she  had  always  called  him  '  Mr. 
Wilkinson' — so  instructed  by  Aunt  Penelope;  but  in  other  re- 
spects her  manner  to  him  was  almost  that  of  a  sister,  only  that  it 
was  sofiter,  and  more  gracious. 
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*  I  declare,  I  thought  we  were  never  to  see  you  again,  Mr.  Wil- 
kinson.' Ah,  Adela !  whom  did  the  we  mean  ?  But  is  it  possible 
that  any  girl  should  live  fairly  before  the  world  without  some  little 
insincerities  ? 

*  I  have  been  so  occupied,  Adela.  There  is  so  much  to  do  in 
taking  up  a  parish.  Even  though  I  know  all  the  people  so  well, 
there  has  been  so  much  to  do.' 

*  Yes,  yes,  I  am  sure  of  it.  But  now  that  you  are  settled,  I  do 
so  hope  that  you  will  be  comfortable.  I  saw  Mary  the  other  day, 
and  she  told  me  that  your  mother  was  quite  well  again.' 

*  Yes,  she  is  pretty  well.     We  are  all  very  well  now,  I  think.' 

*  I  do  so  love  that  old  lord  for  giving  you  the  living,  though  they 
say  he  is  such  a  Turk.  It  was  such  a  good  thing  in  him  to  do ; 
so  considerate  to  everybody.' 

*  Yes ;  it  has  made  my  mother  and  the  girls  comfortable ;  that, 
of  course,  is  what  I  had  first  to  think  of.' 

*  As  for  yourself,  I  have  no  doubt  you  would  have  done  better 
at  Oxford.  But  you  could  have  got  no  home  for  them  like  their 
old  home ;  could  you  ?' 

*  No,  of  course  not,'  said  Arthur,  answering  almost  at  random, 
and  thinking  how  best  he  might  explain  the  sacrifice  which  he  had 
made  without  taking  too  much  credit  to  himself. 

*  And  then,  if  you  had  remained  up  there,  you  would  only  have 
become  a  musty  old  don.  I  don't  think  you  would  have  been 
happy,  not  so  happy  as  in  a  parish.  And  when  a  man  is  a  clergy- 
man'— this  she  said  in  a  lower  and  somewhat  a  solemn  voice — 
*  surely  he  cannot  be  so  well  placed  as  in  charge  of  a  parish.  Don't 
you  think  so,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ?' 

*  Certainly.  It  is  the  life  for  which  he  is  intended ;  for  which 
he  should  have  intended  himself.' 

*  And  I  am  sure  it  is  a  happy  life :  look  at  papa ;  I  do  not  know 
any  happier  man — only  that  poor  mamma  died.' 

And  upon  this  hint  he  spake.  *  Yes,  your  father  I  am  sure  has 
been  a  happy  man,  and  he  is  an  excellent  clergyman.' 

'  Is  he  not  ?  even  still  so  active  1  And  he  is  so  £:lad  now  to 
have  you  near  him.'  ^ 

*I  wish  I  had  received  my  living  as  he  did  his;  not  that  it 
would  make  any  real  difference.* 

*  He  got  his,  you  know,  from  the  bishop.  But  do  you  dislike 
being  Lord  Stapledean's  nominee?' 

*  It  would  be  ungrateful  to  say  that ;  but  I  certainly  do  not  like 
Lord  Stapledean.  However,  I  have  taken  his  living,  and  should 
not  complain.' 

*  I  did  not  know  that  there  was  anything  disagreeable.* 


OUB  PBIMA  DONNA.  87 

"  *  There  is  this,  Adela.  I  had  rather  tell  you ;  and  I  came  over 
today  in  part  to  do  so :  but  you  will  see  that  the  matter  is  one 
that  should  not  be  talked  about ;'  and  he  looked  down  on  the  floor, 
poking  about  on  the  carpet  pattern  with  his  stick,  being  unable 
any  longer  to  meet  the  clear  gaze  of  her  soft  eye. 

*  Oh,  I  am  sorry  if  there  is  anything  to  distress  you.' 

*  Not  exactly  to  distress  me,  perhaps ;  but  I  will  tell  you.  When 
the  marquis  offered  me  the  living,  he  did  it  on  the  stipulation  that 
I  should  pay  over  to  my  mother  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a 
year  during  her  life.  I  doubt  whether  it  was  right  to  accept  it 
on  these  conditions ;  but  I  did  so.  The  living,  therefore,  is  rather 
hers  than  mine.' 

*  Oh,  Arthur,  how  good  of  you !'  In  spite  of  all  Aunt  Pene- 
lope's lessons,  old  habits  would  sometimes  get  the  better  of  her. 

*  I  don't  know ;  I  am  afraid  that  it  was  not  good.' 

*  Why  ?  I  can't  understand  ?  Surely  it  must  be  good  to  give  up 
your  time,  your  labour,  your  hopes' — Adela  did  not  say  his  heart 
— 'for  your  mother  and  sisters'  good !  Why,  how  can  it  be  else 
than  good  ?    I  think  it  good,  and  shall  think  so.' 

*  At  any  rate,  Adela,  I  could  not  withstand  the  offer  when  it  was 
made  to  me.' 

*  I  am  sure  you  could  not.' 

'  So  I  am  little  more  than  a  curate  in  the  parish  as  far  as  the 
income  is  concerned  ;  with  this  difference,  that  I  can't  change  my 
curacy  for  a  living  should  a  chance  offer.' 

Adela  had  never  before  known  him  to  be  solicitous  about  money 
for  himself,  and  now  she  felt  that  she  did  not  understand  him. 
*  But  you  have  got  your  fellowship,'  said  she. 

*  Yes,  I  have  got  my  fellowship :  oh,  as  far  as  that  is  concerned, 
I  am  better  off  than  I  could  ever  have  expected  to  be.  But, 
nevertheless,  one  feels — feels  crippled  by  such  an  arrangement. 
It  is  quite  impossible,  you  know,  for  instance,  that — that — that  I 
should  do  a  great  many  things.'  His  courage  failed  him  as  he  was 
about  to  make  the  fatal  announcement. 

*  What  things  ?'  said  Adela,  with  all  the  boldness  of  innocence. 
It  was  necessary  that  he  should  say  it.    *  Why,  for  instance,'  he 

continued, '  it  is  quite  impossible,  though  perhaps  that  does  not 
make  much  matter ;  but  it  is  quite  impossible — that  I  should  ever 
marry.'  And  still  looking  down  upon  the  ground,  he  poked  sedu- 
lously among  the  patterns  with  his  stick. 

*  Oh!'  said  Adela,  with  a  tremour  in  her  voice,  and  her  eye  was 
no  longer  able  to  rest  upon  his  face. 

There  was  a  pause  during  which  neither  of  them  said  a  word,  or 
8ttw  each  other.    As  far  as  Adela  was  concerned,  immediate  speech 


38  THE  BEETBAMS. 

was  impossible.  She  neither  cried,  nor  sighed,  nor  sobbed,  nor 
became  hysterical.  She  was  simply  dumb.  She  could  not  answer 
this  little  announcement  of  her  neighbour's.  Heretofore,  when 
lie  had  come  to  her  with  his  sorrows,  she  had  sympathized  with 
him,  and  poured .  balm  into  his  wounds.  But  she  had  no  balm 
for  him  now — and  no  sympathy.  There  they  sat,  mute;  he 
poking  the  while  at  the  carpet,  while  she  did  not  even  move  a 
limb. 

And  then  it  gradually  came  home  to  both  of  them  that  this 
utter  silence,  this  prostration  of  all  power  of  self-management, 
told  to  each  the  secret  of  the  other.  Each  felt  that  every  mo- 
ment of  prolonged  silence  committed  both  of  them  the  deeper. 
Why  should  not  Adela  be  able  to  speak  when  thus  informed  of 
her  neighbour's  intended  celibacy  ?  Why  should  he  sit  like  a  fool 
before  her  merely  because  he  had  told  her  that  on  which  he  had 
long  decided  ? 

But  it  was  clearly  Wilkinson's  duty  to  have  disembarrassed  the 
lady  as  soon  as  possible.  It  was  almost  unmanly  in  him  to  be 
put  thus  beyond  the  power  of  speech  or  action.  But  still  he 
poked  the  carpet  and  said  nothing.  It  was  Adela  who  first  broke 
that  tell-tale  silence ;  and  grievous  was  the  effort  which  it  cost 
her  to  do  so. 

*  But  you  will  have  your  mother  and  sisters  with  you,  Mr.  Wil- 
kinson ;  and  so,  perhaps,  you  won't  mind  that.' 

'  Yes,  I  shall  have  them,'  said  he ;  and  then  there  was  another 
silence,  which  seemed  about  to  be  equally  dangerous  and  equally 
difficult.  But  Adela,  who  was  fully  aware  of  the  error  which  she 
had  already  committed,  strove  hard  to  save  herself  from  repeating 
it. 

*  You  will  have  a  family  round  you ;  and  if,  as  you  say' — but 
the  ground  that  she  approached  was  so  hot  that  she  could  not  walk 
on  it.  She  could  not  get  further  in  that  direction,  and  therefore 
merely  added :  *  I  am'sure  I  hope  you  will  always  be  happy.' 

At  length  Arthur  shook  himself,  positively  shook  himself,  as 
though  that  were  the  only  mode  by  which  he  could  collect  his 
faculties ;  and  then  getting  up  from  his  chair,  and  standing  with 
his  back  against  the  wall,  he  spoke  out  as  follows : — 

*  Perhaps,  Adela,  there  was  no  necessity  for  me  to  have  men- 
tioned this  subject.  At  least,  I  am  sure  there  was  no  necessity. 
But  you  have  ever  been  such  a  friend  to  me,  have  so  understood 
my  feelings  when  no  one  else  seemed  to  do  so,  that  I  could  not 
but  tell  you  this  as  I  have  told  you  everything  else.  I  hope  I 
have  not  annoyed  you  by  doing  so.* 

'  Oh,  no ;  not  at  all.' 
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*  It  does  make  me  a  little  sad  to  think  that  I  shall  never  be  my 
own  master.' 

'Never,  Mr.  Wilkinson!'  Had  Arthur  but  known  it,  there 
was  balm,  there  was  sjrmpathy  in  this  word.  Had  his  intellect 
been  as  sharp  as  his  feelings,  he  would  have  known  it.  But  it 
passed  him  unperceived,  as  it  had  fallen  from  her  unawares  :  and 
she  said  no  other  word  that  could  encourage  him.  If  he  was  cold, 
she  at  least  would  be  equally  so. 

*  Certainly  not  during  my  mother's  life ;  and  you  know  how 
good  ground  we  have  for  hoping  that  her  life  will  be  long.  And 
then  there  are  my  sisters.  My  duty  to  them  will  be  the  same  as 
to  my  mother,  even  though,  as  regards  them,  I  may  not  be  tied 
down  as  I  am  with  regard  to  her.' 

*  We  cannot  have  everything  here,'  said  Adela,  trying  to  smile. 
*  But  I  am  sure  I  need  not  teach  you  that.' 

*  No,  we  cannot  have  everything.'  And  Arthur  thought  that, 
in  spite  of  the  clerical  austerity  which  he  was  about  to  assume,  he 
should  very  much  like  to  have  Adela  G-auntlet. 

*It  will  make  you  happy  to  know  that  you  are  making  your 
mother  happy,  and  the  dear  girls — and — and  I  have  no  doubt  you 
will  very  soon  get  used  to  it.  Many  clergymen,  you  know,  think 
that  they  ought  not  to  marry,' 

*  Yes ;  but  I  never  made  up  my  mind  to  that.' 

*  No,  perhaps  not ;  but  now  perhaps  you  will  think  of  it  more 
seriously.' 

*  Indeed,  I  used  to  have  an  idea  that  a  parish  clergyman  should 
be  a  married  man.  There  are  so  many  things  which  he  can  do 
better  when  he  has  a  woman  to  assist  him  who  thinks  exactly  as 
he  thinks.' 

*  You  will  have  your  sisters,  you  know.  Both  Mary  and  Sophia 
were  always  active  in  the  parish,  and  Jane  and  Fanny  have  their 
school.' 

*  Tes ;  and  he  uttered  a  gentle  sigh  as  he  paused  before  he  an- 
swered her.  *  But  it  is  not  quite  the  same  thing,  Adela.  I  love 
my  sisters  dearly ;  but  one  always  longs  to  have  one  heart  that 
Buall  be  entirely  one's  own.* 

And  had  he  come  over  to  tell  her  this  in  the  same  breath  with 
which  he  informed  her  that  marriage  was  a  privilege  quite  beyond 
his  reach  ?  What  did  he  think  of  her,  or  of  what  did  he  imagine 
that  she  was  made  ?  There  was  cruelty  in  it,  of  which  Adela  be- 
came immediately  conscious,  and  which  she  could  hardly  help  wish- 
ing to  resent.  He  had  performed  the  object  of  his  visit ;  why  did 
he  not  leave  her  ?  He  had  made  himself  thoroughly  imderstood ; 
why  did  he  not  go  ?  His  former  many  sweet  visits  had  created  hopes 
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which  were  all  but  certain.  He  had  said  nothing  of  love ;  but 
coming  there  as  he  had  come,  and  gazing  at  her  as  he  had  gazed, 
Adela  could  not  doubt  but  that  she  was  loved.  That  was  all  now 
set  at  rest ;  but  why  should  he  remain  there,  breaking  her  heart 
with  allusions  to  his  oyrn  past  tenderness  ? 

*  You  must  put  up  with  the  world  as  you  find  it,  Mr.  Wilkin- 
son.' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  of  course.  But  when  one  has  had  such  happy  dreams, 
the  waking  reality,  you  know,  does  make  one  sad.* 

*  You  are  too  happy  in  your  friends  and  your  position  to  be  an 
object  of  pity.  How  many  clergymen  are  there  of  your  age  who 
would  look  upon  your  lot  as  almost  beyond  their  ambition !  How 
many  men  are  there  with  mothers  and  sisters  for  whom  they  can- 
not provide !  How  many  who  have  made  rash  marriages  which 
have  led  to  no  happiness !  Surely,  Mr.  Wilkinson,  with  you  there 
is  no  more  cause  for  thankfulness  than  for  complaint !'  And  thus, 
as  it  was  uecessair  that  she  should  say  something,  she  moralized 
to  him — very  wisely. 

*  It  is  all  true,'  said  he ;  *  and  perhaps  it  is  for  the  best.  I 
might  probably  have  been  made  more  wretched  in  another  way.* 

*  Yes ;  very  likely.*     Oh,  Adela,  Adela ! 

*  I  begin  to  know  that  a  man  should  not  be  sanguine.  I  have 
always  hoped  for  more  than  I  have  had  a  right  to  expect,  and, 
therefore,  I  have  always  been  disappointed.  It  was  so  at  school, 
and  at  Oxford,  and  it  is  so  now :  it  shows  how  true  it  is  that 
a  man  should  not  look  for  his  happiness  here.  Well ;  good-bye, 
Adela.     I  see  that  you  think  I  am  wrong  to  have  any  regrets.' 

*  Useless  regrets  are  always  foolish  :  we  laugh  at  children  who 
cry  for  what  is  quite  out  of  their  reach.' 

*  Yes  ;  and  you  laugh  at  me.     I  dare  say  you  are  right.' 

*  No ;  do  not  say  that,  Mr.  Wilkinson.  I  have  never  laughed 
at  you.  But — '  She  did  not  wish  to  be  actually  unkind  to  him, 
though  he  had  been  so  cruel  to  her. 

At  last  he  went.  They  shook  hands  with  each  other  in  their 
accustomed  manner,  but  Wilkinson  felt  that  he  missed  something 
from  her  touch,  some  warmth  from  the  soft  pressure,  some  scin- 
tillation of  sympathy  which  such  last  moments  of  his  visits  had 
usuallv  communicated  to  him.     Yes ;  there  was  much  to  miss. 

As  he  went  back  along  the  river  his  heart  was  sad  within  him. 
He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  give  up  Adela  Grauntlet,  but  he  had 
not  made  up  his  mind  to  discover  that  she  did  not  care  for  him 
— that  she  was  indifferent  to  his  happiness,  and  unable  to  sympa- 
thize with  his  feelings.  The  fact  was,  that  though  he  had  resolved 
that  duty  and  his  circumstances  required  him  to  remain  single, 
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nevertheless,  he  had  at  the  hottom  of  his  heart  a  sort  of  wish  that 
Adela  should  be  in  love  with  him.  He  had  his  wish ;  but  he  was 
not  sharp  enough  to  discover  that  he  had  it.  *  I  never  thought 
her  unfeeling  before,*  said  he  to  himself.  *  But  all  the  world  is 
alike.  Well ;  as  it  is,  it  does  not  signify ;  but  it  might  have  been 
that  I  should  have  half  broken  m  j  heart  to  find  her  so  unfeeling. 
— More  cause  for  thankfulness  than  complaint!  Yes;  that  is 
true  of  us  all.  But  it  was  unfriendly,  nay  unfeminine  in  her  to 
say  so  when  she  must  have  known  how  much  I  was  giving  up.' 
And  so  he  walked  on  complaining ;  understanding  perhaps  accu- 
rately the  wants  of  his  own  heart,  but  being  quite  m  the  dark  as 
to  the  wants  of  that  other  heart. 

But  his  grief,  his  discontent  was  mild  in  comparison  with  hers. 
She  shook  hands  with  him  when  he  went,  and  endeavoured  to  say 
her  last  word  of  farewell  in  her  usual  tone ;  nay,  for  a  few  minutes 
after  his  departure  she  retained  her  seat  calmly,  fearing  that  he 
possibly  might  return ;  but  then,  when  the  door  had  closed  on 
nim,  and  she  had  seen  him  from  her  window  passing  across  the 
lawn,  then  her  spirits  gave  way,  and  bitterly  she  made  her  moan. 

What  was  this  that  he  had  said  to  her  ?  He  would  not  marry 
because  he  had  his  mother  and  sisters  to  support.  Would  not 
she  have  helped  to  support  them  ?  Would  not  she  have  thrown 
in  her  lot  with  his  for  better  or  for  worse,  let  that  lot  have  been 
ever  so  poor  ?  And  could  it  be  possible  that  he  had  not  known 
this — ^had  not  read  her  heart  as  she  had  read  his  ?  Could  it  be 
that  he  had  come  there  day  after  day,  looking  to  her  for  love,  and 
sympathy,  and  kindness — that  sort  of  kindness  which  a  man  de- 
mands from  no,  one  but  her  he  loves,  and  which  no  one  can  give 
him  unless  she  loves  him  ?  Could  it  be  that  he  had  done  this 
and  then  thought  that  it  all  meant  nothing  ?  that  the  interchange 
.  of  such  feelings  had  no  further  signification  ? 

Money !  Had  she  asked  about  his  money  in  those  days  when 
his  father  still  lived,  when  there  was  no  question  of  this  living  be- 
longing to  him  ?  She  would  have  waited  for  him  for  years  had  years 
been  necessary,  even  though  they  should  be  counted  by  tens  and 
tens.  Nay,  she  would  have  been  contented  to  wait,  even  though 
that  waiting  should  never  have  been  rewarded,  had  he  given  her 
the  privilege  of  regarding  herself  as  his.  Money !  She  would 
have  been  contented  to  live  on  potato-parings  could  he  have  been 
contented  to  live  with  her  on  potatoes. 

She  had  over  and  over  again  questioned  herself  as  to  her  love, 
and  reminded  herself  that  as  yet  he  had  said  nothing  to  her  to 
JQstify  it :  but  as  often  she  had  answered  herself  that  with  him 
•he  eonld  haye  no  doubt.    It  was  impossible  that  he  should 
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80  look  into  her  eyes  and  so  speak  to  her  if  he  did  not  love  her. 
And  so  she  had  resolved  to  risk  all  her  happiness  upon  her  con- 
viction of  his  faithfulness.  She  had  so  risked  it  all ;  and  now  he 
came  to  her,  telling  her  coldly  that  he  could  not  afford  to  marrv. 

He,  to  tell  her  of  his  happy  dreams  and  his  waking  reality  !*  he 
who  had  not  the  courage  to  realize  the  bliss  of  his  dreams  when 
that  bliss  was  within  his  reach !  He,  to  talk  of  sympathy,  of  a 
woman  thinking  with  him  exactly  as  he  thought !  he  who  was  so 
timid  of  the  world  that  he  feared  to  love  lest  perchance  his  sup- 
plies of  bread  and  meat  should  fail  him !  What  could  heart  wounds 
signify  to  him,  or  hurt  feelings  ?  Had  he  not  his  arms  sound  and 
his  head  clear  ?  If,  having  them,  he  would  not  venture  for  his 
love's  sake  to  meet  the  world  and  its  burdens,  he  could  hardly  have 
heart  enough  to  know  what  love  reaUy  meant. 

Flinging  herself  on  her  sofa  with  outstretched  arms,  thus  Adela 
made  her  moan  ;  not  in  these  words,  for  she  spake  none :  but  such 
were  the  thoughts  which  ran  through  her  mind  as  she  bewailed  all 
that  she  had  risked  and  all  that  she  had  lost. 

*  What  would  I  not  have  done  for  him !'  she  suddenly  exclaimed 
aloud,  as,  rising  from  the  sofa,  she  stood  erect  upon  the  ground, 
pressing  her  hand  upon  her  heart.  *  Pool  that  I  have  been — fool, 
fool,  fool  !* 

And  then,  with  her  hand  still  close  to  her  side,  she  walked  up 
and  down  the  room  with  quick  step. 

And  she  had  been  a  fool  according  to  the  world's  wisdom.  Of 
what  use  had  been  Aunt  Penelope's  teaching,  strictly  enacting  as  it 
did  all  the  nice  proprieties  of  young-lady  lire,  seeing  that  it  had  not 
sufficed  to  guard  her  heart  against  the  first  comer  ?  Unasked  she 
had  given  it  all  away,  had  poured  it  out  to  the  last  drop  of  its 
warm  flood ;  and  now  she  was  told  that  it  was  not  wanted,  that  the 
article  was  one  not  exactly  in  the  gentleman's  walk  of  life  !  She 
might  well  call  herself  a  fool : — but  what  was  she  to  call  him  ? 

*  It  is  quite  imposdible,  you  know,  that  I  should  ever  marry  !' 
Why  had  he  not  asked  her  whether  or  no  it  were  possible ;  if  not 
now,  then  in  ten  years'  time — if  not  in  ten  years,  then  in  twenty? 
Had  he  not  been  as  faithless  to  her,  was  he  not  as  much  man- 
sworn,  as  though  a  thousand  oaths  had  passed  between  them  ? 
Oaths  between  lovers  are  but  Cupid's  phrases,  made  to  enable 
them  to  talk  of  love.  They  are  the  playthings  of  love,  as  kisses  are. 
When  lovers  trust  each  other  they  are  sweet  bonds ;  but  they  will 
never  bind  those  who  do  not  trust.  When  he  had  told  her  that 
she,  and  she  only,  understood  his  feelings,  that  she,  and  she  only, 
knew  his  moods,  and  when  she  had  answered  him  by  the  encou- 
ragement of  her  soft  smile,  could  it  be  that  more  was  necessary  be* 
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tween  them  ?  Ah !  yes,  Adela,  much  more !  Never  know  a  gen- 
tleman's moods,  never  understand  his  feelings  till,  in  the  plain 
language  of  his  mother-tongue,  he  has  asked  you  to  be  mistress  of 
them. 

When  her  father  came  in  before  dinner,  she  was  still  pacing  up 
and  down  the  room.  But  she  had  not  spent  the  two  hours  since 
Arthur  had  left  her  in  vain  sorrow  or  in  vainer  anger.  She  had 
felt  that  it  behoved  her  to  rspolve  how  she  would  act,  and  what 
she  would  do ;  and  in  those  two  hours  she  had  resolved.  A  great 
misfortune,  a  stunning  blow  had  fallen  on  her ;  but  the  fault  had 
been  with  her  rather  than  with  him.  She  would  school  herself  to 
bear  the  punishment,  to  see  him  occasionally,  and  bear  with  him  as 
she  would  have  done  had  he  never  taken  those  walks  along  the  river ; 
she  would  still  love  his  sisters ;  still  go  when  needs  was  to  the 
Hurst  Staple  parsonage.  As  for  him,  she  would  wish  him  no  evil, 
rather  every  good.  As  for  herself,  she  would  check  her  rebel  heart 
if  she  could ;  but,  at  any  rate,  she  would  learn  to  check  the  rising 
blood  which  would  otherwise  tell  her  tale. 

*  Arthur  Wilkinson  has  been  here  today,  papa,'  she  was  able  to 
say,  with  composed  voice ;  '  they  are  quite  settled  again  at  the 
parsonage.' 

*  Ah !  he  is  a  lucky  fellow,'  said  the  old  vicar ;  '  he'll  be  want- 
ing a  wife  now  before  the  year's  out.' 


CHAPTEE  V. 

THB  CHOICE  OF  A  FBOFESSIOIT. 


We  must  now  go  back  to  our  other  hero,  or,  rather,  to  another 
of  our  heroes.  Arthur  Wilkinson  is  our  melancholy  love-lorn 
tenor,  George  Bertram  our  eager,  excitable  barytone,  and  Mr. 
Harcourt — Henry  Harcourt — our  bass,  wide  awake  to  the  world's 
good  things,  impervious  to  sentimentality,  and  not  over-scrupulous 
— as  is  always  the  case  with  your  true  deep-mouthed  opera  bass. 

Our  present  business  is  with  th^  excitable  barytone,  whom  we 
left  some  year  and  a  half  ago  in  not  a  very  clear  state  of  mind  as 
to  the  walk  in  life  which  would  be  best  suited  for  his  peculiar 
legs.  Harcourt,  who  was  himself  a  lawyer,  recommended  the  law. 
Selfish  as  was  the  general  tone  of  Harcourt' s  heart,  still  he  had 
within  him  a  high,  if  not  a  generous  feeling,  which  made  him 
wish  to  have  near  him  in  his  coming  life  a  friend  of  such  promise 
is  Qeotge  Bertram.    Bertram  might  beat  him  in  his  career ;  nay, 
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probably  would  so  do  ;  but,  nevertheless,  Harcourt  wished  to  see 
him  keeping  his  terms  in  London.  He  was  convinced  that  he 
should  gain  more  than  he  should  lose  by  such  a  friend. 

But  Bertram's,  own  mind  was  not  so  easily  made  up.  His  per- 
sonal possessions  in  life  may  be  thus  catalogued.  He  had  come 
of  a  good  family ;  he  had  received  the  best  education  which  Eng- 
land  could  givVhim;  he  wa«  quick  in  speech  and  ready  L 
thought ;  he  had  a  double-first  degree,  and  would  at  once  have  a 
fellowship  ;  he  had  also  an  uncle  who  was  very  rich  and  occasion- 
ally  very  disagreeable,  and  a  father  who  was  very  poor,  and  of 
whom  he  heard  all  men  say  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  agreeable 
fellows  that  ever  lived.  Such  being  his  stock  in  trade,  how  was 
he  to  take  it  to  the  best  market  ?  and  what  market  would  be  the 
best? 

In  thinking  over  his  markets,  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  his 
only  object,  or  his  chief  object,  was  the  making  of  money.  That 
was  a  rock,  rather,  of  which  it  behoved  him  to  be  very  careful. 
The  money-making  part  of  every  profession  was,  according  to  his 
present  views,  a  necessary  incidental  evil.  To  enable  a  poor  man 
like  him  to  carry  on  his  work  some  money  must  be  made ;  for 
some  sorts  of  work,  perhaps  for  that  very  sort  which  he  would 
most  willingly  choose,  much  money  must  be  made.  But  the 
making  of  it  should  never  be  his  triumph.  It  could  be  but  a  dis- 
agreeable means  to  a  desirable  end.  At  the  age  of  twenty- two  so 
thought  our  excitable  barytone  hero  on  that  point.* 

Two  ends  appeared  to  him  to  be  desirable.  But  which  of  the 
two  was  the  most  desirable — that  to  him  was  the  difficult  ques- 
tion. To  do  good  to  others,  and  to  have  his  own  name  in  men's 
mouths — these  were  the  fitting  objects  of  a  man's  life.  But 
whether  he  would  attempt  the  former  in  order  to  achieve  the 
latter ;  or  obtain,  if  he  did  obtain,  the  latter  by  seeking  success 
in  the  former:  on  this  point  his  character  was  not  sufficiently 
fixed,  nor  his  principles  sufficiently  high  to  enable  him  fitly  to  re- 
solve. 

But  the  necessity  of  seeing  his  uncle  before  he  took  any  actual 
steps  secured  him  from  the  necessity  of  coming  to  any  absolutely 
immediate  decision.  He  and  Harcourt  were  together  for  three 
or  four  days,  and  he  listened  not  unmoved  to  his  friend's  eloquence 
in  favour  of  public  life  in  London.  Not  unmoved,  indeed,  but 
always  with  a  spirit  of  antagonism.  When  Harcourt  told  of  fo- 
rensic triumphs,  Bertram  spoke  of  the  joy  of  some  rustic  soul 
saved  to  heaven  in  the  quiet  nook  of  a  distant  parish.  AVlien  his 
friend  promised  to  him  Parliament,  and  the  later  glories  of  the 
ermine,  he  sighed  after  literary  fame,  to  be  enjoyed  among  the 
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beauties  of  nature.     But  Harcourt  understood  all  this :  he  did 
not  wish  to  convince  his  friend,  but  only  to  lead  him. 

Mr.  G-eorge  Bertram  senior  was  a  notable  man  in  the  city  of 
London.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  what  was  his  trade,  or  even 
whether  he  had  one  properly  so  called.  But  there  was  no  doubt 
about  his  being  a  moneyed  man,  and  one  well  thought  of  on 
'Change.  At  the  time  of  which  I  write,  he  was  a  director  of  the 
Bank  of  England,  chairman  of  a  large  insurance  company,  was 
deep  in  water,  far  gone  in  gas,  and  an  illustrious  potentate  in 
railway  interests.  1  imagine  that  he  had  neither  counting-house, 
shop,  nor  ware-rooms :  but  he  was  not  on  that  account  at  a  loss 
whither  to  direct  his  steps  ;  and  those  who  knew  city  ways  knew 
very  well  where  to  meet  Mr.  George  Bertram  senior  between  the 
hours  of  eleven  and  five. 

He  was  ten  years  older  than  his  brother.  Sir  Lionel,  and  at  the 
time  of  which  1  write  might  be  about  seventy.  He  was  still  un- 
married, and  in  this  respect  had  always  been  regarded  by  Sir 
Lionel  as  a  fountain  from  whence  his  own  son  might  fairly  expect 
such  waters  as  were  necessary  for  his  present  maintenance  and 
future  well-being.  But  Mr.  G-eorge  Bertram  senior  had  regarded 
the  matter  in  a  different  light.  He  had  paid  no  shiUing  on  ac- 
count of  his  nephew,  or  on  other  accounts  appertaining  to  his 
brother,  which  he  had  not  scored  down  as  so  much  debt  against 
Sir  Lionel,  duly  debiting  the  amount  with  current  interest ;  and 
statements  of  this  account  were  periodically  sent  to  Sir  Lionel  by 
Mr.  Bertram's  man  of  business,— and  periodically  thrown  aside 
by  Sir  Lionel,  as  being  of  no  moment  whatsoever. 

When  Mr.  Bertram  had  paid  the  bill  due  by  his  brother  to  Mr. 
Wilkinson,  there  was  outstanding  some  family  unsettled  claim 
from  which  the  two  brothers  might,  or  might  not,  obtain  some 
small  sums  of  money.  Sir  Lionel,  when  much  pressed  by  the 
city  CroBsus,  had  begged  him  to  look  to  this  claim,  and  pay  him- 
self from  the  funds  which  would  be  therefrom  accruing.  The 
city  Croesus  had  done  so :  a  trifle  of  two  or  three  hundred  pounds 
«  had  fallen  to  Sir  Lionel's  lot,  and  had  of  course  been  duly  credited 
to  his  account.  But  it  went  a  very  little  way  towards  squaring 
matters,  and  the  old  man  of  business  went  on  sending  his  half- 
yearly  statements,  which  became  anything  but  *  small  by  degrees.' 

Mr.  Bertram  had  never  absolutely  told  George  of  this  debt,  or 
complained  of  his  not  being  repaid  the  advances  which  he  had 
made ;  but  little  hints  dropped  from  him,  which  were  sometimes 
understood  for  more  than  they  were  worth,  and  which  made  the 
young  Oxonian  feel  that  he  would  rather  not  be  quite  so  much  in 
.hiB  uncle's  hands.    The  old  man  gave  him  to  understand  that  he 
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must  not  look  on  himself  as  an  heir  to  wealth,  or  imagine  that 
another  lot  was  his  than  that  ordinary  to  mortals— the  necessity, 
namely,  of  eating  his  hread  in  the  sweat  of  his  hrow. 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  ordinarily  lived  at  Hadley,  a  village  about  a 
mile  beyond  Bamet,  just  on  the  border  of  what  used  to  be  called 
Enfield  Chase.  Here  he  had  an  establishment  very  fit  for  a  quiet 
old  gentleman,  but  perhaps  not  quite  adequate  to  his  reputed 
wealth.  By  my  use  of  the  word  reputed,  the  reader  must  not  be 
led  to  think  that  Mr.  Bertram's  money-bags  were  unreal.  They 
were  solid,  and  true  as  the  coffers  of  the  Bank  of  England.  He 
was  no  Colonel  Waugh,  rich  only  by  means  of  his  rich  impudence. 
It  is  not  destined  that  he  shall  fall  brilliantly,  bringing  down  with 
him  a  world  of  ruins.  He  will  not  levant  to  Spain  or  elsewhere. 
His  wealth  is  of  the  old-fashioned  sort,  and  will  abide  at  any  rate 
such  touch  of  time  as  it  may  encounter  in  our  pages.  But  none 
of  the  Hadleyites,  or,  indeed,  any  other  ites — not  even,  probably, 
the  Bank-of-Englandites,  or  the  City-of-London-Widows'-Fund- 
ites — knew  very  well  what  his  means  were ;  and  when,  therefore, 
people  at  Hadley  spoke  of  his  modest  household,  they  were  apt 
to  speak  of  it  as  bemg  very  insufficient  for  such  a  millionaire. 

Hitherto  G-eorge  had  always  passed  some  part  of  his  vacations  at 
Hadley.  The  amusements  there  were  not  of  a  very  exciting  na- 
ture; but  London  was  close,  and  even  at  Hadley  there  were 
pretty  girls  with  whom  he  could  walk  and  flirt,  and  the  means  of 
keeping  a  horse  and  a  couple  of  pointers,  even  if  the  hunting  and 
shooting  were  not  conveniently  to  be  had. 

A  few  days  after  the  glories  of  his  degree,  when  his  name  was 
still  great  on  the  High  Street  of  Oxford,  and  had  even  been 
touched  by  true  fame  in  a  very  flattering  manner  in  the  columns 
of  the  *  Daily  Jupiter,'  he  came  home  to  Hadley.  His  uncle 
never  encouraged  visits  from  him  in  the  city,  and  they  met,  there- 
fore, for  the  first  time  in  the  old  man's  drawing-room  just  before 
dinner. 

*  How  are  you,  Q-eorge  ?'  said  the  uncle,  putting  out  his  hand 
to  his  nephew,  and  then  instantly  turning  round  and  poking  the 
fire.  *  What  sort  of  a  journey  have  you  had  from  Oxford  ?  Yes, 
these  railways  make  it  all  easy.  Which  line  do  you  use  ?  Did- 
cot,  eh  ?  That 's  wrong.  You  '11  have  a  smash  some  of  these 
days  with  one  of  those  Great  Western  express  trains' — Mr. 
Bertram  held  shares  in  the  opposition  line  by  which  Oxford  may 
be  reached,  and  never  omitted  an  opportunity  of  doing  a  little 
business.  *  I'm  ready  for  dinner ;  I  don't  know  whether  you  are. 
You  eat  lunch,  I  suppose.  John,  it 's  two  minutes  past  the  half- 
hour.    Why  don't  we  have  dinner  ?' 
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Not  a  word  was  said  about  the  degree— at  least,  not  then. 
Indeed  Mr.  Bertram  did  not  think  very  much  about  degrees. 
He  had  taken  no  degree  itself,  except  a  high  degree  in  wealth, 
and  could  not  understand  that  he  ought  to  congratulate  a  young 
man  of  twenty-two  as  to  a  successful  termination  of  his  school- 
lessons.  He  himself  at  that  age  had  been,  if  not  on  'Change,  at 
any  rate  seated  on  the  steps  of  'Change.  He  had  been  then 
domg  a  man's  work ;  beginning  to  harden  together  the  nucleus  of 
that  snowball  of  money  which  he  had  since  rolled  onwards  till  it 
had  become  so  huge  a  lump — destined,  probably,  to  be  thawed 
and  to  run  away  into  muddy  water  in  some  much  shorter  space 
of  time.  He  could  not  blame  his  nephew  :  he  could  not  call  him 
idle,  as  he  would  have  delighted  to  do  had  occasion  permitted ; 
but  he  would  not  condescend  to  congratulate  him  on  being  great 
in  G-reek  or  mighty  in  abstract  mathematics. 

*  Well,  George,'  said  he,  pushing  him  the  bottle  as  soon  as  the 
cloth  was  gone,  *  I  suppose  you  have  done  with  Oxford  now  ?' 

*  Not  quite,  sir ;  I  have  my  fellowship  to  receive.' 

*  Some  beggarly  two  hundred  pounds  a  year,  I  suppose.  Not 
that  I  mean  to  say  you  should  not  be  glad  to  have  it,'  he  added, 
thus  correcting  the  impression  which  his  words  might  otherwise 
have  made.  *  As  you  have  been  so  long  getting  it,  it  will  be  better 
to  have  that  than  nothing.  But  your  fellowship  won't  make  it 
necessary  for  you  to  live  at  Oxford,  will  it  ?' 

*  Oh,  no.     But  then  I  may  perhaps  go  into  the  church.' 

*  Oh,  the  church,  eh  ?  Well,  it  is  a  respectable  profession ; 
only  men  have  to  work  for  nothing  in  it.' 

*  I  wish  they  did,  sir.     If  we  had  the  voluntary  system — ' 
'You  can  have  that  if  you  like.     I  know  that  the  Independent 

ministers — ' 

'  I  should  not  think  of  leaving  the  Church  of  England  on  any 
account.' 

*  You  have  decided,  then,  to  be  a  clergyman  ?' 

'  Oh,  no ;  not  decided.  Indeed,  I  really  think  that  if  a  man 
'will  work,  he  may  do  better  at  the  bar.' 

*  Very  well,  indeed — if  he  have  the  peculiar  kind  of  talent  ne- 
cessary.' 

'But,  then,  I  doubt  whether  a  practising  barrister  can  ever 
really  be  an  honest  man.' 
'What?' 

*  They  have  such  dirty  work  to  do.  They  spend  their  days  in 
making  out  that  blaqjc  is  white;  or,  worse  still,  that  white  is 
black.' 

'Pshaw!    Have  a  little  more  charity,  master  George,  and  do 
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not  be  so  over-righteous.    Some  of  the  greatest  men  of  your 
country  have  been  lawyers.' 

*  But  their  being  great  men  won't  alter  the  fact ;  nor  will  my 
being  charitable.  When  two  clear-headed  men  take, money  to 
advocate  the  different  sides  of  a  case,  each  cannot  think  that  his 
side  is  true.' 

*  Fiddlestick !  But  mind,  I  do  not  want  you  to  be  a  lawyer. 
Ton  must  choose  for  yourself.  If  you  don't  like  that  way  of  earn- 
ing your  bread,  there  are  others.' 

'  A  man  may  be  a  doctor,  to  be  sure ;  but  I  have  no  taste  that 
way.' 

*  And  is  that  the  end  of  the  list  ?' 

*  There  is  literature.  But  literature,  though  the  grandest  oc- 
cupation in  the  world  for  a  man's  leisure,  is,  I  take  it,  a  slavish 
profession.' 

*  Grub  Street,  eh  ?  Yes,  I  should  think  so.  You  never  heard 
of  commerce,  I  suppose  ?' 

*  Commerce.  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  it.  But  I  doubt  whether  I 
have  the  necessary  genius.' 

The  old  man  looked  at  him  as  though  he  doubted  whether  or 
no  he  were  being  laughed  at. 

*  The  necessary  kind  of  genius,  I  mean,'  continued  George. 

*  Very  likely  not.  Your  genius  is  adapted  to  dispersing,  per- 
haps, rather  than  collecting.' 

*  I  dare  say  it  is,  sir.' 

*  And  I  suppose  you  never  heard  of  a  man  with  a — what  is  it 
you  call  your  degree  ?  a  double-first — going  behind  a  counter. 
What  sort  of  men  are  the  double-lasts,  I  wonder !' 

*  It  is  they,  I  rather  think,  who  go  behind  the  coimters,'  said 
George,  who  had  no  idea  of  allowing  his  uncle  to  have  all  the  rail- 
lery on  his  side. 

*  Is  it,  sir  ?  But  I  rather  think  they  don't  come  out  last  when 
the  pudding  is  to  be  proved  by  the  eating.  Success  in  life  is  not 
to  be  won  by  writing  Greek  verses ;  not  though  you  write  ever 
so  many.  A  ship-load  of  them  would  not  fetch  you  the  value  of 
this  glass  of  wine  at  any  market  in  the  world.' 

'  Commerce  is  a  grand  thing,'  said  George,  with  an  air  of  con- 
viction. 

*  It  is  the  proper  work  for  men,'  said  his  uncle,  proudly. 

*  But  I  have  always  heard,'  replied  the  nephew,  *  that  a  man  in 
this  coimtry  has  no  right  to  look  to  commerce  as  a  profession  un- 
less he  possesses  capital.'  Mr.  Bertram,  feeling  that  the  tables 
had  been  turned  agamst  him,  finished  his  glass  of  wine  and  poked 
the  fire. 
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A  few  days  afterwards  the  same  subject  was  again  raised  be- 
tween tbem.  *  You  must  choose  for  yourself,  G-eorge,'  said  the 
old  man  ;  *  and  you  should  choose  quickly.' 

*  If  I  could  choose  for  myself — which  I  am  aware  that  I  cannot 
do  ;  for  circumstances,  after  all,  will  have  the  decision — but,  if  I 
could  choose,  I  would  go  into  Parliament.* 

'  G-o  where  ?'  said  Mr.  Bertram,  who  would  have  thought  it  as 
reasonable  if  his  nephew  had  proposed  to  take  a  house  in  Belgrave 
Square  with  the  view  of  earning  a  livelihood. 

*  Into  Parliament,  sir.' 

*  Is  Parliament  a  profession  ?    I  never  knew  it  before.' 

'  Perhaps  not,  ordinarily,  a  money-making  profession ;  nor  would 
I  wish  to  make  it  so.' 

*  And  what  county,  or  what  borough,  do  you  intend  to  honour 
by  representing  it  ?     Perhaps  the  University  will  return  you.' 

*  Perhaps  it  may  some  of  these  days.' 

*  And,  in  the  meantime,  you  mean  to  live  on  your  fellowship,  I 
suppose  ?' 

*  On  that  and  anything  else  that  I  can  get.' 

Mr.  Bertram  sat  quiet  for  some  time  without  speaking,  and 
George  also  seemed  inclined  to  muse  awhile  upon  the  subject. 
*  George,'  said  the  uncle,  at  last,  *  I  think  it  will  be  better  that 
we  should  thoroughly  understand  each  other.  You  are  a  good 
fellow  in  your  way,  and  I  like  you  well  enough.  But  you  must 
not  get  into  your  head  any  idea  that  you  are  to  be  my  heir.' 

*  No,  sir ;  I  won't.' 

*  Because  it  would  only  ruin  you.  My  idea  is  that  a  man  should 
make  his  own  way  in  the  world  as  I  made  mine.  If  you  were 
my  son,  it  may  be  presumed  that  I  should  do  as  other  men  do, 
and  give  you  my  money.  And,  most  probably,  you  would  make 
no  better  use  of  it  than  the  sons  of  other  men  who,  like  me,  have 
made  money.    But  you  are  not  my  son.' 

*  Quite  true,  sir ;  and  therefore  1  shall  be  saved  the  danger.  At 
any  rate,  I  shall  not  be  the  victim  of  disappointment.' 

*  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,'  said  Mr.  Bertram,  who,  however, 
did  not  give  any  proof  of  his  gladness,  seing  that  he  evinced  some 
little  addition  of  acerbity  in  his  temper  and  asperity  in  his  man* 
ner.  It  was  hard  to  have  to  deal  with  a  nephew  with  whom  he 
could  find  so  little  ground  for  complaint. 

*  But  I  have  thought  it  right  to  warn  you,'  he  continued.  *  You 
are  aware  that  up  to  the  present  moment  the  expense  of  your  edu« 
cation  has  been  borne  by  tae.' 

*  No,  sir ;  not  my  education.* 

'Not  your  education !    How,  then,  has  it  been  borne  P' 
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*  I  speak  of  my  residence  at  Oxford.  I  have  had  a  great  many 
indulgences  there,  and  you  have  paid  for  them.  The  expenses  of 
my  education  I  could  have  paid  myself.*   This  was  fair  on  George's 

Eart.    He  had  not  asked  his  uncle  for  a  liberal  allowance,  and  was 
ardly  open  to  blame  for  having  taken  it. 

*  I  only  know  I  have  paid  regularly  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
a  year  to  your  order,  and  I  find  from  Pritchett' — Pritchett  was 
his  man  of  business — '  that  I  am  paying  it  still.' 

'  He  sent  me  the  last  quarter  the  other  day ;  but  I  have  not 
touched  it.' 

*  Never  mind  ;  let  that  pass,  I  don't  know  what  your  father's 
.Tiews  are  about  you,  and  never  could  find  out.^ 

'  I  '11  ask  him.     I  mean  to  go  and  see  him.' 
•     *  Go  and  see  him !    Why,  he 's  at  Bagdad.' 

*  Yes,  If  I  start  at  once  I  shall  just  catch  him  there,  or  per- 
haps meet  him  at  Damascus.' 

*  Then  you'll  be  a  great  fool  for  your  pains — a  greater  fool  al- 
most than  I  take  yoii  to  be.  What  do  you  expect  your  father  can 
do  for  you  ?  My  belief  is,  that  if  four  hundred  pounds  would 
take  him  to  heaven,  he  couldn't  make  up  the  money.  I  don't 
think  he  could  raise  it  either  in  Europe  or  Asia.  I  am  sure  of 
this ;  I  wouldn't  lend  it  him.' 

*  In  such  a  case  as  that,  sir,  his  personal  security  would  go  for 
'80  little.' 

'  His  personal  security  has  always  gone  for  little.  But,  as  I 
was  saying,  I  have  consented  ever  since  you  went  to  Wilkinson's 
to  allow  your  father  to  throw  the  burden  of  your  expenses  on 
my  shoulders.  I  thought  it  a  pity  that  you  should  not  have  the 
chance  of  a  decent  education.  Mind,  I  claim  no  gratitude,  as  I 
shall  expect  your  father  to  pay  me  what  I  have  advanced.' 

*  How  on  earth  can  he  do  that,  sir  ?     But  perhaps  I  can.* 

*  Can  you  ?  very  well ;  then  you  can  settle  it  with  him.  But 
listen  to  me.' 

*  Listen  to  me  for  a  moment,  uncle  George.  I  think  you  are 
hard  on  my  father,  and  certainly  hard  on  me.  When  I  went  to 
Wilkinson's,  what  did  I  know  of  who  paid  the  bill  ?' 

*  Who  says  you  knew  anything,  sir  ?' 

*  And,  counting  on  ftorn  that  time,  at  what  period  ought  I  to 
have  begun  to  know  it  ?  When  should  I  have  first  learnt  to  feel 
that  I  was  a  burden  to  any  one  ?' 

*  Who  has  talked  about  a  burden  ?' 

^  You  say  I  slvi  not  to  be  your  heir  ?' 

*  Certainly  not.' 

'  I  never  thought  of  being  your  heir.  I  don't  care  a  straw  about 
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being  anybody's  heir.  What  you  have  given  freely,  I  have  taken 
freely.  As  for  ray  father,  if  you  felt  so  harshly  towards  him,  why 
4id  you  let  him  incur  this  debt  ?' 

*  I  was  to  see  you  kicked  out  of  Wilkinson's  house  and  starve 
in  the  ditch,  I  suppose  ?  But  now,  if  you  can  control  your  fine 
.feelings  for  one  moment,  will  jou  listen  to  me  ?  I  have  never 
blamed  you  in  the  matter  at  all,  and  don't  blame  you  now — at 
least  not  yet.' 

*  I  hope  you  never  will — ^that  is  about  money  matters.' 

*  Now  do  listen  to  me.  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  quite  astray 
about  a  profession.  You  don't  like  commerce,  and  what  you  said 
the  other  day  about  capital  is  quite  true.  I  count  a  man  a  knave 
who  goes  into  trade  without  capital.  In  a  small  way  we  might, 
perhaps,  have  managed  it.'  But  in  a  very  small  way  you  would 
not  have  liked  it.' 

*  Neither  small  nor  great,  sir.' 

*  Very  well.  You  need  not  be  afraid  that  anything  very  great 
will  be  thrust  upon  you.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  what  you  are 
most  fitted  for  is  a  lawyer.' 

Young  Bertram  paused  a  moment.  *  Uncle,  I  really  hardly  know. 
Sometimes  I  have  a  strange  desire  to  go  into  orders.' 

*  Very  strange  indeed !  But  now,  if  you  will  listen  to  me — I 
have  been  speaking  to  Mr.  Dry.  Messrs.  Dry  and  8tickatit  have 
done  business  for  me  for  the  last  forty  years.  Now,  George,  I  will 
advance  you  three  thousand  pounds  at  four  per  cent. — ' 

*  What  should  I  want  with  three  thousand  pounds  ? ' 

*  You  don't  suppose  you  can  get  into  a  house  like  that  without 
money,  do  you?' 

*  And  be  an  attorney  ?'  said  George,  with  a  look  of  horror  which 
almost  penetrated  the  thick  skin  of  the  old  man's  feelings.  What  I 
had  he  taken  a  double-first,  been  the  leading  man  of  his  year, 
spouted  at  the  debating  club,  and  driven  himself  nearly  dizzy  with 
Aristotle  for  this — for  a  desk  in  the  office  of  Messrs.  Dry  and 
Stickatit,  attorneys  of  old  Bucklersbury !  No,  not  for  all  the 
uncles  I  not  for  any  uncle ! 

'They  net  four  thousand  pounds  a  year,'  said  Mr.  Bertram; 
*  and  in  process  of  time  you  would  be  the  working,  partner,  and 
have,  at  any  rate,  a  full  half  of  the  busine^.' 

But,  no !  George  was  not  to  be  talked  into  such  a  scheme  as 
that  by  the  offer  of  any  loan,  by  the  mention  of  any  number  of 
thousands.  He  positively  refused  to  consider  the  proposition ; 
and  his  uncle,  with  equal  positiveness,  refused  to  hold  any  further 
converse  with  him  on  the  subject  of  a  profession.  *  Pritchett  will 
par  you  your  present  allowance,'  said  ne, '  for  two  years  longer — 
fiat  ia,  if  I  Uve.' 

1^% 
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*  I  can  do  without  it,  sir,'  s&id  George. 

*  Pritchett  will  pay  that  amount  for  two  years,'  said  the  uncle, 
with  great  positiveness ;  '  after  that  it  will  he  discontinued.  And 
for  the  next  three  months  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  here  as  my 
guest.' 

It  will  be  readily  believed  that  George  Bertram  did  not  over- 
stay the  three  months. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

JEBUSALE3£. 


But  ther^  was  no  quarrel  between  George  Bertram  uncle  and 
George  Bertram  nephew :  though  in  such  conversations  as  they 
had  about  business  they  were  not  over  civil  to  each  other,  still 
they  went  on  together  as  good  friends,  at  any  rate  as  they  ever 
had  been.  Indeed,  after  the  last  scene  which  nas  been  reported, 
the  old  man  became  more  courteous  to  his  nephew,  and  before  the 
three  months  were  over  was  almost  cordial. 

There  was  that  about  George  the  younger  which  made  the  old 
uncle  respect  him,  despite  himself.  The  London  merchant  had 
a  thorough  contempt  for  his  brother,  the  soldier  of  fortune :  he 
had  acted  as  he  had  done  on  behalf  of  that  brother's  son  almost 
more  with  the  view  of  showing  his  contem|>c,  and  getting  thereby 
an  opportunity  for  expressing  it,  than  with  any  filled  idea  of  doing 
a  kindness.  He  had  counted  also  on  despising  the  son  as  he  had 
despised  the  father ;  but  here  he  found  himself  foiled.  George 
had  taken  all  that  he  had  given,  as  any  youth  would  take  what  an 
uncle  gave ;  but  he  had  never  asked  for  more :  he  had  done  as 
well  as  it  was  possible  for  him  to  do  in  that  line  of  education  which 
had  been  tendered  to  him ;  and  now,  though  he  would  not  become 
an  attorney  or  a  merchant,  was  prepared  to  earn  his  own  bread, 
and  professed  that  he  was  able  to  support  himself  without  further 
assistance  from  any  one. 

Before  the  three  months  were  over,  his  uncle  had  more  than 
once  asked  him  to  prolong  his  visit ;  but  George  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  leave  Hadley.  His  purpose  was  to  spend  three  or  four 
months  in  going  out  to  his  father,  and  then  to  settle  in  London. 
In  the  meantime,  he  employed  himself  with  studying  the  law  of 
nations,  and  amused  his  leisure  hours  with  Coke  and  Blackstone. 

*  Tou  '11  never  find  your  father,'  said  Mr.  Bertram. 

'  At  any  rate,  I'll  try ;  and  if  I  miss  him,  I  shall  see  something 
of  the  world/ 
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'You'll  see  more  in  London  in 'three  months  than  you  Tvill 
there  in  twelve ;  and,  moreover,  you  would  not  lose  your  time.' 

But  George  was  inexorable,  and  before  the  three  months  were 
over  he  had  started  on  his  trip. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  George,'  said  Mr.  Pritchett  to  him  the 
day  before  he  went  (his  uncle  had  requested  him  to  call  on  Prit- 
chett in  the  city) — *  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  George,  but  if  I  may 
be  allowed  to  speak  a  word  or  so,  I  do  hope  you  '11  write  a  line 
now  and  then  to  the  old  gentleman  while  you  are  away.' 

Now  George  had  never  written  a  line  to  his  uncle  in  his  life ; 
all  his  communications  as  to  his  journeys  and  proposed  arrivals 
had,  by  his  uncle's  special  direction,  been  made  to  the  house- 
keeper, and  he  had  no  present  intention  of  commencing  a  corre- 
spondence. 

*  Write  to  him,  Mr.  Pritchett !  No,  I  don't  stippose  I  shall.  I 
take  it,  my  uncle  does  not  much  care  for  such  letters  as  I  should 
write.' 

*  Ah  !  but  he  would,  Mr.  George.  You  shouldn't  be  too  quick 
to  take  persons  by  their  appearances.  It 's  half  a  million  of  money, 
vou  know,  Mr.  George ;  half — a — million — of — money !'  And  Mr. 
Pritchett  put  great  stress  on  the  numeration  of  his  patron's  pre- 
sumed wealth. 

*  Half  a  million,  is  it  ?  Well,  that 's  a  great  deal,  no  doubt ; 
and  I  fully  see  the  force  of  your  excellent  argument.  But  I  fear 
there  is  nothing  to  be  done  in  that  line :  I  'm  not  bom  to  be  the 
heir  to  half  a  million  of  money ;  you  might  see  that  in  my  face.' 

Mr.  Pritchett  stared  at  him  very  hard.  *  Well,  I  can't  say  that 
I  do,  Mr.  George ;  but  take  my  word  for  it,  the  old  gentleman  is 
very  fond  of  you.' 

*  Very  fond !     That 's  a  little  too  strong,  isn't  it  ?' 

*  That  is,  if  he 's  very  fond  of  anything.  Now,  he  said  to  me 
yesterday,  "Prichett,"  says  he,  "that  boy's  going  to  Bagdad." 
"  What !  Mr.  George  ?".  says  I.  "  Yes,"  says  he ;  "  and  to  Hong 
Kong  too,  I  suppose,  before  he  comes  back :  he 's  going  after  his 
father ;"  and  then  he  gave  one  of  those  bitter  looks,  you  know. 
"  That 's  a  pity,"  says  I,  for  you  know  one  must  humour  him. 
"  He  is  a  fool,'  says  your  uncle,  "  and  always  will  be."  ' 

*  I  'm  sure,  Mr.  Pritchett,  I  'm  very  much  obliged  for  the  trou- 
ble you  are  at  in  telling  me.' 

*  Oh !  I  think  nothing  of  the  trouble.  "  And  he  knows  no  more 
about  money,"  says  your  uncle,  "  than  an  ostrich.  He  can't  go  to 
By;dad  out  of  ms  allowance."  "  Of  course  ho  can't,"  said  I. 
**  xou  had  better  put  three  hundred  pounds  to  his  credit,"  said 
tiie  old  gentleman ;  and  so,  Mr.  Greorge,  I  have.' 
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*  I  could  Lave  done  very  well  without  it,  Mr.  Pritcbett.' 

*  Perhaps  so ;  but  three  hundred  pounds  never  hurt  anybody — • 
never,  Mr.  George ;  and  I  can  tell  you  this :  if  you  play  your 
cards  well,  you  may  be  the  old  gentleman's  heir,  in  spite  oi  all  he 
says  to  the  contrary.' 

'  At  any  rate,  Mr.  Pritchett,  I  'm  very  much  obliged  to  you :' 
and  so  they  parted. 

*  He  '11  throw  that  three  hundred  pounds  in  my  teeth  the  next 
time  I  see  him,*  said  George  to  himself. 

Good  as  Mr.  Pritchett's  advice  undoubtedly  was,  Bertram  did 
not  take  it ;  and  his  uncle  received  no  line  from  him  during  the 
whole  period  of  his  absence.  Our  hero's  search  after  his  rather 
was  not  quite  of  so  intricate  a  nature  as  was  supposed  by  his 
uncle,  nor.  so  difficult  as  that  made  bv  Japhet  under  similar  circum-- 
stances.  His  route  was  to  be  by  raris,  Marseilles,  Malta,  Alex- 
andria, Jaffa,  Jerusalem,  and  Damascus,  and  he  had  written  to  Sir 
Lionel,  requesting  him  to  write  to  either  or  all  of  those  addresses- 
Neither  in  Prance,  nor  Malta,  nor  Egypt  did  he  receive  any  let- 
ters ;  but  in  the  little  town  of  Jaffa,  where  he  first  put  his  foot  on 
Asiatic  soil,  a  despatch  from  his  father  was  awaiting  him.  Sir 
Lionel  was  about  to  leave  Persia,  and  was  proceeding  to  Constan- 
tinople on  public  service ;  but  he  would  go  out  of  his  course  to 
meet  his  son  at  Jerusalem. 

The  tone  of  Sir  Lionel's  letter  was  very  unlike  that  of  Mr.  Ber- 
tram's conversation.  He  heartily  congratulated  his  son  on  the 
splendid  success  of  his  degree ;  predicted  for  him  a  ^ture  career 
both  brilliant  and  rich ;  declared  that  it  was  the  dearest  wish  of 
his  heart  to  embrace  his  son,  and  spoke  of  their  spending  a  few 
weeks  together  at  Jerusalem  almost  with  rapture. 

This  letter  very  much  delighted  George.  He  had  a  natural 
anxiety  to  think  well  of  his  father,  and  had  not  altogether  be- 
lieved the  evil  that  had  been  rather  hinted  than  spoken  of  him  by 
Mr.  Bertram.  The  colonel  had  certainly  not  hitherto  paid  hira 
very  much  parental  attention,  and  had  generally  omitted  to  answer 
the  few  letters  which  George  had  written  to  him.  But  a  son  is 
not  ill  incHned  to  accept  acts  of  new  grace  from  a  father ;  and 
there  was  something  so  delightful  in  the  tone  and  manner  of  Sir 
Lionel's  letter,  it  was  so  friendly  as  well  as  affectionate,  so  per- 
fectly devoid  of  the  dull,  monotonous,  lecture-giving  asperity  with 
which  ordinary  fathers  too  often  season  their  ordinary  epistles, 
that  he  was  in  raptures  with  his  newly-found  correspondent. 

*  I  would  not  miss  seeing  you  for  worlds,'  wrote  Sir  Lionel ; 
^and  although  I  have  been  ordered  to  Constajitinople  with  all  the* 
imjfwdiate  haste  which  your  civil-service  grandees  always  use  in 
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tddressing  us  military  slayes,  it  shall  go  hard  with  me  but  I  will 
steal  a  fortnight  from  them  in  order  to  pass  it  with  you  at  Jeru- 
salem* I  suppose  I  shall  scarce  know  you,  or  you  me  :  but  when 
you  see  an  old  gentleman  in  a  military  frock,  with  a  bald  head,  a" 
hook  nose,  and  a  rather  short  allowance  of  teeth,  you  may  then  be 

sure  that  you  look  upon  vour  father.  However,  I  will  be  at  Z 's 

Hotel — I  believe  they  honour  the  caravansary  with  that  name — 
as  soon  as  possible  after  the  14th/ 

His  ancle  had  at  any  rate  been  quite  wrong  in  predicting  that 
his  &ther  would  keep  out  of  his  way.  So  far  was  this  from  being 
thQ  case,  that  Sir  Lionel  was  going  to  put  himself  to  considerable; 
inconvenience  to  meet  him.  It  might  be,  and  no  doubt  was  the 
case,  that  Mr.  Bertram  the  merchant  bad  put  together  a  great  deal 
more  money  than  Colonel  Bertram  the  soldier ;  but  the  putting 
together  of  money  was  no  virtue  in  George's  eyes ;  and  if  Sir 
Lionel  had  not  remitted  a  portion  of  his  pay  as  regularly  as  he 
perhaps  should  have  done,  that  should  not  now  be  counted  as  a 
vice.  It  may  perhaps  be  surmised  that  had  George  Bertram  sufV 
fered  much  in  consequence  of  his  father's  negligence  in  remitting, 
he  might  have  been  disposed  to  look  at  the  matter  in  a  different 
light. 

He  had  brought  but  one  servant  with  him,  a  dragoman  whom 
he  had  picked  up  at  Malta,  and  with  him  he  started  on  his  ride 
from  the  city  of  oranges.  Oranges  grow  plentifully  enough  in 
Spain,  in  Malta,  in  Egypt,  in  Jamaica,  and  other  places,  but 
within  five  miles  of  Jaffa  nothing  else  is  grown — if  we  except  the 
hedges  of  prickly  pear  which  divide  the  gardens.  Orange  garden 
succeeds  to  orange  garden  tiU  one  finds  oneself  on  the  broad  open 
desert  that  leads  away  to  Jerusalem. 

There  is  something  enticing  to  an  Englishman  in  the  idea  of 
riding  off  through  the  desert  with  a  pistol  girt  about  his  wrist,  a 
portmanteau  strapped  on  one  horse  before  him,  and  an  only  at- 
tendant seated  on  another  behind  him.  There  is  a  soupgon  oi 
danger  in  the  journey  just  sufficient  to  give  it  excitement ;  and 
then  it  is  so  un-English,  oriental,  and  inconvenient ;  so  opposed 
to  the  accustomed  haste  and  comfort  of  a  railway ;  so  out  of  his 
hitherto  beaten  way  of  life,  that  he  is  delighted  to  get  into  the 
saddle.  But  it  may  be  a  question  whether  he  is  not  generally 
nuxre  delighted  to  get  out  of  it ;  particularly  if  that  saddle  be  a 
Turkish  one. 

.  C^eorge  had  heard  of  Arab  horses,  and  the  clouds  of  dust  which 
rhe&om  their  winged  feet.  When  first  he  got  beyond  the  hedges 
of  the  orange  gardens,  he  expected  to  gallop  forth  till  he  foun4 
himself  beneath  the  walls  of  Jerusalem.    But  he  had  before  him 
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mnny  an  hour  of  tedious  labour  ere  those  walls  were  seen.  His 
pace  was  about  four  miles  an  hour.  During  the  early  day  he 
strove  frequently  to  mend  it ;  but  as  the  sun  became  hot  in  the 
heavens,  his  efforts  after  speed  were  gradually  reduced,  and  long 
before  evening  he  had  begun  to  think  that  Jerusalem  was  a  myth, 
his  dragoman  an  impostor,  and  his  Arab  steed  the  sornest  of  jades. 
'  It  is  the  longest  joum^  I  ever  took  in  my  life,'  said  George. 

*  Longest ;  yes.  A  top  of  two  mountain  more,  and  two  go-down, 
and  then  there ;  yes,'  said  the  dragoman,  among  whose  various  ac- 
complishments that  of  speaking  English  could  hardly  be  reckoned 
as  the  most  prominent. 

At  last  the  two  mountains  more  and  the  two  go-downs  were 
performed,  and  George  wm  informed  that  the  wall  he  saw  rising 
sharp  from  the  rocky  ground  was  Jerusalem.  There  is  something 
very  peculiar  in  the  first  appearance  of  a  walled  city  that  has  no 
suburbs  or  extramural  adjuncts.  It  is  like  that  of  a  fortress  of 
cards  built  craftily  on  a  table.  With  us  in  England  it  is  always 
difficult  to  say  where  the  country  ends  and  where  the  town  begins ; 
and  even  with  the  walled  towns  of  the  Continent,  one  rarely  comes 
upon  them  so  as  to  see  the  sharp  angles  of  a  gray  stone  wall 
shining  in  the  sun,  as  they  do  in  the  old  pictures  of  the  cities  in 
*  Pilgrim's  Progress.' 

But  so  it  is  with  Jerusalem.  One  rides  up  to  the  gate  feeling 
that  one  is  still  in  the  desert ;  and  yet  a  moment  more,  with  the 
permission  of  those  very  dirty-looking  Turkish  soldiers  at  the  gate, 
will  place  one  in  the  city.  One  rides  up  to  the  gate,  and  as  every 
one  now  has  a  matured  opinion  as  to  the  taking  of  casemated  bat- 
teries and  the  inefficiency  of  granite  bastions,  one's  first  idea  is 
how  delightfully  easy  it  would  be  to  take  Jerusalem.  It  is  at 
any  rate  easy  enough  to  enter  it,  for  the  dirty  Turkish  soldiers  do 
not  even  look  at  you,  and  you  soon  become  pleasantly  aware  that 
you  are  beyond  the  region  of  passports. 

George  Bertram  had  promised  himself  that  the  moment  in 
which  he  first  saw  Jerusalem  should  be  one  of  intense  mental  in- 
terest ;  and  when,  riding  away  from  the  orange  gardens  at  Jaffa, 
he  had  endeavoured  to  urge  his  Arab  steed  into  that  enduring 
gallop  which  was  to  carry  him  up  to  the  city  of  the  sepulchre,  his 
heart  was  ready  to  melt  into  ecstatic  pathos  as  soon  as  that  gallop 
should  have  been  achieved.  But  the  time  for  ecstatic  pathos  had 
altogether  passed  away  before  he  rode  in  at  that  portal.  He  was 
then  swearing  vehemently  at  his  floundering  jade,  and  giving  up  to 
all  the  fiends  of  Tartarus  the  accursed  saddle  which  had  been  spe- 
cially contrived  with  the  view  of  lacerating  the  nether  Christian  man; 

*  Where  on  earth  is  this  d hotel  ?'  said  he,  when  he  and 
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liis  dragoman  and  portmaDteau  had  been  floundering  for  about 
five  minutes  down  a  steep,  narrow,  ill-paved  lane,  with  a  half- 
formed  gully  in  the  middle,  very  slippery  with  orange-peel  and 
old  vegetables,  and  crowded  with  the  turbans  of  all  the  Eastern 
races.  '  Do  you  call  this  a  street  P'  After  all  his  sentiment,  all 
his  emotions,  all  his  pious  resolves,  it  was  thus  that  our  hero  en- 
tered Jerusalem !  But  what  piety  can  withstand  the  wear  and 
tear  of  twelve  hours  in  a  Turkish  saddle  P 

'  Is  this  a  street  ?'  said  he.  It  was  the  main  street  in  Jerusa- 
lem. The  first,  or  among  the  first  in  grandeur  of  those  sacred 
ways  which  he  had  intended  hardly  to  venture  to  pass  with  shoes 
on  his  feet.  His  horse  turning  a  corner  as  he  followed  the  drago- 
man again  slipped  and.  almost  fell.  Whereupon  Bertram  again 
cursed.  But  then  he  was  not  only  tired  and  sore,  but  very  hun- 
gry also.  Our  finer  emotions  should  always  be  encouraged  with 
a  stomach  moderately  full. 

At  last  they  stopped  at  a  door  in  a  wall,  which  the  dragoman 

pronounced  to  be  the  entrance  of  Z 's  hotel.    In  fact  they  had 

not  yet  been  full  ten  minutes  within  the  town ;  but  the  streets 
certainly  were  not  well  paved.  In  five  minutes  more,  George  was 
in  his  room,  strewing  sofas  and  chairs  with  the  contents  of  his 
portmanteau,  and  inquiring  with  much  energy  what  was  the  hour 
fixed  for  the  table  d'h6te.  He  found,  with  much  inward  satis- 
&ction,  that  he  had  just  twenty  minutes  to  prepare  himself.  At 
Jerusalem,  as  elsewhere,  these  after  all  are  the  traveller's  first 
main  questions.  When  is  the  table  d'hote  P.  Where  is  the  cathe- 
dral P  At  what  hour  does  the  train  start  to-morrow  morning  ? 
It  will  be  some  years  yet,  but  not  very  many,  before  the  latter 
question  is  asked  at  Jerusalem. 

Bertram  had  arrived  about  a  fortnight  before  Easter,  and  the 
town  was  already  full  of  pilgrims,  congregated  for  that  ceremony, 
and  of  English  and  Americans  who  had  come  to  look  at  the  pU- 
gnms. 

The  inn  was  nearly  full,  and  George,  when  he  entered  the  pub- 
lic room,  heard  such  a  Babel  of  English  voices,  and  such  a  clatter 
of  English  spoons  that  he  might  have  fancied  himself  at  the  top 
of  the  Bighi  or  in  a  Bhine  steamboat.  But  the  subjects  under 
discussion  all  savoured  of  the  Holy  Land. 

*  Mrs.  Bose,  we  are  going  to  have  a  picnic  on  Monday  in  the 
Valley  of  Jehoshaphat ;  will  you  and  your  young  ladies  join  us  ? 
We  shall  send  the  hampers  to  the  tomb  of  !6achariah.' 

*  Thank  you,  Miss  Todd ;  we  should  have  been  so  happy ;  but 
we  have  only  three  days  to  do  Bethlehem,  the  Dead  Sea,  and  Je- 
ridio.    We  must  be  ofi*  to-morrow.' 
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'  Mamma,  I  lost  my  parasol  somewhere  coming  down  the  Mount 
of  Offence.    Those  nasty  Arab  children  must  have  stolen  it.' 

*They  say  the  people  in  Siloam  are  the  greatest  thieves  in 
Syria ;  and  nobody  dares  to  meddle  with  them.' 

*  But  I  saw  it  in  your  hand,  my  dear,  at  the  Well  of  Bnrogel.' 

*  What,  no  potatoes !  there  were  potatoes  yesterday.  Waiter, 
waiter ;  who  ever  heard  of  setting  people  down  to  dinner  without 
potatoes  P' 

*  Well,  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  it.  If  that  is  the  tomb  of 
Nicodemus,  that  seems  to  settle  the  question.  May  I  trouble  you 
for  the  salt  ?' 

*  Mr.  Pott,  I  won't  have  anything  more  to  say  to  you ;  you  have 
no  faith.     I  believe  it  all.' 

*  What,  all  ?  from  Calvary  upstairs  in  the  gallery  dovm  to  the 
dark  comer  where  the  cock  crew  P' 

*  Yes,  all,  Mr.  Pott.  Why  should  not  a  cock  crow  there  as 
well  as  anywhere  else  ?     It  is  so  beautiful  to  believe.' 

George  Bertram  found  himself  seated  next  to  a  lady-like  well- 
dressed  Englishwoman  of  the  middle  age,  whom  he  heard  called 
Miss  Baker ;  and  next  to  her  again  sat-— an  angel !  whom  Miss 
Baker  called  Caroline,  and  whom  an  odious  man  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  her  called  Miss  Waddington. 

All  my  readers  will  probably  at  different  times  have  made  part 
of  a  table-d'h6te  assemblage ;  and  most  of  them,  especially  those 
who  have  travelled  with  small  parties,  will  know  how  essential  it 
is  to  one's  comfort  to  get  near  to  pleasant  neighbours.  The  young 
man's  idea  of  a  pleasant  neighbour  is  of  course  a  pretty  girl. 
What  the  young  ladies'  idea  may  be  I  don't  pretend  to  say.  But 
it  certainly  does  seem  to  be  happily  arranged  by  Providence  that 
the  musty  fusty  people,  and  the  nicy  spicy  people,  and  the  witty 
pretty  people  do  severally  assemble  and  get  together  as  they 
ought  to  do. 

Bertram's  next-door  neighbour  was  certainly  of  the  nicy  spicy 
order ;  but  this  did  not  satisfy  him.  He  would  have  been  very 
well  pleased  to  talk  to  Miss  Baker,  had  it  not  been  for  the  close 
contiguity  of  Miss  Waddington ;  and  even  her  once-removed  vici- 
nity would  not  have  made  him  unhappy,  had  not  that  odious  man 
on  her  lefb  had  so  much  to  say  about  the  village  of  Emmaus  and 
the  Valley  of  Ajalon. 

Now  be  it  knovm  to  all  men  that  Caroline  Waddington  is  our 
donna  primissima — the  personage  of  most  importance  in  these 
pages.  It  is  for  her  that  you  are  to  weep,  with  her  that  you  are 
to  sympathize,  and  at  her  that  you  are  to  wonder.  I  would  that 
I  could  find  it  compatible  with  my  duty  to  introduce  her  to  this. 
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circle  T^ithout  any  minute  details  of  her  bodily  and  mental  charms ; 
but  I  have  already  been  idle  in  the  ease  of  Adela  Gauntlet,  and  I 
feel  that  a  donna  primissima  has  claims  to  desdripf  ion  which  I 
cannot  get  over.  Only  not  exactly  now  ;  in  a  few  chapters  hence 
we  shall  have  Miss  Waddington  actively  eiigaged  upon  the  scene, 
and  then  she  shall  be  described. 

It  must  suffice  now  to  say  that  she  was  an  orphan ;  that  since 
her  father^s  death  she  had  lived  with  her  aunt,  Miss  Baker,  chiefly 
at  Littlebath ;  that  Miss  Baker  had,  at  her  niece's  instance,  been 
to  Egypt,  up  the  Nile,  across  the  short  desert — (short !)  having 
travelled  from  Cairo  to  Jerusalem, — and  that  now,  thoroughly 
sick  of  the  oriental  world,  she  was  anxious  only  to  get  back  to 
Littlebath ;  while  Caroline,  more  enthusiastic  and  much  younger, 
urged  her  to  go  on  to  Damascus  and  Lebanon,  to  Beyrout  and 
Smyrna,  and  thence  home,  merely  visiting  Constantinople  and 
Athens  on  the  way. 

Had  Bertram  heard  the  terms  in  which  Miss  Waddington  spoke 
of  the  youth  who  was  so  great  about  Ajalon  when  she  and  her 
aunt  were  in  their  own  room,  and  also  the  words  in  which  that 
aunt  spoke  of  him,  perhaps  he  might  have  been  less  provoked. 

'  Aunt,  that  Mr.  M*Gabbery  is  an  ass.  I  am  sure  he  has  ears 
if  one  could  only  see  them.  I  am  so  tired  of  him.  Don't  you 
think  we  could  get  on  to  Damascus  tomorrow  ?' 

*  K  we  did,  I  have  no  doubt  he  'd  come  too.'    Mr.  M*Gabbery 
had  been  one  of  the  party  who  crossed  the  desert  with  them  from' 
Cairo. 

*  Impossible,  aunt.  The  Hunters  are  ready  to  start  tomorrow, 
or,  if  not,  the  day  after,  and  I  know  they  would  not  have  him.' 

'Bat,  my  dear,  I  really  am  not  equal  to  Damascus.  A  few 
more  days  on  a  camel — ' 

*  But,  aunt,  you  '11  have  a  horse.' 

*  That 's  worse,  I  'm  sure.  And,  moreover,  I  've  found  an  old 
friend,  and  one  that  you  will  like  very  much.' 

*  What,  that  exceedingly  ugly  young  man  that  sat  next  to  you  P* 

*  Yes.  That  exceedingly  ugly  young  man  I  remember  as  the 
prettiest  baby  in  the  world — not  that  I  think  he  is  ugly.  He  is, 
nowever,  no  other  than  the  nephew  of  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  What,  papa's  Mr.  Bertram  ?' 

*  Yes ;  your  father's  Mr.  Bertram.  Therefore,  if  old  Mr.  Ber- 
tram should  die,  and  this  young  man  should  be  his  heir,  he  would 
have  the  charge  of  all  your  money.  You  'd  better  be  gracious  to 
him.' 

*  How  odd !     But  what  is  he  like  ?' 

'He  is  one  of  the  cleverest  young  men  of  the  day.    I  had 
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heard  that  he  had  distinguished  himself  very  much  at  Oxford ; 
and  he  certainly  is  a  most  agreeable  companion.'  And  so  it  was 
arranged  between  them  that  they  would  not  start  to  Damascus 
as  yet,  in  spite  of  any  evil  that  Mr.  M'Gabbery  might  inflict  on 
them. 

On  the  next  morning  at  breakfast,  Bertram  managed  to  sepa- 
rate the  aunt  from  the  niece  by  sitting  between  them.  It  was 
long,  however,  before  Mr.  M'Gabbery  gave  up  the  battle.  When 
he  found  that  an  interloper  was  interfering  with  his  peculiar  pro- 
perty, he  began  to  tax  his  conversational  powers  to  the  utmost. 
He  was  greater  than  ever  about  Ajalon,  and  propounded  some 
very  startling  theories  with  reference  to  Emraaus.  He  recalled 
over  and  over  again  the  interesting  bits  of  their  past  journey; 
how  tired  they  had  been  at  Gaza,  where  he  had  worked  for  the 
ladies  like  a  slave — how  terribly  Miss  Baker  had  been  frightened 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ariraathea,  where  he,  Mr.  M*Gabbery, 
had  specially  looked  to  his  pistols  with  the  view  of  waging  war 
on  three  or  four  supposed  Bedouins  who  were  seen  to  be  hovering 
on  the  hill-sides.  But  all  would  not  do.  Miss  Waddington  was 
almost  tired  of  Gaza  and  Arimathea,  and  Miss  Baker  seemed  to 
have  a  decided  preference  for  London  news.  So  at  last  Mr. 
M'Gabbery  became  silent  and  grand,  and  betook  himself  to  his 
associations  and  a  map  of  Palestine  in  a  comer. 

Bertram,  when  fortified  with  a  night's  rest  and  a  good  breakfast, 
was  able  to  recover  his  high-toned  feeling,  and,  thus  armed,  pro- 
ceeded alone  to  make  his  first  visit  to  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulchre.  It  was  a  Sunday,  the  last  Sunday  in  Lent ;  and  he 
determined  to  hear  mass  in  the  Greek  Church,  and  ascertain  for 
himself  how  much  devotion  an  English  Protestant  could  experience 
in  the  midst  of  this  foreign  worship.  But  one  mass  was  over  and 
another  not  begun  when  he  reached  the  building,  and  he  had  thus 
time  to  follow  his  dragoman  to  the  various  wonders  of  that  very 
wonderful  building. 

It  is  now  generally  known  in  England  of  what  the  church  of 
the  holy  places  consists;  but  no  one  who  has  not  seen  it,  and 
none,  indeed,  who  have  not  seen  it  at  Easter-time,  can  fully  re- 
alize all  the  absurdity  which  it  contains  and  all  the  devotion  which 
it  occasions.  Bertram  was  first  carried  to  the  five  difierent 
churches  which  have  crowded  themselves  together  under  the  same 
roof.  The  Greeks  have  by  far  the  best  of  it.  Their  shrine  is 
gaudy  and  glittering,  and  their  temple  is  large  and  in  some  de- 
cree imposing.  The  Latins,  whom  we  call  Soman  Catholics,  are 
much  less  handsomely  lodged,  and  their  tinsel  is  by  far  more  dingy. 
The  Greeks,  too,  possess  the  hole  in  which  stood — bo  they  say — 
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the  cross  of  Our  Saviour ;  while  the  Latins  are  obliged  to  put  up 
with  the  sites  on  which  the  two  thieves  were  crucified.  Then  the 
church  of  the  Armenians,  for  which  you  have  to  descend  almost 
into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  is  still  less  grand  in  its  pretensions, 
is  more  sombre,  more  dark,  more  dirty ;  but  it  is  as  the  nave  of 
St.  Peter's  when  compared  to  the  poor  wooden-cased  altar  of  the 
Abyssinians,  or  the  dark  unfurnished  gloomy  cave  in  which  the 
Syrian  Christians  worship,  so  dark  that  the  eye  cannot  at  first  dis- 
cover its  only  ornament — a  small  ill-made  figure  of  the  crucified 
Bedeemer. 

We  who  are  accustomed  to  Soman  Catholic  gorgeousness  in 
Italy  and  France  can  hardly  at  first  understand  why  the  Pope 
here  should  play  so  decidedly  a  second  fiddle.  But  as  he  is  held 
to  be  God's  vicegerent  among  the  people  of  south-western  Europe, 
so  is  the  Bussian  emperor  among  the  Christians  of  the  East.  He, 
the  Bussian,  is  still  by  far  the  greatest  pope  in  Jerusalem,  and  is 
treated  with  a  much  greater  respect,  a  much  truer  belief  than  is 
his  brother  of  Bome,  even  among  Bomans. 

Eive  or  six  times  Bertram  had  attempted  to  get  into  the  Taber- 
nacle of  the  Holy  Sepulchre ;  but  so  great  had  been  the  rush  of 
pilgrims,  that  he  had  nitherto  failed.  At  last  his  dragoman  espied 
a  lull,  and  went  again  to  the  battle.  To  get  into  the  little  out- 
side  chapel,  which  forms,  as  it  were,  a  vestibule  to  the  cell  of  the 
sepulchre,  and  from  which  on  Easter  Saturday  issue  the  miracu- 
lous flames,  was  a  thing  to  be  achieved  by  moderate  patience. 
His  close  oontiguity  to  Candiotes  and  Copts,  to  Armenians  and 
Abyssinians  was  not  a^eeable  to  our  hero,  for  the  contiguity  was 
very  close,  and  Christians  of  these  nations  are  not  very  cleanly. 
But  this  was  nothing  to  the  task  of  entering  the  sanctum  sanc- 
torum. To  this  there  is  but  one  aperture,  and  that  is  but  four 
feet  high ;  tnen  entering  it  go  in  head  foremost,  and  those  retreat- 
ing come  oiit  in  the  other  direction ;  and  as  it  is  impossible  that 
two  should  pass,  and  as  two  or  three  are  always  trying  to  come 
oat,  and  ten  or  twelve  equally  anxious  to  get  in,  the  struggle  to 
an  Englishman  is  disagreeably  warm,  though  to  an  Orientid  it  is 
probably  matter  of  interesting  excitement. 

But  for  his '  dragoman,  Bertram  would  never  have  succeeded. 
He,  however,  bO  pulled  and  hauled  these  anxious  devotees,  so 
thrust  in  those  who  endeavoured  to  come  out,  and  clawed  back 
those  who  strove  to  get  in,  that  the  passage  became  for  a  moment 
dear,  and  our  hero,  having  bent  low  his  head,  found  himself  stand- 
in^with  his  hand  on  the  marble  slab  of  the  tomb. 

Those  who  were  there  around  him  seemed  to  be  the  outcasts  of 
.the  world,  exactly  those  whom  he  would  have  objected  to  meet,  un- 
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armed,  on  tbe  roads  of  Greece  or  among  tbe  hills  of  Armenia; 
cut-throat-looking  wretches,  with  close  shaven  heads,  dirty  beards, 
and  angiT  eyes ;  men  clothed  in  skins,  or  huge  skin-like-looking 
cloaks,  filthy,  foul,  alive  with  vermin,  reeking  with  garlic, — abomi- 
nable to  an  Englishman.  There  was  about  them  a  certain  dignity 
of  demeanour,  a  natural  aptitude  to  carry  themselves  with  ease, 
and  even  a  not  impure  taste  for  colour  among  their  dirt.  But 
these  Christians  of  the  Bussian  Church  hardly  appeared  to  him  to 
be  brothers  of  his  own  creed. 

But  he  did  put  his  hand  on  the  slab  of  the  tomb ;  and  as  he  did 
so,  two  young  Greeks,  brothers  by  blood — Greeks  by  their  creed, 
though  of  what  actual  nation  Bertram  was  quite  unable  to  say — 
pressed  their  lips  vehemently  to  the  marble.  They  were  dirty, 
shorn  about  the  head,  dangerous-looking,  and  skin-clothed,  as  we 
have  described;  men  very  low  in  the  scale  of  humanity  when 
compared  with  their  fellow-pilgrim ;  but,  nevertheless,  they  were 
to  hmi  at  that  moment  objects  of  envy.  They  believed :  so  much 
at  any  rate  was  clear  to  him.  By  whatever  code  of  morals  they 
might  be  able  to  govern  their  lives,  whether  by  any,  or  as,  alas  ! 
might  be  too  likely,  by  none,  at  least  they  possessed  a  faith. 
Christ  to  them  was  an  actual  living  truth,  though  they  knew  how 
to  worship  him  no  better  than  by  thus  kissing  a  stone,  which  had 
in  fact  no  closer  reference  to  the  Saviour  than  any  other  stone 
they  might  have  kissed  in  their  own  country.  They  believed; 
and  as  they  reverently  pressed  their  foreheads,  lips,  and  hands  to 
the  top  and  sides  and  edges  of  the  sepulchre,  their  f^ith  became 
ecstatic.  It  was  thus  that  Bertram  would  fain  have  entered  that 
little  chapel,  thus  that  he  would  have  felt,  thus  that  he  would  have 
acted  had  he  been  able.  So  had  he  thought  to  feel — in  such  an 
agony  of  faith  had  he  been  minded  there  to  kneel.  But  he  did 
not  kneel  at  all.  He  remarked  to  himself  that  the  place  was  in- 
ordinately close,  that  his  contiguity  to  his  religious  neighbours 
was  disagreeable ;  and  then,  stooping  low  his  head,  not  in  reve- 
rence, but  with  a  view  to  backing  himself  out  from  the  small  en- 
closure, with  some  delay  and  much  precaution,  and,  to  speak 
truth,  with  various  expressions  of  anger  against  those  who  with 
their  heads  continued  to  push  him  the  way  he  did  not  wish  to  go, 
he  retreated  from  the  chapel.  Nor  while  he  was  at  Jerusalem  did 
he  feel  sufficient  interest  in  the  matter  again  to  enter  it.  He  had 
done  that  deed,  he  had  killed  that  lion,  and,  ticking  it  off  from  his 
list  of  celebrities  as  one  celebrity  disposed  of,  he  thought  but 
little  more  about  it.  Such,  we  believe,  are  the  visits  of  most  En- 
.glish  Christians  to  the  so-called  Holy  Sepulchre. 

And  then  he  killed  the  other  lions  there :  Calvary  up  in  the 
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gallery;  the  garden,  so  called,  in  which  the  risen  Saviour  addressed 
the  women  running  from  the  sepulchre ;  the  place  where  Peter's 
cock  crew ;  the  tomb  of  Nicodemus — all  within  the  same  church, 
all  under  the  one  roof — all  at  least  under  what  should  be  a  roof, 
only  now  it  has  fallen  into  ruin,  so  that  these  sacred  places  are 
open  to  the  rain  of  heaven,  and  Greeks  and  Latins  having  quar- 
relled about  the  repairs,  the  Turks,  now  lords  of  the  Holy  Sepul- 
chre, have  taken  the  matter  into  their  own  hands,  and  declared 
that  no  repairs  shall  be  done  by  any  of  them. 

And  then  he  attended  the  Greek  mass — at  least,  he  partly  be- 
lieved that  he  did  so,  somewhat  doubting,  for  the  mass  was  not 
said  as  are  those  of  the  Eomans,  out  at  an  open  altar  before  the 
people,  but  in  a  holy  of  holies ;  very  holy,  it  may  be  imagined, 
from  the  manner  in  which  the  worshipers  rubbed  their  foreheads 
against  certain  gratings,  through  which  a  tantalizing  glimpse 
might  be  had  of  the  fine  things  that  were  going  on  within.  Had 
they  but  known  it,  it  might  all  have  been  seen,  holy  of  holies, 
head-wagging  priest,  idle  yawning  assistant,  with  legs  stretched 
oat,  half  asleep,  mumblement,  jumblement  and  all,  from  a  little 
back  window  in  a  passage  openipg  from  that  Calvary  gaUery  up- 
stairs.  From  thence  at  least  did  these  profane  eyes  look  down 
and  see  all  the  mumblement  and  jumblement,  which  after  all  was 
little  enough  ;  but  saw  especially  the  idle  cferical  apprentice  who, 
had  that  screen  been  down,  and  had  he  been  called  on  to  do  his 
altar  work  before  the  public  eye,  would  not  have  been  so  nearly 
flsleep,  as  may  perhaps  be  said  of  other  clerical  performers  nearer 
home. 

But  Bertram's  attention  was  mainly  occupied  with  watching 
the  devotions  of  a  single  woman.  She  was  a  female  of  one  of 
those  strange  nations,  decently  clad,  about  thirty  years  of  age, 
pleasant  to  the  eye  were  she  not  so  dirty,  and  had  she  not  that 
wild  look,  halfway  between  the  sallow  sublime  and  the  danger- 
ously murderous,  which  seems  common  to  oriental  Christians, 
whether  men  or  women.  Heaven  might  know  of  what  sins  she 
came  there  to  leave  the  bui*den :  heaven  did  know,  doubtless ;  but 
from  the  length  of.  her  manoeuvres  in  quitting  herself  of  their 
weight,  one  would  say  that  they  were  heavy ;  aud  yet  she  went 
through  her  task  with  composea  dignity,  with  an  alacrity  that  was 
almost  joyous,  and  certainly  with  no  intentional  self-abasement. 

Entering  the  church  with  a  quick  step,  she  took  up  a  position 
as  though  she  had  selected  a  special  stone  on  which  to  stand. 
There,  with  head  erect,  but  bowing  between  each  ceremony,  she 
crossed  herself  three  times ;  then  sinking  on  her  knees,  thrice  she 
piesaed  lier  forehead  to  the. floor;  then  rising  again,  again  she 
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crossed  herself.  Having  so  done  somewhat  to  the  right  of  the 
church,  but  near  the  altar-screen,  she  did  the  same  on  the  corre- 
sponding stone  towards  the  leflb,  and  then  again  the  same  on  a  stone 
behind  the  others,  but  in  the  centre.  After  this  she  retreated 
further  back,  and  did  three  more  such  worshipings,  always  choos- 
ing her  stone  with  an  eye  to  architectural  regularity ;  then  again, 
getting  to  the  backward,  she  did  three  more,  thus  completing  her 
appointed  task,  having  crossed  herself  thirty- six  times,  and  pressed 
her  head  with  twenty-seven  pressures  upon  the  floor.  And  so, 
having  finished,  she  quickly  withdrew.  Did  any  slightest  prayer, 
any  idea  of  praying,  any  thought  of  a  God  giving  grace  and  par- 
don if  only  asked  to  give,  once  enter  that  bowing  bosom  ? 

*  Why  do  those  Turks  sit  there  ?'  said  Bertram,  as  he  left  the 
building.  Why,  indeed  ?  It  was  strange  to  see  five  or  six  stately 
Turks,  strict  children  of  the  Prophet  doubtless,  sitting  there 
within  the  door  of  this  temple  dedicated  to  the  Nazarene  G-od, 
sitting  there  and  looking  as  though  they  of  all  men  had  the  most 
right  so  to  sit,  and  were  most  at  home  in  so  sitting ;  nay,  they 
had  a  divan  there,  were  drinking  coffee  there  out  of  little  double 
cups,  as  is  the  manner  of  these  people ;  were  not  smoking,  cer- 
tainly, as  is  their  manner  also  in  all  other  places. 

'  Dem  guard  de  keys,'  said  the  dragoman. 

*  Guard  the  keys!' 

*  Tes,  yes  ;  open  de  lock,  and  not  let  de  Christian  fight.' 

So  it  is.  In  such  manner  is  proper,  fitting,  peaceable  conduct 
maintained  within  the  thrice  Christian  walls  of  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Sepulchre. 

On  his  return  to  the  hotel,  Bertram  accepted  an  invitation  to 
join  Miss  Todd's  picnic  in  the  Valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  and  then 
towards  evening  strolled  up  alone  on  to  the  Mount  of  Olives. 


CHAPTER  Yn. 

THE   MOUNT  OF  OLIVES. 


If  there  be  one  place  told  of  in  holy  writ,  the  name  of  which  gives 
rise  to  more  sacred  feelings  than  any  other,  it  is  that  of  the  Mount 
of  Olives ;  and  if  there  be  a  spot  in  that  land  of  wondrous  memo- 
ries which  does  bring  home  to  the  believer  in  Christ  some  indivi- 
dualized remembrance  of  his  Saviour's  earthly  pilgrimage,  that 
certainly  is  it. 

There  is  no  doubting  there,  no  question  there  whether  or  no  tho 
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ground  on  wbicli  you  tread  was  not  first  called  *the  mount'  by 
some  Byzantine  Sophia ;  whether  tradition  respecting  it  can  go 
back  further  than  Constantino ;  whether,  in  real  truth,  that  was 
the  hill  over  which  Jesus  walked  when  he  travelled  from  the  house 
of  Lazarus  at  Bethany  to  fulfil  his  mission  in  the  temple.  No : 
let  me  take  any  ordinary  believing  Protestant  Christian  to  that 
spot,  and  I  will  as  broadly  defy  him  to  doubt  there  as  I  will  defy 
him  to  believe  in  that  filthy  church  of  the  holy  places. 

The  garden  of  Gethsemane  near  the  city,  *  over  the  brook  Ce- 
dron,'  where  he  left  his  disciples  resting  while  he  went  yonder  to 
pray;  the  hill-side  on  which  the  angel  appeared  unto  him,  strength- 
ening him,  and  whither  Judas  and  the  multitude  came  out  to  take 
him ;  Bethany,  the  town  of  Mary  and  Martha,  *  fifteen  furlongs 
from  Jerusalem,'  where  Lazarus  was  raised  from  the  dead ;  the 
spot  from  whence  he  sent  for  the  ass  and  the  ass's  colt ;  the  path 
from  thence  to  the  city  by  which  he  rode  when  the  multitude 
*  cried,  saying,  Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David !'  the  same  multitude 
which  afterwards  came  out  against  him  with  staves :  these  places 
are  there,  now  as  they  were  in  his  day,  very  credible — nay,  more, 
impossible  not  to  be  believed.  These  are  the  true  holy  places  cf 
Jerusalem,  places  for  which  Greeks  and  Latins  do  not  fight, 
guarded  by  no  sedate,  coffee-drinking  Turks,  open  there  to  all 
men  under  the  fair  heavens,  and  desolate  enough,  too,  even  in 
these  pilgrim  weeks,  for  any  one  or  two  who  will  sit  there  alone 
and  ponder  over  the  wondrous  history  of  the  city  that  still  lies 
over  against  him. 

But  what  is  the  so  strong  evidence  of  the  actual  identity  of 
these  places  P  What  is  it  that  makes  me  so  sure  that  this  is  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  and  that  water-channel  there  the  brook  Cedron, 
and  the  hamlet  on  the  other  side  the  veritable  Bethany  ?  "Why 
is  one  to  be  so  sure  of  these,  and  yet  feel  such  an  infinity  of  doubt 
as  to  that  village  of  Emmaus,  that  valley  of  Ajaion,  that  supposed 
Arimathea,  and  the  rest  of  them  ?  Nay,  I  cannot  well  say,  at  any 
rate  not  in  these  light  novel  pages.  Dr.  Stanley,  with  consider- 
able distinctness  does  say.  But  go  and  see :  with  the  ordinary 
Protestant  Christian  seeing  here  will  be  believing,  as  seeing  over 
in  that  church  of  the  holy  places  most  indisputably  will  be  disbe- 
lieving. 

Hither  Bertram  strolled,  and,  seated  dn  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
looked  over  to  Jerusalem  till  the  short  twilight  of  the  Syrian 
evening  had  left  him,  and  he  could  no  longer  discern  the  wondrous 
spots  on  which  his  eye  still  rested.  Wondrous,  indeed  !  There 
before  him  were  the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  standing  up  erect  from 
the  hill-aide — for  the  city  is  still  all  fenced  up — stretching  from 

IB 
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hill  to  hill  in  varying  but  ever  continued  line :  on  the  left  was  the 
Hill  of  Sion,  David's  hill,  a  hill  still  inhabited,  and  mainly  by  Jews. 
Here  is  stiU  the  Jews'  quarters,  and  the  Jews'  hospital  too, 
tended  by  English  doctors,  nurtured  also  by  English  money ;  and 
here,  too,  close  to  David's  Gate,  close  also  to  that  new  huge  Ar- 
menian convent,  shalL  one,  somewhat  closely  scrutinizing  among 
heaps  of  rubbish,  come  upon  a  colony  of  lepers.  In  the  town,  but 
not  of  it,  within  the  walls,  but  forbidden  all  ingress  to  the  streets, 
there  they  dwell,  a  race  of  moumfulest  Pariahs.  Erom  father  to 
son,  from  mother  to  daughter,  dire  disease,  horrid,  polluting,  is 
handed  down,  a  certain  legacy,  making  the  body  loathsome,  and 
likening  the  divine  face  of  man  to  a  melancholy  ape.  Oh !  the 
silent  sadness,  the  inexpressible  melancholy  of  those  wan,  thought- 
less, shapeless,  boneless,  leaden  faces  I  To  them  no  happy  daily 
labour  brings  rest  and  appetite ;  their  lot  forbids  them  work,  as  it 
forbids  all  other  blessings.  No ;  on  their  dunghills  outside  their 
cabins  there  they  sit  in  the  sun,  the  moumfulest  sight  one  might  j 
look  on,  the  leper  parents  with  their  leper  children,  beggars  by^' 
inheritance,  paupers,  outcasts,  mutilated  victims, — but  st3l  with 
souls,  if  they  or  any  round  them  did  but  know  it. 

There  also,  directly  facing  him,  was  the  Mount  Moriah,  also  in- 
side the  walls,  where  Solomon  built  the  house  of  the  Lord, '  where 
the  Lord  appeared  unto  David  his  father,  in  the  place  that  David 
had  prepared,  in  the  threshing-floor  of  Oran  the  Jebusite.'  Eor 
this  city,  Jerusalem,  had,  in  stiU  more  ancient  days,  before  the 
thought  of  .that  temple  had  come  into  men's  minds,  been  the  city 
Jebus,  a  city  even  then  fenced  up,  and  here  had  been  the  thresh- 
ing-floor which  Oman  tendered  to  David  without  price,  but  which 
the  king  bought  for  six  hundred  shekels  of  gold. 

Yes ;  here  before  him  as  he  sat  was  the  site  of  that  temple,  So- 
lomon's temple,  *  exceeding  magnificent,  of  fame  and  glory  through- 
out all  countries,'  of  which  David  had  been  worthy  only  to  collect 
the  materials.  The  site!  nay,  but  there  were  the  very  stones 
themselves. 

Seen  from  that  hill,  the  city  seems  so  close  that  you  may  lay 
your  hand  upon  it.  Between  you  and  it  (you,  if  ever  you  should 
happily  come  to  sit  there)  lies  that  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  in  which 
Miss  Todd  is  going  to  celebrate  her  picnic.  This  is  the  valley  in 
which  the  Jews  most  love  to  have  themselves  buried ;  as  there, 
according  to  them,  is  the  chosen  site  of  the  resurrection :  and  thus 
they  who  painfully  journeying  thither  in  their  old  age,  and  dying 
there  can  there  be  buried,  will  have  no  frightful,  moles'-work, 
underground  pilgrimage  to  detain  them  when  that  awful  trumpet 
shall  once  more  summon  them  to  the  upper  world. 
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The  air,  in  Syria  there,  is  thin  and  clear,  clouded  by  no  fogs ; 
and  the  lirfes  of  the  wall  and  the  minarets  of  the  mosque  are  dia- 
inct  and  bright  and  sharp  against  the  sky,  as  in  the  evening 
light  one  looks  across  from  one  hill  to  the  other.  The  huge  stones 
of  the  wall  now  standing,  stones  which  made  part  of  that  ancient 
temple,  can  be  counted,  one  above  another,  across  the  valley. 
Measured  by  a  rough  estimate,  some  of  them  may  be  two-and- 
twenty  feet  in  length,  seven  in  depth,  and  five  in  height,  single 
blocks  of  hewn  rock,  cut  certainly  by  no  Turkish  enterprise,  by 
no  mediseval  empire,  by  no  Eoman  labour.  It  is  here,  and  here 
only,  at  the  base  of  the  temple,  that  these  huge  stones  are  to  be 
found,  at  the  base  of  what  was  the  temple,  forming  part  of  the 
wall  that  now  runs  along  the  side  of  Mount  Moriah,  but  still 
some  forty  feet  above  the  ground. 

Over  them  now  is  the  Mosque  of  Omar — a  spot  to  be  dese- 
crated no  more  by  Christian  step.  On  the  threshing-floor  of  Or- 
nan,  the  children  of  Mahomet  now  read  the  Koran  and  sing  to 
Allah  with  monotonous  howl.  Oh,  what  a  history!  from  the 
treading  of  the  Jebusite  oxen  down  to  the  first  cry  of  the  Mus- 
sulman! Yes;  no  Christian  may  now  enter  here,  may  hardly 
look  into  the  walled  court  round  the  building.  But  dignified 
Turks,  drinking  coffee  on  their  divan  within  the  building,  keep 
the  keys  of  the  Christian  church — keep  also  the  peace,  lest 
Latin  and  Greek  should  too  enthusiastically  worship ^heir  strange 
gods. 

There  can  be  few  spots  on  the  world's  surface  more  sacred  to 
any  Christian  than  that  on  which  Bertram  sat.  Coming  up  from 
Bethany,  over  a  spur  on  the  southern  side  of  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
towards  Jerussdem,  the  traveller,  as  he  rises  on  the  hill,  soon 
catches  a  sight  of  the  city,  and  soon  again  loses  it.  But  going 
onward  along  his  path,  the  natural  road  which  convenience  would 
take,  he  comes  at  length  to  the  brow  of  the  hill,  looking  down- 
wards, and  there  has  Mount  Sion,  Moriah,  and  the  site  of  the 
temple  full  before  him.  No  one  travelling  such  a  road  could  do 
other  than  pause  at  such  a  spot;. 

*Twas  here  that  Jesus  '  sat  upon  the  mount,  over  against  the 
temple.'  There  is  no  possibility  of  mistaking  the  place.  *  And 
as  he  went,  one  of  the  disciples  saith  unto  him,  "  Master,  seo 
what  manner  of  stones  and  what  buildings  are  here."  And  Jesus 
answering,  said  unto  him,  "  Seest  thou  these  great  buildings  ? 
There  shall  not  be  left  one  stone  upon  another  that  shall  not  be 
thrown  down."  '  There  are  the  stones,  the  very  stones,  thrown 
down  indeed  from  the  temple,  but  now  standing  erect  as  a  wall, 
lupporting  Omar's  mosque. 
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*  And  wben  be  was  come  near,  lie  beheld  tbe  city,  and  wept 
over  it.'  Yes,  walk  np  from  Betbanj,  mj  reader,  and  tbou,  too, 
abalt  behold  it,  even  jet ;  a  matter  to  be  wept  over  even  now. 
*Ti8  hard  to  sit  there  and  not  weep,  if  a  man  have  any  heart  with- 
in him,  any  memory  of  those  histories.  '  If  thou  hadst  known, 
even  then,  at  least  in  this  thy  day,  the  things  which  belong  unto 
thy  peace !'  But  thou  wouldest  not  know.  And  where  art  thou 
now,  O  Jew  ?  And  who  is  it  that  sittest  in  thy  high  place,  howl- 
ing there  to  Allah  most  unmusically  ? 

'  O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem  !*  Not  silently,  and  in  thought  only, 
but  with  outspoken  words  and  outstretched  hands,  so  then  spake 
our  young  English  friend,  sitting  there  all  alone,  gazing  on  the 
city.  What  man  familiar  with  that  histoiy  could  be  there  and 
not  so  speak  ?  '  O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem !  thou  that  killest  the 
prophets,  and  stonest  them  which  are  sent  unto  thee,  how  often 
would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  together,  even  as  a  hen  ga- 
thereth  her  chickens  under  her  wings,  and  ye  would  not !  Behold, 
your  house  is  left  unto  you  desolate.' 

When  talking  over  the  matter  with  Harcourt  at  Oxford,  and 
afterwards  with  his  uncle  at  Hadley,  Bertram  had  expressed  a  sort 
of  half-formed  wish  to  go  into  the  church ;  not,  indeed,  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  leave  on  the  minds  of  either  of  his  counsellors  an 
idea  that  he  would  really  do  so ;  but  this  profession  of  being  a 
parson  had  b^en  one  of  those  of  which  he  had  spoken  as  being  in 
some  sort  desirable  for  himself.  Now,  as  he  sat  there,  looking  at 
the  once  holy  city,  it  seemed  to  him  to  be  the  only  profession 
in  any  way  desirable.  He  resolved  that  he  would  be  a  clergy- 
man ;  thanked  his  God  in  that  he  had  brought  him  there  to 
this  spot  before  it  was  too  late ;  acknowledged  that,  doubting  as 
he  had  done,  he  had  now  at  length  found  a  Divine  counsellor — 
one  whose  leading  his  spirit  did  not  disdain.  There  he  devoted 
himself  to  the  ministry,  declared  that  he,  too,  would  give  what 
little  strength  he  had  towards  bringing  the  scattered  chickens 
of  the  new  house  of  Israel  to  that  only  wing  which  could  give 
them  the  warmth  of  life.  He  would  be  one  of  the  smallest,  one 
of  the  least  of  those  who  would  fight  the  good  fight ;  but,  though 
smallest  and  least,  he  would  do  it  with  what  earnestness  was 
in  him. 

Eead^r !  you  may  already,  perhaps,  surmise  that  George  Ber- 
tram does  not  become  a  clergyman.  It  is  too  true.  That  enthu- 
siasm, strong,  true,  real  as  it  was,  did  not  last  him  much  longer 
than  his  last  walk  round  Jerusalem ;  at  least,  did  not  bide  by  him 
till  he  found  himself  once  more  walking  on  the  High  Street  of 
Oxford.     Very  contemptible  this,  you  will  say.     Yes,  contemp- 


THE  MOUNT  OF  OLTYES.  69 

tible  enough,  as  humanity  so  often  is.  Who  amongst  us  have  not 
made  such  resolves — some  resolve  of  self-devotion,  at  the  sound 
of  the  preacher's  voice — and  forgotten  it  before  our  foot  was  well 
over  the  threshold?  It  is  so  natural,  that  wish  to  do  a  great 
thing ;  so  hard,  that  dailj  task  of  bathing  in  Jordan. 

When  the  bright  day  had  disappeared,  all  but  suddenly,  and  he 
could  no  longer  see  the  minarets  of  the  mosque,  Bertram  descended 
the  hill.  It  is  but  a  short  walk  thence  to  Jerusalem — thence 
even  into  the  centre  of  Jerusalem.  But  what  a  walk !  To  the 
left  is  the  valley-side — ^that  valley  of  the  Resurrection — covered 
with  tombs — flat,  sturdy,  short  stones,  each  bearing  a  semblance, 
at  least,  of  some  short  Hebraic  epitaph,  unmoved  through  heaven 
knows  how  many  centuries !  apparently  immovable  ;  the  place,  in 
this  respect,  being  very  unlike  our  more  ornamental  cemeteries. 
On  his  right  was  the  Mount  of  Olives  ;  a  mount  still  of  olives, 
sprinkled  over  with  olive  trees  quite  sufficiently  to  make  it  pro- 
perly so  called,  even  to  this  day.  Then  he  passed  by  the  Garden 
of  Gethsemane,  now  a  walled-in  garden,  in  which  grow  rue  and 
other  herbs ;  in  which  also,  is  one  fine,  aged  olive-tree,  as  to  which 
tradition  of  course  tells  wondrous  tales.  This  garden  is  now  in 
charge  of  an  old  Latin  monk — a  Spaniard,  if  I  remember  well — 
who,  at  least,  has  all  a  Spaniard's  courtesy. 

It  was  here,  or  near  to  this,  just  above,  on  the  hill-side,  if  our 
topography  be  reliable,  that  Jesus  asked  them  whether  they  could 
not  watch  one  hour.  Bertram,  as  he  passed,  did  not  take  the 
question  to  himself;  but  he  well  might  have  done  so. 

Turning  round  the  wall  of  the  garden,  on  his  pathway  up  to 
Stephen's  Gate,  the  so-called  tomb  of  the  Virgin  was  on  his  right 
hand,  with  its  singular,  low,  subterranean  chapel.  A  very  singu- 
lar chapel,  especially  when  filled  to  the  very  choking  with  pilgrims 
from  tnose  strange  retreats  of  oriental  Christendom,  and  when 
the  mass  is  being  said — inaudible,  indeed,  and  not  to  be  seen,  at 
the  furthest  end  of  that  dense,  under-ground  crowd,  but  testified 
to  by  the  lighting  of  a  thousand  tapers,  and  by  the  strong  desire 
for  some  flicker  of  the  holy  flame. 

And  then  he  ascended  to  the  city,  up  the  steep  hill,  the  side  of 
Mount  Moriah,  to  St.  Stephen's  Gate ;  and  there,  on  his  left,  was 
the  entrance  to  Omar's  mosque,  guarded  by  fierce  dervishes  against 
pollution  from  stray  Christian  foot,  Hence  to  his  hotel  every 
footstep  was  over  ground  sacred  in  some  sense,  but  now  dese- 
crated DV  traditionary  falsehoods.  Every  action  of  our  Saviour's 
passion  has  its  spot  assigned  to  it ;  of  every  noted  word  the  locale 
18  given.  •  When  once  you  are  again  within  the  walls,  all  is  again 
unbelievabley  &bulous,  miraculous;  nay,   aU  but  blasphemous. 
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Some  will  say  quite  so.  But,  nevertheless,  in  passing  by  this  way, 
should  you,  O  reader!  ever  make  such  passage,  forget  not  to 
mount  to  the  top  of  Pilate's  house.  It  is  now  a  Turkish  barrack ; 
whether  it  ever  were  Pilate's  house,  or,  rather,  whether  it  stands 
on  what  was  ever  the  site  of  Pilate's  house  or  no.  From  hence 
you  see  down  into  the  court  of  the  mosque,  see  whatever  a  Chris- 
tian can  see  of  that  temple's  site,  and  see  also  across  them  glori- 
ously to  those  hills  of  Jerusalem,  Scopus,  and  the  hill  of  the  men 
of  Galilee,  and  the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  the  Mount  of  Offence — 
BO  called  because  there  *  did  Solomon  build  an  high  place  for 
Chemosh,  the  abomination  of  Moab,  on  the  hill  that  is  before 
Jerusalem.* 

On  his  return  to  his  inn,  Bertram  at  once  found  that  there  had 
been  an  arrival  of  some  importance  during  his  absence.  Waiters 
and  boots  were  all  busy — for  there  are  waiters  and  boots  at  Jeru- 
salem, much  the  same  as  at  the  '  Saracen's  Head,'  or  *  White 
Lion ;'  there  is  no  chambermaid,  however,  only  a  chamberman. 
Colonel  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  was  there. 


CHAPTEE  VIIL 

SIB  LIOKEL  SEBTBAM. 


The  personal  peculiarities  which  Sir  Lionel  had  mentioned  in  his 
letter  to  his  son  as  being  characteristic  of  himself  were  certainly 
true.  He  was  an  old,  or,  perhaps,  rather  an  elderly  gentleman, 
in  a  military  frock,  with  a  bald  head,  a  hook  nose,  and  a  short 
allowance  of  teeth.  But  he  was  more  than  this :  though  elderly 
he  was  tall  and  upright ;  he  was  distinguished  looking,  and,  for 
an  old  man,  handsome  in  spite  of  his  lost  teeth ;  and  though  bald 
as  to  the  top  of  his  head,  had  yet  enough  hair  to  merit  consider- 
able attention,  and  to  be  the  cause  of  considerable  pride.  His 
whiskers,  also,  and  mustache,  though  iron-grey,  were  excellent  in 
their  way.  Had  his  baldness  been  of  an  uglier  description,  or 
his  want  of  teeth  more  disagreeably  visible,  he  probably  might 
not  have  alluded  to  them  himself.  In  truth,  Sir  Lionel  was  not 
a  little  vain  of  his  personal  appearance,  and  thought  that  in  the 
matter  of  nose,  he  was  quite  equal  to  the  Duke  in  aristocratic 
firmness,  and  superior  to  Sir  Charles  Napier  in  expression  and 
general  design. 

But  though  a  vain  man,  Sir  Lionel  was  too  clever  to  let  his 
vanity  show  itself  in  an  offensive  manner.     The  *ara  celare  artem' 
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was  his  forte ;  and  he  was  able  to  live  before  the  world  as  though 
he  never  cast  a  thought'  on  his  coat  and  pantaloons,  or  ever  did 
more  than  brush  and  smooth  his  iron-grey  locks  with  due  atten- 
tion to  cleanliness. 

I  was  going  to  say  that  Sir  Lionel's  appearance  was  the  best 
•  thing  about  him ;  but  in  saying  so  I  should  belie  his  manner, 
with  which  it  was  certainly  difficult  for  any  one  to  find  fault. 
It  was  what  the  world  calls  bappy,  meaning  thereby,  that  so 
great  was  the  possessor's  luck  that  he  was  able  to  .make  it 
pleasant  to  all  men,  and  to  all  women — for  a  while.  Mrs.  Ber- 
tram— she  had  not  lived  to  be  my  lady — had,  I  believe,  not 
always  found  it  so. 

These,  joined  to  a  readiness  in  the  use  of  one  or  two  languages 
besides  his  own,  were  the  qualifications  which  had  given  Sir  Lio- 
nel his  title,  and  had  caused  him  to  be  employed  in  so  many 
missions  in  so  many  countries ;  and  on  duty,  too,  which  could 
not  be  said  to  be  of  a  military  nature.  He  never  made  difficul- 
ties or  enemies  of  his  own,  and  could  generaDy  smooth  down 
the  difficulties  and  enemies  left  behind  them  by  others,  perhaps 
of  a  more  sturdy  temperament. 

But  now  the  catalogue  of  his  virtues  is  complete.  He  was 
not  a  man  of  genius,  or  even  a  man  of  talent.  He  had  performed 
no  great  service  for  his  country ;  had  neither  proposed  nor  car- 
ried through  any  valuable  project  of  diplomacy ;  nor  had  he  shown 
any  close  insight  into  the  habits  and  feelings  of  the  people 
among  whom  he  had  lived.  Bdt  he  had  been  useful  as  a  great 
oil-jar,  from  whence  oil  for  the  quiescence  of  troubled  waters 
might  ever  and  anon  be  forthcoming.  Expediency  was  his  god, 
and  he  had  hitherto  worshiped  it  with  a  successful  devotion. 

That  he  had  not  been  a  good  husband  has  been  hinted ;  that 
he  had  been  a  very  indifferent  father  has  been  made  apparent. 
But  at  the  moment  of  his  meeting  with  his  son,  he  atoned  for 
aU  his  past  sins  in  this  respect  by  the  excellence  of  his  manner ; 
and  before  the  evening  was  over,  George  liked  his  father,  who 
owed  him  everything  and  had  given  him  nothing,  ten  times  better 
than  he  had  ever  liked  his  uncle  who  had  given  him  everything 
though  he  had  owed  him  nothing. 

*  It's  an  odd  place  for  us  to  have  met  in  at  last,  is  it  not,  sir  ?' 
said  George.  They  were  sitting  after  supper  very  close  together 
on  one  of  those  stationary  sofas  which  are  found  affixed  to  the 
wall  in  every  room  in  the  East,  and  the  son  was  half  holding, 
half  caressing  his  father's  arm.  Sir  Lionel,  to  tell  the  truth,  did 
not  much  care  for  such  caresses,  but  under  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances of  this  present  interview  he  permitted  it. 
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*  You  see,  I'm  always  in  odd  places,  George.* 

*  You've  been  in  Jerusalem  before  ?' 

'  No,  never.  It's  not  on  the  road  anywhere,  or  on  any  road  at 
all,  as  one  may  well  see.  I  never  knew  such  a  place  to  get  to. 
Now  there  are  roads  of  some  sort  even  about  Bagdad.' 

*  And  Damascus  ?' 

*  Oh,  Damascus  is  a  highway ;  but  nobody  comes  to  Jerusalem 
except  the  pilgrims,  and  those  who  like  to  look  after  the  pilgrims. 
"We  are  just  in  the  thick  of  them  now,  I  believe.' 

*  Yes,  sir.  There  are  thirteen  thousand  here.  I  am  sure  you'll 
like  the  place.  I  am  delighted  with  it,  although  I  have  been  here 
as  yet  only  two  days.' 

*  Perhaps  more  so  than  you  will  be  when  you  have  been  ten.' 
'  I  don't  think  it.     But  it  is  not  the  city  itself.' 

*  No ;  that  seems  poor  and  dirty  enough.' 

*  I  would  not  mind  the  dirt  if  the  place  were  but  true.'  Sir 
Lionel  did  not  quite  understand  him,  but  he  said  nothing.  '  It  is 
the  country  round,  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Jerusalem  that  fasci- 
nates so  wonderfully.' 

*  Ah !  the  scenery  is  good,  is  it  ?' 

*  Well,  in  one  way  it  is ;  but  I  do  not  mean  that.  I  cannot  ex- 
plain it ;  but  tomorrow  you  will  go  to  the  Mount  of  Olives 
with  me.' 

*  Mount  of  Olives,  eh  ?  I'm  not  very  good  at  climbing  up  a 
hill,  Master  George ;  you  must  remember  the  difference  between 
twenty- three  and  sixty-three.     What  is  there  to  see  there  ?' 

What  was  there  to  see  there  1  This  was  said  in  a  tone  which 
made  George  feel  rather  indisposed  to  describe,  if  describe  he 
could,  what  there  was  there  to  be  seen.  He  had  quite  wit  enough 
to  perceive  that  his  father  was  not  enthusiastic  about  Bible  his- 
tory. 

And  then  they  changed  the  conversation,  and  began  to  talk 
about  George  Bertram  the  elder. 

'It's  eighteen  years  since  I've  seen  my  brother,'  said  Sir  Lionel. 
*  He  was  usually  cross  enough  then.  I  suppose  he  has  hardly 
improved?' 

*  I  can't  exactly  call  him  cross.  He  has  been  very  kind  to  me, 
you  know.' 

*  Kind — well.  If  you  are  contented,  I  am ;  but,  considering 
that  you  are  his  natural  heir,  I  don't  think  he  has  done  so  very 
much.  If  he  means  to  be  kind,  why  does  he  bother  me  every 
other  month  with  a  long  account,  of  which  the  postage  comes  to 
heaven  knows  how  much  ?' 

*  Ah !  but,  sir,  I  am  not  his  heir.' 
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*  Not  bis  heir  !'  said  Sir  Lionel,  with  more  of  sharpness  in  his 
tone  than  was  at  all  usual  with  him ;  with  a  little  sharpness  also 
in  his  eye,  as  George  quickly  observed.  '  Not  his  heir — who  is 
his  heir  then  ?' 

*  Ah,  that  I  do  not  know.  Some  corporation,  perhaps,  or  some 
hospital.  AU  I  know  is,  that  I  am  not.  That  he  has  told  me 
quite  plainly.  And  he  was  very  right  to  do  so,'  added  George, 
after  a  pause. 

Sir  Lionel  repressed  the  exclamation  of  anger  against  his  bro- 
ther which  was  in  his  heart,  and  had  all  but  risen  to  his  tongue. 
He  had  not  been  wandering  for  thirty  years  on  foreign  missions 
for  nothing.  He  must  find  out  more  of  this  lad's  disposition  and 
feelings  before  he  spoke  out  plainly  before  him  what  he  thought. 
He  had  intended  not  only  that  his  son  should  be  the  rich  uncle's 
heir,  but  the  rich  uncle's  adopted  child  also ;  so  that  some  portion 
of  that  vast  wealth  might  be  made  use  of,  certainly  by  George, 
perhaps  even  in  some  modest  degree  by  himself,  without  the  un- 
necessary delay  of  waiting  for  his  brother's  death.  It  would  be 
bad  enough  to  wait,  seeing  how  probable  it  was  that  that  brother 
might  outlive  himself.  But  now  to  be  told  not  only  that  his  hopes 
in  this  respect  were  vain,  but  that  the  old  miser  had  absolutely 
repudiated  his  connection  with  his  nephew!  This  was  almost 
too  much  for  his  diplomatic  equanimity.  Almost,  I  say ;  for  in 
&ct  he  did  restrain  himself. 

'  And  did  he  sav,  George,  in  so  many  words  that  he  meant  to 
giveyou  nothing  r 

*  xes,  very  plainly — ^in  so  many  words.  And  I  told  him  as 
plainly,  and  in  as  many,  that  I  wanted  nothing  from  him.' 

*  Was  that  prudent,  my  boy  ?' 

*  It  was  the  truth,  sir.  But  I  must  tell  you  the  whole.  He 
offered  me  a  loan  of  three  thousand  pounds — ' 

'  Well,  vou  took  that?' 

*  Indeed,  no.  He  offered  it  on  the  condition  that  I  should  be 
an  attorney.' 

'  An  attorney !  and  you  with  a  double-first  ?' 
'  Ah,  he  does  not  much  value  double-firsts.     Of  course,  I  was 
not  going  to  make  myself  an  attorney.' 

*  Of  course  not.  But  what  is  he  doing  about  an  allowance  for 
you  ?• 

*  He  has  been  very  liberal.  He  has  given  me  a  hundred  and 
fifty  a  year — ' 

*  Yes ;  and  sent  me  the  bill  of  it — ^with  great  regularity.' 

The  son  did  not  remind  the  father  that  all  regularity  in  the 
matter  had  ended  there,  and  that  the  bills  so  sent  had  never  been 
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paic! ;  but  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  in  justice  he  might 
do  so.  . 

*But  that  expense  "will  soon  be  over,  sir,  as  regards  either 
you  or  him.     The  allowance  will  be  discontinued  next  year.' 

*  What !  he  is  going  to  stop  even  that  school-boy's  pittance  ?' 

'  Why  not,  sir  ?  1  have  no  claim  on  him.  And  as  he  has  not 
forgotten  to  tell  me  so  once  or  twice — ' 

*  He  was  always  a  vulgar  fellow,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  *  How  he 
came  to  have  such  a  spirit  of  trade  in  his  very  blood,  I  can't 
conceive.     God  knows  I  have  none  of  it.' 

'  Nor  I  either,  sir.' 

*  Well,  I  hope  not.  But  does  he  expect  you  to  live  upon  air  ? 
This  is  bad  news,  George — very  bad.' 

*  Of  course  I  have  always  intended  to  go  into  a  profession. 
I  have  never  looked  at  it  m  the  same  light  as  you  do.  1  have 
always  intended  to  make  my  own  way,  and  have  no  doubt  that  I 
shall  do  so.    I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind  about  it  now.' 

*  About  what,  George  ? ' 

*  I  shall  go  into  orders,  and  take  a  college  living.' 

*  Orders ! '  said  Sir  Lionel ;  and  he  expressed  more  surprise 
and  almost  more  disgust  at  this  idea  than  at  that  other  one  re- 
specting the  attorney  scheme. 

*  Yes ;  I  have  been  long  doubting ;  but  I  think  I  have  made 
up  my  mind.' 

*  Do  you  mean  that  you  wish  to  be  a  parson,  and  that  after 
taking  a  double-first  ? ' 

'I  don't  see  what  the  double-first  has  to  do  with  it,  sir. 
The  only  objection  I  have  is  the  system  of  the  establishment.  I 
do  not  like  the  established  church.' 

*  Then  why  go  into  it  ? '  said  Sir  Lionel,  not  at  all  understand- 
ing the  nature  of  his  son's  objection. 

'  I  love  our  liturgy,  and  I  like  the  ritual ;  but  what  we  want  is 
the  voluntary  principle.  I  do  not  like  to  put  myself  in  a  posi- 
tion which  I  can,  in  fact,  hold  whether  I  do  the  duties  of  it  or 
no.    Nor  do  I  wish — ' 

*  Well ;  I  understand  very  little  about  all  that ;  but,  George, 
I  had  hoped  something  better  for  you.  Now,  the  army  is  a  beg- 
garly profession  unless  a  man  has  a  private  fortune ;  but,  upon 
my  word,  I  look  on  the  church  as  the  worst  of  the  two.  A  man 
may  be  a  bishop  of  course  ;  but  I  take  it  he  has  to  eat  a  deal  of 
dirt  first.' 

*  I  don't  mean  to  eat  any  dirt,'  said  the  son. 

'  Nor  to  be  a  bishop,  perhaps,'  replied  the  father. 

They  were  quite  unable  to  understand  each  other  on  this  sub* 
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ject.  In  Sir  Lionel's  view  of  the  matter,  a  profession  was — a 
profession.  The  word  was  understood  well  enough  throughout 
the  known  world.  It  signified  a  calling  by  which  a  gentleman, 
not  bom  to  the  inheritance  of  a  gentleman's  allowance  of  good 
things,  might  ingeniously  obtain  the  same  by  some  exercise  of 
his  abilities.  The  more  of  these  good  things  that  imight  be  ob- 
tained, the  better  the  profession ;  the  easier  the  labour  also,  the 
better  the  profession ;  the  less  restriction  that  might  be  laid  on  a 
man  in  his  pleasurable  enjoyment  of  the  world,  the  better  the 
profession.  This  was  Sir  Lionel's  view  of  a  profession,  and  it 
must  be  acknowledged  that,  though  his  view  was  commonplace,  it 
was  also  common  sense ;  that  he  looked  at  the  matter  as  a  great 
many  people  look  at  it ;  and  that  his  ideas  were  at  any  rate  suffi- 
ciently intelligible.  But  G-eorge  Bertram's  view  was  different, 
and  much  less  easy  of  explanation.  He  had  an  idea  that  in  choos- 
ing a  profession  he  should  consider,  not  so  much  how  he  should 
get  the  means  of  spending  his  life,  but  how  he  should  in  fact  spend 
it.  He  would  have,  in  making  this  choice,  to  select  the  pursuit  to 
which  he  would  devote  that  amount  of  power  and  that  amount  of 
life  which  God  should  allot  to  him.  Fathers  and  mothers,  uncles 
<md  aunt8.  guardians  and  grandfathers,  wa«  not  this  a  singular 
view  for  a  young  man  to  take  in  looking  at  such  a  subject  ? 

But  in  truth  George  was  somewhat  afflicted  by  a  tete  montee 
in  this  matter.  I  say  afflicted,  because,  having  imagination  and 
ideality  to  lead  him  to  high  views,  he  had  not  a  sufficient  counter- 
balance in  his  firmness  of  character.  If  his  father  was  too  mun- 
dane, he  was  too  transcendental.  As,  for  instance,  he  approved  at 
the  present  moment,  in  theory,  of  the  life  of  a  parish  clergyman ; 
but  could  he  have  commenced  the  life  tomorrow,  he  would  at  once 
have  shrunk  from  its  drudgery. 

They  did  not  understand  each  other;  perceiving  which,  Sir 
Lionel  gave  up  the  subject.  He  was  determined  not  to  make 
himself  disagreeable  to  his  son.  He,  at  any  rate,  intended  to 
make  him  no  allowance,  to  give  him  no  fortune,  and  was  aware, 
therefore,  that  he  had  no  right  to  interfere  otherwise  than  as  his 
advice  might  be  asked.  Nor  indeed  had  he  any  wish  to  do  so,  if 
he  could  only  instil  into  the  young  man's  mind  a  few — not  pre- 
cepts; precepts  are  harsh  and  disagreeable — a  few  comfortable 
friendly  hints  as  to  the  tremendous  importance  of  the  game  which 
might  be  played  with  Mr.  George  Bertram,  senior.  If  he  could 
only  do  this  pleasantly,  and  without  offence  to  his  son,  he  would 
attempt  nothing  further. 

He  turned  the  conversation,  and  they  talked  agreeably  on  other 
matters — of  Oxford,  of  the  Wilkinsons,  of  Harcourt,  and  by  de- 
grees also  a  little  of  uncle  G-eorge. 
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'  What  sort  of  a  house  does  my  hrother  keep  at  Hadley—  eh, 
George  ?     Dull  enough  it  used  to  be.' 

'  "Well;  it  is  dull.  Not  that  he  is  dull  himself;  I  can  always 
talk  to  my  uncle  when  he  will  talk  to  me.' 

*  Sees  no  company,  I  suppose  ?' 

*  Not  much*' 

*  Never  goes  into  society  ?' 

'  He  dines  out  in  London  sometimes ;  and  sometimes  gives  din- 
ners too.' 

*  What !  at  taverns  P' 

*  Yes ;  at  Blackwall,  or  Greenwich,  or  some  of  those  places.  I 
have  been  at  his  dinners,  and  he  never  spares  anything.' 

*  He  doesn't  feel  his  years,  then  ?  He's  not  infirm  ?  no  rheu- 
matism or  anything  of  that  sort — strong  on  his  legs,  eh  ?' 

*  As  strong  as  you  are,  sir.' 

*  He's  ten  years  my  senior,  you  know.' 

*  Yes,  I  know  he  is.  He's  not  nearly  so  young  a  man  as  you 
are ;  but  I  really  think  he  is  as  strong.  He's  a  wonderful  man  for 
his  years,  certainly.' 

*  I'm  delighted  to  hear  it,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  A  keen  judge  of 
character,  however,  scrutinizing  the  colonel's  face  closely,  would 
not  then  have  read  much  warm  delight  therein  depicted. 

*  You  rather  like  him  on  the  whole,  then — eh,  George  ?' 

*  Well ;  I  really  think  I  do.  I  am  sure  I  ought  to  like  him. 
But—' 

*  Well,  George ;  speak  out.     You  and  I  need  have  no  secrets.' 

*  Secrets,  no ;  I've  no  secret.  My  uncle  has  a  way  of  saying 
too  much  himself  about  what  he  does  for  one.' 

*  Sends  in  the  bill  too  often — eh,  George  ?' 

*  If  it  is  to  be  a  bill,  let  him  say  so.  I  for  one  shall  not  blame 
him.  There  is  no  reason  he  should  give  me  anything.  But  situ- 
ated as  I  have  been  at  Oxford,  it  would  have  been  almost  absurd 
in  me  to  refuse  his  allowance — ' 

'  Quite  absurd.' 

*  When  he  knew  I  was  coming  out  to  you,  he  made  Pritchett — 
you  know  Pritchett  ?' 

*  And  his  handwriting — very  well  indeed.' 

*  He  made  Pritchett  put  three  hundred  pounds  to  my  credit ; 
that  was  over  and  above  my  allowance.  Well,  I  did  almost  make 
up  my  mind  to  return  that ;  as  it  is,  I  have  not  touched  it,  and  I 
think  I  shall  repay  it.' 

*  For  heaven's  sake  do  no  such  thing.  It  would  be  an  offence 
which  he  would  never  forgive.'  Sir  Lionel  did  say  so  much  with 
something  of  parental  energy  in  his  tone  and  manner. 
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*  Yes,  sir ;  but  to  be  told  of  it ! ' 

*  But  he  does  not  ask  you  to  pay  it  him  back  again  ?' 

*  If  he  asks  you ; — is  not  that  the  same  thing  ?  But  you  hardly 
understand  me,  or  him  either.' 

*  I  think  I  understand  him,  George.  I  wonder  whether  they 
could  give  us  a  cup  of  coffee  here  ?' 

*  Of  course  they  can :'  and  George  rang  the  bell. 

*  Perhaps  so :  but  as  far  as  my  experience  goes,  wherever  Eng- 
lishmen frequent,  there  the  coffee  is  spoilt.  Englishmen,  as  far  as 
I  can  see,  have  a  partiality  for  chicory,  but  none  at  all  for  coffee.' 

*  What  I  mean,  sir,  is  this.  Connected  as  I  and  my  uncle  are 
together,'  seeing  that  he  has  all  my  life — '  Here  George  paused 
a  moment,  for  what  he  was  about  to  say  might  have  seemed  to 
imply  a  censure  on  his  father. 

*  Paid  your  school-bills,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,'  filled  in  Sir 
Lionel. 

'  Yes  ;  as  he  has  always  done  tliat,  it  seemed  so  natural  that  I 
should  take  what  he  gave  me.' 

'  Quite  natural.    You  could  have  done  nothing  else.' 

*  And  now  he  speaks  of  it  as  though — as  though — of  course  I  am 
under  an  obligation  to  him — a  very  deep  obligation.  I  understand 
that,  and  should  not  fret  at  it.  But  he  thinks  of  it  as  though  I 
had  been  to  blame  in  spending  his  money.  "When  I  see  him  next, 
he'll  say  something  of  the  same  sort  about  that  three  hundred 
pounds.  AU  I  can  do  is  to  remind  him  that  I  did  not  ask  for  it, 
and  tell  him  that  he  may  have  it  back  again.' 

*  Do  nothing  of  the  kind,  George,'  said  Sir  Lionel,  who  regarded 
as  little  less  than  lunacy  on  his  son's  part  this  declared  intention 
to  refund  money  to  a  rich  man.  '  I  know  very  well  what  you 
mean.  It  is  disagreeable  to  be  reminded  of  money  that  you  have 
spent.' 

*  But  I  haven't  spent  it.* 

*  Well,  of  money  that  you  have  received.  But  what  can  you 
do  ?  It  is  not  your  fault.  As  you  truly  say,  it  would  be  absurd 
and  ungrateful  too  if  you  were  to  decline  to  take  such  trifles  from 
your  own  uncle ;  especially  seeing  what  he  has  done  for  you.  It 
18  his  manner,  and  that  was  always  disagreeable ;  especially  in  mo- 
ney matters.'  And  so  having  given  to  his  son  the  best  advice  he 
had  to  offer,  Sir  Lionel  sipped  his  coffee.  *  Very  bad — very  bad, 
indeed ;  it  always  is  at  these  English  places.  If  I  could  have  my 
own  way,  I  would  always  keep  out  of  English  haunts.'  In  this 
respect  Sir  Lionel  had  had  his  own  way  during  the  greater  portion 
of  his  life. 

Before  thej  parted  for  the  evening,  George  communicated  to 
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his  father  the  great  fact  of  Miss  Todd's  picnic  as  settled  for  the 
next  day ;  and  Sir  Lionel  expressed  himself  as  willing  to  make  one 
of  the  party  if  Miss  Todd  could  be  induced  to  extend  to  him  the 
light  of  her  countenance.  On  this  head  young  Bertram,  though 
his  own  acquaintance  had  certainly  been  short,  thought  that  he ; 
might  take  on  himself  to  answer.  People  soon  get  intimate  wHk 
each  other  at  such  places  as  Jerusalem.  When  you  have  been  up 
the  Great  Pyramid  with  a  lady,  the  chances  are  you  know  more 
about  her  than  you  would  do  from  a  yearns  acquaintance  fostered 
by  a  dozen  London  parties ;  and  a  journey  up  the  Nile  with  a  man 
may  be  considered  quite  equal  to  three  years  spent  together  at  the 
same  college, — ^that  is,  if  the  fellow-travellers  be  young.  After  a 
certain  age,  men  never  become  really  intimate,  let  their  relations 
with  each  other  be  ever  so  close. 

*  There  will  be  a  Miss  Baker  there,  sir,  who  says  she  knows 
you ;  and  a  Miss  "Waddington,  a  very  fine  girl,  who  at  any  rate 
knows  my  name.' 

'What!  Caroline  Waddington  ?' 

*  Yes,  Caroline  Waddington.' 

*  She  is  a  ward  of  your  uncle.' 

'  So  Miss  Baker  tells  me ;  but  I  never  heard  my  uncle  mention 
them.    Indeed,  he  never  mentions  anything.' 

*  It  will  be  very  desirable  that  you  should  know  Miss  Wadding- 
ton. There  is  no  saying  what  your  uncle  may  do  with  his  money. 
Tes,  I'll  go  to  the  picnic ;  only  I  hope  the  place  is  not  distant.* 
So  that  matter  was  settled. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

MISS  todd's  picmc. 

That  matter  of  obtaining  permission  for  Sir  Lionel  to  join  the 
picnic  was  not  found  difficult  of  arrangement.  Good-looking, 
pleasant-mannered  Sir  Lionels,  who  bear  the  Queen's  commission, 
and  have  pleasant  military  ways  with  them,  are  welcome  enough 
at  such  parties  as  these,  even  though  they  be  sixty  years  of  age. 
When  George  mentioned  the  matter  to  Miss  Todd,  that  lady  de- 
clared herself  delighted.  She  had  heard,  she  said,  of  the  distin* 
guished  arrival  at  the  hotel,  but  she  had  been  almost  afraid  to  ask 
such  a  man  as  Sir  Lionel  to  join  their  foolish  little  party.  Then 
Miss  Baker,  who  in  this  affair  bore  the  next  authority  to  Miss 
Todd,  declared  that  she  had  intended  to  ask  him,  taking  upon  her- 
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lelf  the  freedom  of  an  old  acquaintance;  and  so  that  matter  was 
arranged. 

The  party  was  not  to  be  a  large  one.  There  was  Miss  Todd, 
the  compounder  of  it,  a  maiden  lady,  fat,  fair,  and  perhaps  almost 
forty ;  a  jolly  jovial  lady,  intent  on  seeing  the  world,  ana  indiffer- 
ent to  many  of  its  prejudices  and  formal  restraints.  '  If  she  threw 
herself  in  Sir  Lionel's  way,  people  would  of  course  say  that  she 
wanted  to  marry  him ;  but  she  did  not  care  a  straw  what  people 
said  ;  if  she  found  Sir  Lionel  agreeable,  she  would  throw  herself 
in  his  way.'  So  she  told  Miss  Baker — with  perhaps  more  courage 
than  the  occasion  required. 

Then  there  was  Mrs.  and  Miss  Jones.  Miss  Jones  was  the 
young  lady  who  lost  her  parasol  on  the  Mount  of  Offence,  and  so 
recklessly  charged  the  Arab  children  of  Siloam  with  the  theft. 
Mr.  Jones  was  also  in  Jerusalem,  but  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
attend  at  Miss  Todd's  behest.  He  was  steadily  engaged  in  anti- 
quarian researches,  being  minded  to  bring  out  to  the  world  some 
startling  new  theory  as  to  certain  points  in  Bible  chronology  and 
topography.  He  always  went  about  the  city  with  a  trowel  and  a 
big  set  of  tablets ;  and  certain  among  the  more  enthusiastic  of  the 
visitors  to  Jerusalem  had  put  him  down  as  an  infidel. 

There  were  also  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hunter — a  bridegroom  and 
bride,  now  on  their  wedding  trip  ;  a  somewhat  fashionable  couple, 
who  were  both  got  up  with  considerable  attention  as  to  oriental 
costume.  Mrs.  Hunter  seemed  to  think  a  good  deal  about  her 
trousers,  and  Mr.  Hunter's  mind  was  equally  taken  up  with  the 
het  that  he  had  ceased  to  wear  any.  They  had  a  knowing  way 
of  putting  on  their  turbans,  and  carried  their  sashes  gracefully ; 
those,  however,  who  had  seen  Mr.  Hunter  roll  himself  into  his 
sash,  were  of  opinion  that  sooner  or  later  he  would  suffer  from 
vertigo  in  his  head.  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece  had  fallen  in  with 
these  people,  and  were  considered  to  be  of  the  same  party. 

There  was  a  clergyman  to  be  there,  one  Mr.  Cruse,  the  gentle- 
man who  had  been  so  keenly  annoyed  at  the  absence  of  potatoes 
from  the  dinner  board.  He  was  travelling  in  charge  of  a  young 
gentleman  of  fortune,  a  Mr.  Pott,  by  whose  fond  parents  the  joint 
expense  of  the  excursion  was  defrayed.  Mr.  Cruse  was  a  Univer- 
sity man,  of  course ;  had  been  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bndgOy  and  piqued  himself  much  on  being  far  removed  u*om  the 
dangers  of  Puseyism.  He  was  a  man  not  of  a  happy  frame  of 
mind,  and  seemed  to  find  that  from  Dan  to  Beersheba  everything 
in  truth  was  barren.  He  was  good-looking,  unmarried,  not  with- 
out some  talent,  and  seemed  to  receive  from  the  ladies  there  as- 
aemUed  more  attention  than  his  merits  altogether  deserved. 
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Mr.  M'Gabbery  had  talked  of  not  going,  but  had  been  overper- 
Buaded  bj  the  good-natured  Miss  Todd.  He  had  become  almost 
overwhelmed  by  the  intensity  of  his  feelings  in  regard  to  the  sa- 
cred associations  of  the  place,  since  G-eorge  Bertram  had  contrived 
to  seat  himself  between  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Waddington.  Up 
to  that  moment,  no  one  had  been  merrier  than  he.  He  had,  so 
he  had  flattered  himself,  altogether  cut  out  Mr.  Cruse  in  that 
special  quarter,  the  good  graces  namely  of  those  two  ladies,  and 
had  been  prepared  to  take  on  his  own  shoulders  all  the  hard  work 
of  the  picnic.  But  now  things  were  altered  with  him ;  he  had 
some  doubts  whether  the  sacredness  of  the  valley  would  not  be 
desecrated  by  such  a  proceeding,  and  consulted  Mr.  Cruse  on  the 
matter.  Hitherto  these  gentlemen  had  not  been  close  friends; 
but  now  they  allied  themselves  as  against  a  common  enemy.  Mr. 
Cruse  did  not  care  much  for  associations,  seemed  indeed  to  think 
that  any  special  attention  to  sacred  places  savoured  of  idolatry, 
and  professed  himself  willing  to  eat  his  dinner  on  any  of  the  hills 
or  in  any  of  the  valleys  round  Jerusalem.  Fortified  with  so  good 
an  opinion,  and  relying  on  the  excellence  of  his  purpose,  Mr. 
M'Gabbery  gave  way,  and  renewed  his  offers  of  assistance  to  Miss 
Todd. 

There  was  also  Mr.  Pott,  Mr.  Cruse' s  young  charge,  the  son  of 
a  man  largely  engaged  in  the  linen  trade  ;  a  youth  against  whom 
very  little  can  be  alleged.  His  time  at  present  was  chiefly  given 
up  to  waiting  on  Miss  Jones ;  and,  luckier  in  this  respect  than 
his  tutor,  Mr.  Cruse,  he  had  no  rival  to  interfere  with  his  bliss.   ' 

Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Waddington  made  up  the  party.  Of  the 
former,  little  more  need  be  said,  and  that  little  should  be  all  in 
her  praise.  She  was  a  lady-like,  soft-mannered,  easy-tempered 
woman,  devoted  to  her  niece,  but  not  strongly  addicted  to  per- 
sonal exertions  on  her  own  part.  The  fact  that  she  was  now  at 
Jerusalem,  so  far  away  from  her  own  comfortable  drawing-room, 
suflBciently  proved  that  she  was  devoted  to  her  niece. 

And  now  for  Caroline  "Waddington,  our  donna  primissima.  Her 
qualities,  attributes,  and  virtues  must  be  given  more  in  detail 
than  those  of  her  companions  at  the  picnic,  seeing  that  she  is  de- 
stined to  fill  a  prominent  place  upon  our  canvas. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  are  speaking,  she  might  perhaps  be 
twenty  years  of  age  ;  but  her  general  appearance,  her  figure,  and 
especially  the  strong  character  marked  in  her  face,  would  have  led 
one  to  suspect  that  she  was  older.  She  was  certainly  at  that 
time  a  beautiful  girl — very  beautiful,  handsome  in  the  outline  of 
her  face,  graceful  and  dignified  in  her  mien,  nay,  sometimes  almost 
majestic — a  Juno  rather  than  a  Venus.    But  any  Paris  who  might 
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reject  her,  awed  by  the  rigour  of  her  dignity,  would  know  at  the 
time  that  he  was  wrong  in  his  judgment.  She  was  tall,  but  not 
80  tall  as  to  be  unfeminine  in  her  height.  Her  head  stood  nobly 
on  her  shoulders,  giving  to  her  bust  that  ease  and  grace  of  which 
sculptors  are  so  fond,  and  of  which  tight-laced  stays  are  so  utterly 
subversive.  Her  hair  was  very  dark — not  black,  but  the  darkest 
share  of  brown,  and  was  worn  in  simple  roUs  on  the  side  of  her 
fisu;e.  It  was  very  long  and  very  glossy,  soft  as  the  richest  silk, 
and  gifted  apparently  with  a  delightful  aptitude  to  keep  itself  in 
order.  No  stray  jagged  ends  would  show  themselves  if  by  chance 
she  removed  her  bonnet,  nor  did  it  even  look  as  though  it  had 
been  prematurely  crushed  and  required  to  be  afresh  puffed  out  by 
some  head-dresser's  mechanism.  She  had  the  forehead  of  a  Juno  ; 
white,  broad,  and  straight;  not  shining  as  are  some  foreheads, 
which  seem  as  though  an  insufficient  allowance  of  skin  had  been 
vouchsafed  for  their  covering.  It  was  a  forehead  on  which  an  an- 
gel might  long  to  press  his  lips — ^if  angels  have  lips,  and  if,  as 
we  have  been  told,  they  do  occasionally  descend  from  their  starry 
heights  to  love  the  daughters  of  men. 

Nor  would  an  angel  with  a  shade  of  human  passion  in  his  tem- 
perament  have  been  contented  with  her  forehead.  Her  mouth 
had  all  the  richness  of  youth,  and  the  full  enticing  curves  and 
ruby  colour  of  Anglo-Saxon  beauty.  Caroline  "Waddington  was 
no  pale,  passionless  goddess  ;  her  graces  and  perfections  were  hu- 
man, and  in  being  so  were  the  more  dangerous  to  humanity.  Her 
forehead,  we  have  said,  or  should  have  said,  was  perfect ;  we  dare 
not  affirm  quite  so  much  in  praise  of  her  mouth  :  there  was  some- 
times a  hardness  there,  not  in  the  lines  of  the  feature  itself,  but 
in  the  expression  which  it  conveyed,  a  want  of  tenderness,  perhaps 
of  trust,  and  too  much  self-confidence,  it  may  be,  for  a  woman's 
character.  The  teeth  within  it,  however,  were  never  excelled  by 
any  that  ever  graced  the  face  of  a  woman. 

Her  nose  was  not  quite  Grecian ;  had  it  been  so,  her  face  might 
have  been  fairer,  but  it  would  certainly  have  been  less  expressive. 
Nor  could  it  be  called  retrousse,  but  it  had  the  slightest  possible 
tendency  in  that  direction ;  and  the  nostrils  were  more  open,  more 
ready  to  breathe  forth  flashes  of  indignation  than  is  ever  the  case 
with  a  truly  Grecian  nose... 

The  contour  of  her  face  was  admirable :  nothing  could  exceed 
in  beauify  the  lines  of  her  cheeks  or  the  shape  and  softness  of  her 
chin.  Those  who  were  fastidious  in  their  requirements  might  ob- 
ject to  tbem  that  they  bore  no  dimple ;  but  after  all,  it  is  only 
prettineas  that  requires  a  dimple :  full-blown  beauty  wants  no  such 
•dventitioiis  aid. 
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But  her  eyes !  Miss  "Waddington's  eyes !  The  eyes  are  the 
poet's  strongest  fortress ;  it  is  for  their  description  that  he  most 
gathers  up  his  forces  and  puts  forth  all  his  strength.  What  of 
her  eyes?  "Well,  her  eyes  were  bright  enough,  large  enough, 
well  set  in  her  head.  They  were  clever  eyes  too — nay,  honest 
eyes  also,  which  is  better.  But  they  were  not  softly  feminine 
eyes.  They  never  hid  themselves  beneath  their  soft  fringes  when 
too  curiously  looked  into,  as  a  young  girl  at  her  window  half  hides 
herself  behind  her  curtain.  They  were  bold  eyes,  I  was  going  to 
say,  but  the  word  would  signify  too  much  in  their  dispraise  ;  da- 
ring eyes,  1  would  rathei:  say,  courageous,  expressive,  never  shrink- 
ing, sometimes  also  suspicious.  They  were  fit  rather  for  a  man 
than  for  so  beautiful  a  girl  as  our  Caroline  Waddington. 

But  perhaps  the  most  wonderful  grace  about  her  was  her  walk. 
*Vera  incessu  patuit  Dea.'  Alas!  how  few  women  can  walk! 
how  many  are  wilfully  averse  to  attempting  any  such  motion ! 
They  scuffle,  they  trip,  they  trot,  they  amble,  they  waddle,  they 
crawl,  they  drag  themselves  on  painfully,  as  though  the  flounces 
and  furbelows  around  them  were  a  burden  too  heavy  for  easy, 
graceful  motion ;  but,  except  in  Spain,  they  rarely  walk.  In  this 
respect  our  heroine  was  equal  to  an  Andalusian. 

Such  and  so  great  were  Miss  Waddington's  outward  graces. 
Some  attempt  must  also  be  made  to  tell  of  those  inner  stores 
with  which  this  gallant  vessel  was  freighted ;  for,  after  all,  the 
outward  bravery  is  not  everything  with  a  woman.  It  may  be  that 
a  man  in  selecting  his  wife  rarely  looks  for  much  else ; — for  that 
in  addition,  of  course,  to  money ;  but  though  he  has  looked  for 
little  else,  some  other  things  do  frequently  force  themselves,  on  his 
attention  soon  after  the  knot  is  tied ;  and  as  Caroline  Wadding- 
ton will  appear  in  these  pagea  as  wife  as  well  as  maid,  as  a  man's 
companion  as  well  as  his  plaything,  it  may  be  well  to  say  now 
something  as  to  her  fitness  for  such  occupation. 

We  will  say,  then,  that  she  was  perhaps  even  more  remarkable 
for  her  strength  of  mind  than  for  her  beauty  of  person.  At  pre- 
sent, she  was  a  girl  of  twenty,  and  hardly  knew  her  own  power ; 
but  the  time  was  to  come  when  she  should  know  it  and  should 
use  it.  She  was  possessed  of  a  stubborn,  enduring,  manly  will ; 
capable  of  conquering  much,  and  not  to  be  conquered  easily. 
She  had  a  mind  which,  if  rightly  directed,  might  achieve  greaJb 
and  good  things,  but  of  which  it  might  be  predicted  that  it  would 
oertainly  achieve  something,  and  that  if  not  directed  for  good,  it 
might  not  improbably  direct  itself  for  evil.  It  was  impossible 
that  she  should  ever  grow  into  a  piece  of  domestic  furniture,  con- 
tented to  adapt  itself  to  such  uses  as  a  marital  tyrant  might  think 
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fit  to  require  of  it.  If  destined  to  fall  into  good  hands,  she  might 
become  a  happy,  loving  wife ;  but  it  was  quite  as  possible  that  she 
should  be  neither  happy  nor  loving. 

Like  most  other  girls,  she  no  doubt  thought  much  of  what 
might  be  her  lot  in  love — thought  much  of  loving,  though  she  had 
never  yet  loved.  It  has  been  said  that  her  turn  of  mind  was 
manly ;  but  it  must  not  on  that  account  be  imagined  that  her 
wishes  and  aspirations  were  at  present  other  than  feminine.  Her 
heart  and  feelings  were  those  of  a  girl,  at  any  rate  as  yet ;  but 
her  will  and  disposition  were  masculine  in  their  firmness. 

Por  one  so  young,  she  had  great  and  dangerous  faults  of  cha- 
racter— great,  as  being  injurious  to  her  happihess ;  and  dangerous, 
as  being  likely  to  grow  with  her  years.  Her  faults  were  not 
young  faults.  Though  true  herself,  she  was  suspicious  of  others ; 
though  trustworthy,  she  was  not  trustful :  and  what  person  who 
is  not  trustful  ever  remains  trustworthy  ?  Who  can  be  fit  for 
confidence  who  cannot  himself  confide  ?  She  was  imperious,  too, 
when  occasion  offered  itself  to  her  proud  spirit.  With  her  aunt, 
whom  she  loved,  she  was  not  so.  Her  she  was  content  to  per- 
suade, using  a  soft  voice  and  a  sofb  eye ;  but  with  those  whom  she 
could  not  persuade  and  wished  to  rule,  her  voice  was  sometimes 
stem  enough,  and  ner  eye  far  from  soft. 

She  was  a  clever  girl,  capable  of  talking  well,  and  possessed  of 
more  information  than  most  young  ladies  of  the  same  age.  She 
had  been  at  an  excellent  school,  if  any  schools  are  really  excellent 
for  young  ladies ;  but  there  was,  nevertheless,  something  in  her 
style  of  thought  hardly  suitable  to  the  softness  of  girlhood.  She 
ooold  speak  of  sacred  things  with  a  mocking  spirit,  the  mockery 
of  philosophy  rather  than  of  youth  ;  she  had  little  or  no  enthu- 
siasm, though  there  was  passion  enough  deep  seated  in  her  bosom ; 
she  sufiered  from  no  transcendentalism ;  she  saw  nothing  through 
a  halo  of  poetic  inspiration :  among  the  various  tints  of  her  atmo- 
sphere there  was  no  rose  colour ;  she  preferred  wit  to  poetry  ;  and 
her  smile  was  cynical  rather  than  joyous. 

Now  I  have  described  my  donna  primissima,  with  hardly  sufll- 
cient  detail  for  my  own  satisfaction,  doubtless  with  far  too  much 
for  yours,  O  my  reader !  It  must  be  added,  however,  that  she 
was  SD  orphan ;  that  she  lived  entirely  with  her  aunt,  Miss  Baker; 
that  her  father  had  been  in  early  life  a  sort  of  partner  with  Mr. 
George  Bertram;  that  Mr.  George  Bertram  was  her  guardian, 
though  he  had  hitherto  taken  but  little  trouble  in  looking  after 
her,  whatever  trouble  he  may  have  taken  in  looking  after  her  mo- 
ney ;  and  that  she  was  possessed  of  a  moderate  fortune,  say  about 
tout  thouaand  pounds. 
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A  picnic  undertaken  from  Jerusalem  must  in  some  respects  be 
unlike  any  picnic  elsewhere.  Ladies  cannot  be  carried  to  it  in 
carriages,  because  at  Jerusalem  there  are  no  carriages ;  nor  can 
the  provisions  be  conveyed  even  in  carts,  for  at  Jerusalem  there 
are  no  carts.  The  stock  of  comestibles  was  therefore  packed  in 
hampers  on  a  camel's  back,  and  sent  off  to  the  valley  by  one  route, 
whereas  Miss  Todd  and  her  friends  went  on  horseback  and  on 
donkey-back  by  another  and  a  longer  road. 

It  may  as  well  be  mentioned  that  Miss  Todd  was  a  little  ashamed 
of  the  magnitude  to  which  her  undertaking  had  attained.  Her 
original  plan  had  merely  been  this : — that  she  and  a  few  others 
should  ride  through 'the  valleys  round  the  city,  and  send  a  basket 
of  sandwiches  to  meet  them  at  some  hungry  point  on  the  road. 
Now  there  was  a  cortege  of  eleven  persons,  exclusive  of  the  groom- 
boys,  a  boiled  ham,  sundry  chickens,  hard-boiled  eggs,  and  cham- 
pagne. Miss  Todd  was  somewhat  ashamed  of  this.  Here,  in 
England,  one  would  hardly  inaugurate  a  picnic  to  Kensal  Green, 
or  the  Highgate  Cemetery,  nor  select  the  tombs  of  our  departed 
great  ones  as  a  shelter  under  which  to  draw  one's  corks.  But 
Miss  Todd  boasted  of  high  spirits :  when  this  little  difficulty  had 
been  first  suggested  to  her  by  Mr.  M*Gabbery,  she  had  scoffed  at 
it,  and  had  enlarged  her  circle  in  a  spirit  of  mild  bravado.  Then 
chance  had  done  more  for  her ;  and  now  she  was  doomed  to  pre- 
side over  a  large  party  of  revellers  immediately  over  the  ashes  of 
James  the  Just. 

None  but  Englishmen  or  Englishwomen  do  such  things  as  this. 
To  other  people  is  wanting  sufficient  pluck  for  such  enterprises ; 
is  wanting  also  a  certain  mixture  of  fun,  honest  independence, 
and  bad  taste.  Let  us  go  into  some  church  on  the  Continent — 
in  Italy,  we  will  say — where  the  walls  of  the  churches  still  boast 
of  the  great  works  of  the  great  masters. — Look  at  that  man  stand- 
ing on  the  very  altar-step  while  the  priest  is  saying  his  mass; 
look  at  his  grey  shooting-coat,  his  thick  shoes,  his  wide-awake  hat 
stuck  under  one  arm,  and  his  stick  under  the  other,  while  he  holds 
his  opera-glass  to  his  eyes.   How  he  shuffles  about  to  get  the  best 

Eoint  of  sight,  quite  indifferent  as  to  clergy  or  laity !  All  that 
ell-ringing,  incense-flinging,  and  breast-striking  is  nothing  to 
him  :  he  has  paid  dearly  to  be  brought  thither ;  he  has  paid  the 
guide  who  is  kneeling  a  little  behind  him  ;  he  is  going  to  pay  the 
sacristan  who  attends  ^him ;  he  is  quite  ready  to  pay  the  priest 
himself,  if  the  priest  would  only  signify  his  wish  that  way ;  but  be 
has  come  there  to  see  that  fresco,  and  see  it  he  will :  respecting 
that  he  will  soon  know  more  than  either  the  priest  or  his  wonihip« 
ers.    Perhaps  some  servant  of  the  church,  coming  to  him  irith 
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submissive,  almost  suppliant  gesture,  begs  bim  to  step  back  just 
for  one  moment.  Tbe  lover  of  art  glares  at  him  with  insulted 
look,  and  hardly  deigns  to  notice  him  further :  he  merely  turns 
his  eye  to  his  Murray,  puts  his  hat  down  on  the  altar-step,  and 
goes  on  studjring  his  subject.  All  the  world — German,  French- 
man, Italian,  Spaniard — all  men  of  all  nations  know  that  that  ugly 
grey  shooting-coat  must  contain  an  Englishman.  He  cares  for  no 
one.  If  any  one  up^ts  him,  he  can  do  much  towards  righting 
himself;  ana  if  more  be  wanted,  has  he  not  Lord  Malmesbury  or 
Lord  Clarendon  at  his  back  ?  But  what  would  this  Englishman 
say  if  his  place  of  worship  were  disturbed  by  some  wandering 
Italian  ? 

It  was  somewhat  in  this  way  with'  Miss  Todd.  She  knew  that 
what  she  was  about  to  do  was  rather  absurd,  but  she  had  the  blood 
of  the  Todds  warm  at  her  heart.  The  Todds  were  a  people  not 
easily  frightened,  and  Mi^s  Todd  was  not  going  to  disgrace  her 
lineage.  True,  she  had  not  intended  to  feed  twelve  people  over  a 
Jewish  sepulchre,  but  as  the  twelve  people  had  assembled,  look- 
ing to  her  for  food,  she  was  not  the  woman  to  send  them  away 
fasting :  so  she  gallantly  led  the  way  through  the  gate  of  JafTa^ 
Sir  Lionel  attending  her  on  a  donkey. 

When  once  out  of  town,  they  turned  sharp  to  the  left.  Their 
path  lay  through  the  valley  of  Gihon,  through  the  valley  of  Hin- 
nom,  down  among  those  strange,  open  sepulchres,  deeply  exca- 
vated in  caves  on  the  mountain-sides — sepulchres  quite  imlike 
those  below  in  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  There  they  are  all 
covered,  each  stone  marking  a  grave ;  but  here  they  lie  in  open 
catacombs — ^in  caves  at  least,  of  which  the  entrance  is  open.  The 
hatdy  stranger  crawling  in  may  lay  his  hand  within  the  cell — nay, 
may  crawl  up  into  it  if  he  will-in  which  have  mouldered  the 
bones  of  some  former  visitor  to  Jerusalem.  For  this,  so  saith 
tradition,  is  the  field  purchased  with  the  reward  of  iniquity.  It 
was  tbe  burying-place  for  strangers,  Aceldama,  the  field  of  blood. 

But  where  be  these  bones  now  ?  for  the  catacombs  are  mostly 
empty.  Mr.  Pott,  descending  as  far  as  he  could  into  the  deepest 
of  them,  did  at  last  bring  forth  a  skull  and  two  parts  of  a  back-. 
bone ;  did  present  the  former  with  much  grace  to  Miss  Jones,  who, 
on  beholding  it,  very  nearly  fell  from  off  her  donkey. 

'For  shame.  Pott!'  said  Mr.  Cruse.  *How  coidd  you  handle 
anything  so  disgusting  ?  You  are  desecrating  the  grave  of  some 
umortiinate  Mussulman  who  has  probably  died  within  the  last 
^ftj  years.'  Mr.  Cruse  was  alwavs  intent  on  showing  that  he 
bdievc^  none  of  the  traditions  of  the  country. 

'It  was  quite  dreadful  of  you,  Mr.  Pott,'  said  Miss  Jones; 
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'  quite  dreadful !  Indeed,  I  don't  know  what  you  Trould  not  do* 
But  I  am  quite  sure  he  was  never  a  Mahomedan.' 

'  He  looked  like  a  Jew,  didn't  he  ? '  said*  Pott. 

'  Oh !  I  did  not  see  the  face ;  but  he  was  certainly  either  a  Jew 
or  a  Christian.  Only  think.  Perhaps  those  remains  have  been 
there  for  nearly  eighteen  hundred  years.  Is  it  not  wonderful  ? 
Mamma,  it  was  just  here  that  I  lost  my  parasol.' 

8ir  Lionel  had  headed  the  cavalcade  with  Miss  Todd,  but  George 
Bertram  was  true  to  his  new  friends,  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Wad* 
dington.  So  also,  for  a  time,  were  Mr.  M*Gabbery  and  Mr. 
Cruse.  As  the  aunt  and  niece  rode  beside  each  other,  a  great 
part  of  this  gallant  attention  fell  upon  the  former.  Indeed,  the 
easiest  way  of  addressing  the  beauty  was  often  found  to  be  through 
the  beauty's  aunt;  and  it  may  be  doubted  whether  Mr.  M'Gab- 
bery  would  not  have  retreated  long  since  in  despair,  but  for  the 
scintillations  of  civility  which  fell  to  him  from  Miss  Baker's  good- 
humour.  He  had  had  the  good  fortune  of  some  previous  days' 
journeying  with  them  on  horseback  through  the  desert,  and  had 
found  that  privilege  gave  him  an  inestimable  advantage  over  Mr. 
Cruse.  Why  should  it  not  also  suffice  as  regarded  this  new 
comer  P  He  had  held  much  commune  with  himself  on  the  subject 
that  morning ;  had  called  himself  to  task  for  his  own  pusillanimity, 
and  had  then  fortified  his  courage  with  the  old  reflection  about 
fair  ladies  and  faint  hearts — and  also  with  a  glass  of  brandy.  He 
was  therefore  disposed  to  make  himself  very  unpleasant  to  poor 
George  if  occasion  should  require. 

*  How  delighted  you  must  have  been  to  see  your  father ! '  said 
Miss  Baker,  who,  though  her  temper  would  not  permit  her  to  be 
uncivil  to  Mr.  M*Gabbery,  would  readily  have  dispensed  with  that 
gentleman's  attendance. 

*  Indeed  I  was.     I  never  saw  him  before,  you  know.' 

*  Never  saw  him,  your  father,  before,  Mr.  Bertram  f '  said  Ca- 
roline.    *  Why,  aunt  Mary  says  that  I  have  seen  him.' 

*  I  never  saw  him  to  remember  him.  One  doesn't  count  one's 
acquaintance  before  seven  or  eight  years  of  age.' 

*  Your  memory  must  be  very  bad,  then,'  said  Mr.  M'Qabbery, 
*  or  your  childhood's  love  for  your  father  very  slight.  I  perfectly 
remember  the  sweetness  of  my  mother's  caresses  when  I  was  but 
three  years  old.  There  is  nothing,  Miss  Waddiugton,  to  equal  the 
sweetness  of  a  mother's  kisses.' 

*  I  never  knew  them,'  said  she.  *  But  I  have  found  an  aunt's 
do  nearly  as  well.' 

'A  grandmother's  are  not  bad,'  said  Bertram,  looking  very 
grave. 
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*  1  can  never  think  of  my  mother  without  emotion,'  continued 
Mr.  M'Gabbery.  *  I  remember,  as  though  it  were  yesterday, 
when  I  first  stood  at  her  knee,  with  a  picture-book  on  her  lap  be- 
fore me.  It  is  the  furthest  point  to  which  memory  carries  me — 
and  the  sweetest.' 

*I  can  remember  back  much  before  that,'  said  George;  *a 
p;reat  deal  before  that.  Listen  to  this.  Miss  Baker.  My  earliest 
impression  was  a  hatred  of  dishonesty.' 

*  I  hope  your  views  have  not  altered  since,'  said  Caroline. 

*  Very  materially,  I  fear.  But  I  must  tell  you  about  my  me- 
moiy.     I  was  lying  once  in  my  cradle — ' 

*  iou  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you  remember  that  ? '  said  M'Gab- 
bery. 

'Perfectly,  as  you  do  the  picture-book.  "Well,  there  I  was 
lying.  Miss  Baker,  with  my  little  eyes  wide  open.  It  is  astonishing 
how  much  babies  see,  though  people  never  calculate  on  their  hav- 
ing eyes  at  all.  I  was  lying  on  my  back,  staring  at  the  mantel- 
piece, on  wbich  my  mother  had  left  her  key-basket.' 

*Tou  remember,  of  course,  that  it  was  her  key-basket?'  said 
Miss  Waddington,  with  a  smile  that  made  M'Gtibbery  clench  his 
walking-stick  in  his  hand. 

'  Perfectly ;  because  she  always  kept  her  halfpence  there  also. 
Well,  there  was  a  nursery-girl  who  used  to  be  about  me  in  those 
days.  I  distinctly  saw  her  go  to  that  basket,  Miss  Baker,  and 
take  out  a  penny ;  and  I  then  made  up  my  mind  that  the  first  use 
I  would  make  oi  my  coming  speech  should  be  to  tell  my  mother. 
That,  I  think,  is  the  furthest  point  to  which  my  memory  carries 
me.* 

The  ladies  laughed  heartily,  but  Mr.  M^Gabbery  frowned  bit- 
terly.    *  Tou  must  have  dreamt  it,'  said  he. 

'  It  is  just  possible,'  said  George ;  '  but  I  don't  think  it.  Come, 
Miss  Waddington,  let  us  have  your  earliest  recollections.' 

'  Ah  !  mine  will  not  be  interesting.  They  do  not  go  back  at  all 
wo  iar.    1  think  they  have  reference  to  bread  and  butter.' 

*  I  remember  being  very  angry,'  said  Miss  Baker, '  because  papa 
prophesied  that  I  should  be  an  old  maid.  It  was  very  hard  on 
me,  for  his  prophecy  no  doubt  brought  about  the  fact.' 

'  But  the  fact  is  no  fact  as  yet,'  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  with  a 
smirking  gallantry  for  which  he  ought  to  have  been  kicked. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  M'Gabbery,'  said  Miss  Waddington. 
*  It  is  quite  an  established  fact.  My  aunt  will  never  have  my 
consent  to  marry ;  and  I  am  sure  she  wiU  never  dream  of  such  a 
thing  without  it.' 

*  And  BO  Mr.  M'Gabbery's  hopes  in  that  direction  are  all  at  an 
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end,*  said  George,  who  was  now  able  to  speak  to  Caroline  without 
being  heard  by  the  others. 

'  I  declare  1  think  he  has  entertained  some  such  idea,  for  he 
never  leaves  my  aunt  alone  for  a  minute.  He  has  been  very 
civil,  very ;  but,  Mr.  Bertram,  perhaps  you  know  that  a  very  civil 
man  may  be  a  bore.' 

*  He  always  is,  I  think.  No  man  is  really  liked  who  is  ever 
ready  to  run*on  messages  and  tie  up  parcels.  It  is  generally  con- 
sidered that  a  man  knows  his  own  value,  and  that,  if  he  be  willing 
to  do  such  work,  such  work  is  fit  for  him.' 

*  Tou  never  do  anything  to  oblige,  then  ?  * 

*  Very  rarely  ;  at  least,  not  in  the  little  domestic  line.  If  one 
could  have  an  opportunity  of  picking  a  lady  out  of  a  fire,  or  sav- 
ing her  from  the  clutches  of  an  Italian  bravo,  or  getting  her  a 
fortune  of  twenty  thousand  pounds,  one  would  be  inclined  to  do 
it.  In  such  cases,  there  would  be  no  contempt  mixed  up  with  the 
lady's  gratitude.  But  ladies  are  never  reidly  grateful  to  a  man 
for  turning  himself  into  a  flunky.' 

*  Ah !  I  like  to  be  attended  to  all  the  same.' 

*  Then  there  is  Mr.  M'Gabbery.  Half  a  smile  will  keep  him  at 
your  feet  the  whole  day.' 

Mr.  M'Gabbery  and  poor  Miss  Baker  were  now  walking  behind 
them,  side  by  side.  But  his  felicity  in  this  respect  was  not  at  all 
sufficient  for  that  gentleman.  In  their  long  journey  from  Egypt, 
he  and  Miss  Waddington  had  always  been  within  speaking  dis- 
tance ;  and  who  was  the  stranger  of  today  that  was  thus  to  come 
and  separate  them  ? 

*  Miss  Waddington,'  he  cried,  *  do  you  remember  when  your 
horse  stumbled  in  the  sand  at  El  Ansh  ?  Ah !  what  a  pleasant 
day  that  was !' 

*  But  you  have  not  recalled  it  by  a  very  pleasant  incident.  I 
was  venr  nearly  being  thrown  out  of  my  saddle.' 

*  And  how  we  had  to  wait  for  our  dinner  at  Gaza  till*  the  camels 
came  up  ?'  And  Mr.  M*Gabbery,  urging  on  his  horse,  brought 
him  up  once  more  abreast  with  that  of  Miss  Waddington. 

'  I  shall  soon  have  as  great  a  horror  of  Gaza  as  Samson  had,' 
said  she,  sotto  voce.  '  I  almost  feel  myself  already  in  bonds  under 
Fhilistian  yoke  whenever  it  is  mentioned.' 

*  Talking  of  recollections,  that  journey  will  certainly  be  among 
the  sunniest  of  my  life's  memories,'  said  Mr.  M*Gabbery. 

*  It  was  sunny,  certainly,'  said  Miss  Waddington ;  *  for  the  heat 
of  the  desert  had  been  oppressive. 

*  Ah  !  and  so  sweet !  That  encamping  in  your  own  tent ;  pre- 
"paring  your  own  meals ;   having  everything,  as  it  were,  within. 
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jTOturself.  Civilized  life  has  nothing  to  offer  equal  to  that.  A 
person  who  has  only  gone  from  dty  to  city,  or  from  steamboat 
U>  steamboat,  knows  nothing  of  oriental  life.  Does  he,  Miss 
Waddington  P '  This  was  intended  as  a  blow  at  Bertram,  who 
had  got  to  Jerusalem  without  sleeping  under  canyas; 

*  What  ignorant  wretches  the  natives  must  be ! '  said  George ; 
'for  they  apparently  sleep  as  regularly  in  their  own  beds  as 
EU17  stupid  Christian  in  England.' 

*  I  am  not  sure  that  even  Mr.  M'Gabbery  would  admire  the 
bents  BO  much  if  he  had  not  some  Christian  comforts  along  with 
him.' 

*  SEis  brandy-flask  and  dressing-case,  for  instance,'  said  George. 

*  Yes ;  and  his  mattress  and  blankets,'  said  Caroline. 

*  His  potted  meat  and  preserved  soup.'    . 

*  And  especially  his  pot  to  boil  his  potatoes  in.' 

*  That  was  Mr.  Cruse,'  said  Mr.  M*  Crabbery,  quite  angrily. 
*  For  myself,  I  do  not  care  a  bit  about  potatoes.' 

*  So  it  was,  Mr.  M*Gabbery ;  and  I  beg  your  pardon.  It  is 
Mr.  Cruse  whose  soul  is  among  the  potatoes.  But  if  I  remem- 
ber right,  it  was  you  who  were  so  angry  when  the  milk  ran  out.' 
Then  Mr.  M'Gabbery  again  receded,  and  talked  to  Mrs.  Jones 
about  his  associations. 

*  How  thoroughly  the  Turks  mi  Arabs  beat  us  in  point  of 
costume ! '  said  Mrs.  Hunter  to  Mr.  Cruse. 

*  It  will  be  very  hard,  at  any  rate,  for  any  of  them  to  beat  you,' 
said  the  tutor.  '  Since  I  have  been  out  here,  I  have  seen  no  one 
adopt  their  ways  with  half  as  much  grace  as  you  do.' 

Mrs.  Hunter  looked  down  well  pleased  to  her  ankles,  which 
were  covered,  and  needed  to  be  covered,  by  no  riding-habit.  *  I 
was  not  thinking  so  much  of  myself  as  of  Mr.  Hunter.  Women, 
you  know,  Mr.  Cruse,  are  nothing  in  this  land.' 

*  Except  when  imported  from  Christendom,  Mrs.  Hunter.' 

*  But  I  was  speaking  of  gentlemen's  toilets.  Don't  you  think 
the  Turkish  dress  very  becoming  ?  I  declare,  I  shall  never  bear 
to  see  Charles  again  in  a  coat  and  waistcoat  and  trousers.' 

*  Not  he  you  in  an  ordinary  silk  gown,  puffed  out  with  crino- 
liDe.* 

*  WeU,  I  suppose  we  must  live  in  the  East  altogether  then.  I 
am  sure  I  should  not  object.  I  know  one  thing — I  shall  never 
endure  to  put  a  bonnet  on  my  head  again.  By-the-by,  Mr.  Cruse, 
vho  is  this  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  that  has  just  come  P  Is  he  a 
baronet  P'  ► 

'  Oh  dear^  no ;  nothing  of  that  sort,  I  imagine.  I  don't  quite 
know  who  be  is }  but  that  young  man  is  his  son.' 
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*  They  say  he's  very  clever,  don't  they  ?' 

*  He  has  that  sort  of  boy's  cleverness,  I  dare  say,  which  goes 
towards  taking  a  good  degree.'  Mr.  Cruse  himself  had  not  shone 
very  brightly  at  the  University. 

'  Miss  Waddington  seems  very  much  smitten  with  him ;  don't 
you  think  so  ? ' 

*  Miss  Waddington  is  a  beautiful  girl ;  and  variable — as  beau- 
tiful girls  sometimes  are.' 

*  Mr.  Cruse,  don't  be  satiric^.' 

* "  Praise  undeserved  is  satire  in  disguise," '  said  Mr.  Cruse, 
not  quite  understanding,  himself,  why  he  made  the  quotation. 
But  it  did  exceedingly  well.  Mrs.  Hunter  smiled  sweetly  on  him, 
said  that  he  was  a  dangerous  man,  and  that  no  one  would  take 
him  to  be  a  clergyman ;  upon  which  Mr.  Cruse  begged  that  she 
would  spare  his  character. 

And  now  they  had  come  to  the  fountain  of  Enrogel,  and  hav- 
ing dismounted  from  their  steeds,  stood  clustering  about  the  low 
wall  which  surrounds  the  little  pool  of  water. 

'This,  Sir  Lionel,'  said  Miss  Todd,  acting  cicerone,  'is  the 
fountain  of  Enrogel,  which  you  know  so  well  by  name.' 

'Ah!'  said  Sir  LioneL  'It  seems  rather  dirty  at  present; 
doesn't  ifcP' 

'  That  is  because  the  water  is  so  low.  When  there  has  been 
much  rain,  there  is  quite  a  flood  here.  Those  little  gardens  and 
fields  there  are  the  most  fertile  spot  round  Jerusalem,  because 
there  is  so  much  irrigation  here.' 

'  That's  where  the  Jerusalem  artichokes  are  grown,  I  sup- 
pose.' 

'  It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  though  there  are  plenty  of  artichokes, 
that  special  plant  is  unknown,'  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery.  '  Do  you 
remember.  Miss  Waddington — ' 

But  Miss  Waddington  had  craftily  slipped  round  the  comer  of 
the  wall,  and  was  now  admiring  Mrs.  Hunter's  costume,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fountain. 

'  And  that  is  the  village  of  Siloam,'  continued  Miss  Todd,  point- 
ing to  a  range  of  cabins,  some  of  which  seemed  to  be  cut  out  of 
the  rock  on  the  hill-side,  on  her  right  hand  as  she  looked  up  to- 
wards the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  '  And  that  is  the  pool  of  Si- 
loam,  Sir  Lionel ;  we  shall  go  up  there.' 

'  Ah!'  said  Sir  Lionel  again. 

'  Is  it  not  interesting?'  said  Miss  Todd  ;  and  a  smiling  gleam 
of  satisfaction  spread  itself  across  her  jovial,  ruddy  face. 

*  Very,'  said  Sir  LioneL     *  But  don't  you  find  it  rather  hot  P ' 

*  Yes,  it  is  warm.    But  one  gets  accustomed  to  that.    I  do  so 
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like  to  find  myself  amoog  these  names  which  used  to  torment 
me  BO  when  I  was  a  child.  I  had  all  manner  of  mysterious 
ideas  about  the  pool  of  Bethesda  and  the  beautiful  gate,  about 
the  hill  of  Sion,  and  Gehenna,  and  the  brook  Cedron.  I  had  a 
sort  of  belief  that  these  places  were  scattered  wide  over  the  un- 
known deserts  of  Asia ;  and  now,  Sir  Lionel,  I  am  going  to  show 
them  all  to  you  in  one  day.' 

*  Would  they  were  scattered  wider,  that  the  pleasure  might  last 
the  longer,'  said  Sir  Lionel,  taking  off  his  hat  as  he  bowed  to 
Miss  Todd,  but  putting  it  on  again  very  quickly,  as  he  felt  the 
beat. 

*  Yes ;  but  the  mystery,  the  beautiful  mystery,  is  all  gone,' 
said  Miss  Jones.  *  I  shall  never  feel  again  about  these  places  as 
I  used  to  do.' 

*  Nor  I  either,  I  hope,'  said  Mr.  Pott.  '  I  always  used  to  catch 
it  for  scripture  geography.' 

'  Yes,  the  mystery  of  your  childhood  will  be  gone.  Miss  Jones,' 
said  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  who,  in  his  present  state  of  hopelessness 
as  regarded  Miss  Waddington,  was  ill-naturedly  interfering  with 
young  Pott.  '  The  mystery  of  your  childhood  will  be  gone ;  but 
another  mystery,  a  more  matured  mystery,  will  be  created  in  your 
imagination.  Your  associations  will  henceforth  bear  a  richer 
tint.' 

*  I  don't  know  that,'  said  Miss  Jones,  who  did  not  approve  of 
being  interfered  with  a  bit  better  than  did  Mr.  Pott. 

And  then  they  remounted,  and  the  cavalcade  moved  on.  They 
turned  up  the  rising  ground  towards  the  city  wall,  and  leaving 
on  the  left  the  gardens  in  which  Jerusalem  artichokes  did  not 
grow,  they  came  to  the  pool  of  Siloam.  Here  most  of  them  again 
descended,  and  climbed  down  to  the  water,  which  bursts  out  from 
its  underground  channel  into  a  cool,  but  damp  and  somewhat 
dirty  ravine. 

*  X  ou  are  my  guide,  Miss  Todd,  in  everything,'  said  Sir  Lionel. 
*  Is  it  necessary  that  I  should  study  scripture  geography  down 
in  that  hole  ?     If  you  bid  me,  I'll  do  it.' 

*Well,  Sir  Lionel,  I'll  let  you  off;  the  more  especially  as  I 
have  been  down  there  myself  already,  and  got  dreadfully  draggled 
in  doing  so.  Oh!  I  declare,  there  is  Miss  Waddington  in  the 
water.* 

Miss  Waddington  was  in  the  water.  Not  in  such  a  manner, 
gentlest  of  readers,  as  to  occasion  the  slightest  shock  to  your  sus- 
ceptible nenres ;  but  in  such  a  degree  as  to  be  very  disagreeable 
to  ber  boots,  and  the  cause  of  infinite  damage  tiO  her  stockings. 
Oeorge  Bertram  had  handed  her  down,  and  when  in  the  act  of 
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turning  round  to  give  similar  assistance  to  some  other  adventu- 
rous lady,  had  left  her  alone  on  the  slippery  stones.  Of  course 
any  young  lady  would  take  advantage  of  such  an  unguarded  mo- 
ment to  get  into  some  catastrophe. 

Alas !  and  again  alas !  Unfortunately,  Mr.  M'Gbbbery  had 
been  the  first  to  descend  to  the  pool.  He  had  calculated,  cun- 
ningly enough,  that  in  being  there,  seeing  that  the  space  was  not 
very  large,  the  duty  must  fall  to  his  lot  of  receiving  into  his  arms 
any  such  ladies  as  chose  to  come  down — Miss  "Waddington,  who 
was  known  to  be  very  adventurous,  among  the  number.  He  was 
no  sooner  there,  however,  than  George  Bertram  jumped  in  almost 
upon  him,  and  hitherto  he  had  not  an  opportunity  of  touching 
Miss  Waddington' 8  glove.  But  now  it  seemed  that  fortune  was 
to  reward  him. 

*  Good  heavens ! '  cried  Mr.  M*Gabbery,  as  he  dashed  boldly 
into  the  flood,  thereby  splashing  the  water  well  up  into  Caro- 
line's face.  There  was  not  much  occasion  for  this  display,  for  the 
gentleman  could  have  assisted  the  lady  quite  as  effectually  with- 
out even  wetting  his  toes ;  but  common  misfortunes  do  create 
common  sympathies — or  at  least  they  should  do.  Would  it  not 
be  natural  that  Miss  Waddington  and  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  when 
both  wet  through  up  to  their  knees,  should  hang  together  in 
their  sufferings,  make  common  cause  of  it,  talk  each  of  what  the 
other  felt  and  understood  so  well  ?  Nay,  might  it  not  be  pro- 
bable that,  in  obedience  to  the  behests  of  some  wise  senior,  they 
might  be  sent  back  to  the  city  together ; — understand,  O  reader, 
that  the  wall  of  Jerusalem  had  never  yet  been  distant  from  them 
half  a  mile — back,  we  say,  together  to  get  dry  stockings  ?  To 
achieve  such  an  object,  Mr.  M'Gabbery  would  have  plunged  bo- 
dily beneath  the  wave — had  the  wave  been  deep  enough  to  re- 
ceive his  body.  As  it  was,  it  only  just  came  over  the  tops  of 
his  boots,  fiUing  them  comfortably  with  water. 

*  Oh,  Mr.  M*Gabbery !'  exclaimed  the  ungrateful  lady.  *  Now 
you  have  drowned  me  altogether.' 

*  I  never  saw  anything  so  awkward  in  my  life,'  said  Mr.  M'Gab- 
bery,  looking  up  at  Bertram  with  a  glance  that  should  have  fro- 
zen his  blood. 

*  Nor  I,  either,'  said  Caroline. 

*  What  had  you  better  do  ?  Pray  give  me  your  hand,  Miss 
Waddington.  To  leave  you  in  such  a  manner  as  that !  We  ma- 
naged better  in  the  desert,  did  we  not,  Miss  Waddington  ?  You 
really  must  go  back  to  Jerusalem  for  dry  shoes  aa^  stockings  $ 
you  really  must.  Where  is  Miss  Baker  ?  Give  me  your  hand| 
liVIiss  Waddington ;  both  hands,  you  had  better.' 
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So  much  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery  while  struggling  in  the  pool  of 
Siloam.  But  in  the  meantime,  Miss  Waddington,  turning  quickly 
round,  had  put  out  her  hand  to  Bertram,  who  was  standing — 
and  I  regret  to  say  all  but  laughing — on  the  rock  above  her: 
and  before  Mr.  M'Gabbery's  eloquence  was  over,  she  was  safely 
landed  among  her  friends. 

*  Oh,  Mr.  Bertram,'  said  she ;  *  you  are  a  horrid  man.  I'll 
never  forgive  you.  Had  I  trusted  myself  to  poor  Mr.  M'Gab- 
bery,  I  should  have  been  dry-footed  at  this  moment.'  And  she 
shook  the  water  from  off  her  dress,  making  a  damp  circle  around 
herself  as  a  Newfoundland  dog  sometimes  does.  '  If  I  served 
you  right,  I  should  make  you  go  to  the  hotel  for  a  pair  of  shoes.' 

'  Do,  Miss  Waddington ;  ms^e  him  go,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  '  If  he 
doesn't,  I'll  go  myself' 

*  I  shall  be  delighted,'  said  Mr.  Cruse ;  *  my  donkey  is  very 
quick ;'  and  the  clergyman  mounted  ready  to  start.  '  Only  I 
shouldn't  know  where  to  find  the  things.' 

*  No,  Mr.  Cruse ;  and  I  couldn't  tell  you.  Besides,  there  is 
nothing  I  like  so  much  as  wet  feet, — except  wet  strings  to  my  hat, 
for  which  latter  I  have  to  thank  Mr.  M^Gabbery.' 

*  I  will  go,  of  course,'  said  M'Gabbery,  emerging  slowly  from 
the  pool.  '  Of  course  it  is  for  me  to  go ;  I  shall  be  glad  of  an 
opportunity  of  getting  dry  boots  myself.' 

'  I  am  so  sorry  you  have  got  wet,'  said  the  beauty. 

'  Oh !  it's  nothmg ;  I  like  it.  I  was  not  going  to  see  you  in 
the  water  without  coming  to  you.  Pray  tell  me  what  I  shall 
fetch.  I  know  all  your  boxes  so  well,  you  know,  so  I  can  have 
no  difficulty.  Will  they  be  in  the  one  with  C.  W.  on  it  in  brass 
nails  ?  That  was  the  one  which  fell  off  the  camel  near  the  Tem- 
ple of  Dagon.'  Poor  Mr.  M*Gabbery!  that  ride  through  the 
desert  was  an  oasis  in  his  otherwise  somewhat  barren  life,  never 
to  be  forgotten. 

*I  am  the  sinner,  Miss  Waddington,'  said  George,  at  last, 
'and  on  me  let  the  punishment  fall.  I  will  go  back  to  Jerusa- 
lem ;  and  in  order  that  you  may  suffer  no  inconvenience,  I  will 
bring  hither  all  your  boxes  and  all  your  trunks  on  the  backs  of 
a  score  of  Arab  porters.' 

*  Tou  know  you  intend  to  do  no  such  thing,'  said  she.  *  Tou 
have  already  told  me  your  ideas  as  to  waiting  upon  young 
ladies.' 

There  was,  however,  at  last  some  whispering  between  Miss 
Bi&er  and  her  niece,  in  which  Mr.  M'Gabbery  vainly  attempted 
to  join,  and  the  matter  ended  in  one  of  the  grooms,  being  sent 
into  the  town,  laden  with  a  bunch  of  keys  and  a  written  mes- 
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sage  for  Miss  Baker's  servant.  Before  dinner-time,  Miss  "Wad- 
din  gton  had  comfortably  changed  her  stockings  in  the  upper 
story  of  the  tomb  of  St.  James,  and  Mr.  M'Gabbery — but  Mr. 
M'Gabbery's  wet  feet  did  not  receive  the  attention  which  they 
deserved. 

Passing  on  from  the  pool  of  Siloam,  they  came  to  a  watercourse 
at  which  there  was  bemg  conducted  a  considerable  washing  of 
clothes.  The  washerwomen — the  term  is  used  as  being  generic  to 
the  trade  and  not  to  the  sex,  for  some  of  the  performers  were  men 
— ^were  divided  into  two  classes,  who  worked  separately ;  not  so 
separately  but  what  they  talked  together,  and  were  on  friendly 
terms  ;  but  still  there  was  a  division.  The  upper  washerwomen, 
among  whom  the  men  were  at  work,  were  Mahomedans ;  the  lower 
set  were  Jewesses.  As  to  the  men,  but  little  observation  was 
made,  except  that  they  seemed  expert  enough,  dabbing  their 
clothes,  rub  Ding  in  the  soap,  and  then  rinsing,  very  much  in  the 
manner  of  Christians.  But  it  was  impossible  not  to  look  at  the 
women.  The  female  followers  of  the  Prophet  had,  as  they  always 
have,  some  pretence  of  a  veil  for  their  face.  In  the  present  in- 
stance, they  held  in  their  teeth  a  dirty  blue  calico  rag,  which 
passed  over  their  heads,  acting  also  as  a  shawl.  By  this  contriv- 
ance, intended  only  to  last  while  the  Christians  were  there,  they 
concealed  one  side  of  the  face  and  the  chin.  No  one  could  behold 
them  without  wishing  that  the  eclipse  had  been  total.  No  epithet 
commonly  applied  to  women  in  this  country  could  adequately  de- 
scribe their  want  of  comeliness.  They  kept  their  faces  to  their 
work,  and  except  that  they  held  their  rags  between  their  teeth, 
they  gave  no  sign  of  knowing  that  strangers  were  standing  by 
them. 

It  was  different  with  the  Jewesses.  When  they  were  stared  at, 
they  stood  up  boldly  and  stared  again ; — and  well  worth  looking 
at  they  were.  There  were  three  or  four  of  them,  young  women 
all,  though  already  mothers,  for  their  children  were  playing  on  the 
grass  behind  them.  Each  bore  on  her  head  that  moon-shape^, 
head-dress  which  is  there*  the  symbol  of  a  Jewess ;  and  no  more 
graceful  tiara  can  a  woman  wear.  It  was  wonderful  that  the  same 
land  should  produce  women  so  different  as  were  these  close  neigh- 
hours.  The  Mahomedans  were  ape-like ;  but  the  Jewesses  were 
glorious  specimens  of  feminine  creation.  They  were  somewhat 
too  bold,  perhaps ;  there  was  too  much  daring  in  their  eyes,  as, 
with  their  naked  shoulders  and  bosoms  nearly  bare,  they  met  the 
eyes  of  the  men  that  were  looking  at  them.  But  there  was  no- 
thing immodest  in  their  audacity;  it  was  defiant  rather,  and 
8comfuL 
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There  was  one  among  them,  a  girl,  perhaps  of  eighteen,  who 
might  have  been  a  sculptor's  model,  not  only  for  form  and  figure, 
but  for  the  expression  of  her  countenance  and  the  beautiful  turn 
of  her  head  and  shoulders.  She  was  very  unlike  the  Jewess  that 
is  ordinarily  pictured  to  us.  She  had  no  beaky  nose,  no  thin  face, 
no  sharp,  small,  black,  bright  eyes ;  she  was'  fair,  as  Esther  was 
fair ;  her  forehead  and  face  were  broad,  her  eyes  large  and  open ; 
yet  she  was  a  Jewess,  plainly  a  Jewess ;  such  a  Jewess  as  are 
many  still  to  be  seen — in  Palestine,  at  least,  if  not  elsewhere. 

When  they  came  upon  her,  she  was  pressing  the  dripping  wa- 
ter from  some  large  piece  of  linen,  a  sheet  probably.  In  doing 
this  she  had  cunningly  placed  one  end  firmly  under  her  foot  upon 
a  stone,  and  then,  with  her  hands  raised  high  above  her  head,  she 
twisted  and  retwisted  it  till  the  water  oozing  out  fell  in  heavy 
drops  round  her  feet.  Her  arms  and  neck  were  bare,  as  were 
also  her  feet;  and  it  was  clear  that  she  put  forth  to  her  work 
as  much  strength  as  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  a  woman  in  any 
country. 

She  was  very  fair  to  look  at,  but  there  was  about  her  no  femi- 
nine softness.  Do  not  laugh,  reader,  unless  you  have  already 
stopped  to  think,  and,  thinking,  have  decided  that  a  girl  of  eigh- 
teen, being  a  washerwoman,  must  therefore  be  without  feminine 
softness.  I  would  not  myself  say  that  it  is  so.  But  here  at  least 
there  was  no  feminine  softness,  no  tenderness  in  the  eye,  no 
young  shame  at  being  gazed  at.  She  paused  for  a  moment  in  her 
work,  and  gave  back  to  them  all  the  look  they  gave  her ;  and  then, 
as  though  they  were  beneath  her  notice,  she  strained  once  more 
at  her  task,  and  so  dropped  the  linen  to  the  ground. 

'  If  I  knew  how  to  set  about  the  bargain,  I  would  take  that 
woman  home  with  me,  and  mould  her  to  be  my  wife.'  Such  was 
George  Bertram's  outspoken  enthusiasm. 

*  Moulded  wives  never  answer  weU,'  said  Sir  Lionel. 

*  I  think  he  would  prefer  one  that  had  been  dipped,'  whispered 
Miss  Todd  to  the  colonel ;  but  her  allusion  to  Miss  Waddington'9 
little  accident  on  the  water,  and  to  the  chandler's  wares,  was  not 
thoroughly  appreciated. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  hampers  were  to  be  sent  to  the 
tomb  of  Zachariah;  but  they  agreed  to  dine  immediately  oppo- 
site to  that  of  St.  James  the  Less.  This  is  situated  in  the 
middle  of  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  in  the  centre  of  myriads  of 
Jewish  tombs,  directly  opposite  to  the  wall  built  with  those  huge 
temple  stones,  not  many  feet  over  the  then  dry  watercourse  of 
the  brook  Cedron.  Such  was  the  spot  chosen  by  Miss  Todd  for 
her  cold  chickens  and  champagne. 
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Of  course  they  wandered  about  a  little  in  pairs  and  trios  while 
these  dainties  were  being  prepared  for  them.  This  St.  James's 
tomb  is  a  little  temple  built  on  the  side  of  the  rock,  singularly 
graceful.  The  front  towards  the  city  is  adorned  with  two  or  three 
Boman  pillars,  bearing,  if  I  remember  rightly,  plain  capitals. 
There  is,  I  think,  no  pediment  above  them,  or  any  other  adjunct 
of  architectural  pretension ;  but  the  pillars  themselves,  so  unlike 
anything  else  there,  so  unlike  any  other  sepulchral  monument 
that  I,  at  least,  have  seen,  make  the  tomb  very  remarkable.  That 
it  was  built  for  a  tomb  is,  I  suppose,  not  to  be  doubted ;  though 
for  whose  ashes  it  was  in  fact  erected  may  perhaps  be'questioned. 
I  am  not  aware  that  any  claimant  has  been  named  as  a  rival  to 
St.  James. 

The  most  conspicuous  of  these  monuments  is  that  which  tradi- 
tion allots  to  Absalom,  close  to  this  other  which  we  have  just  de- 
scribed. It  consists  of  a  solid  square  erection,  bearing  what,  for 
want  of  a  better  name,  I  must  call  a  spire,  with  curved  sides,  the 
sides  curving  inwards  as  they  fall  from  the  apex  to  the  base.  This 
spiral  roof,  too  low  and  dumpy  to  be  properly  called  a  spire,  is 
very  strong,  built  with  stones  laid  in  circles  flat  on  each  other, 
the  circles  becoming  smaller  as  they  rise  towards  the  top.  Why 
Absalom  should  have  had  such  a  tomb,  who  can  say  ?  That  his 
bones  were  buried  there,  the  Jews  at  least  believe;  for  Jewish 
fathers,  as  th^y  walk  by  with  their  children,  bid  their  boys  each 
cast  a  stone  there  to  mark  their  displeasure  at  the  child  who  re- 
belled against  his  parent.     It  is  now  nearly,  full  of  such  stones. 

While  Miss  Waddington  was  arranging  her  toilet  within  the 
tomb  of  St.  James,  her  admirers  below  were  not  making  them- 
selves agreeable  to  each  other.  *lt  was  the  awkwardest  thing  I 
ever  saw,'  said  Mr.  Cruse  to  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  in  a  low  tone,  but 
not  so  low  but  what  Bertram  was  intended  to  hear  it. 

*  Very,'  said  Mr.  M'Gabbery.  *  Some  men  are  awkward  by 
nature ; — seem,  indeed,  as  though  they  were  never  intended  for 
ladies'  society.' 

'  And  then  to  do  nothing  but  laugh  at  the  mischief  he  had  caused. 
That  may  be  the  way  at  Oxford ;  but  we  used  to  flatter  ourselves 
at  Cambridge  that  we  had  more  politeness.' 

'Cambridge!'  said  Bertram,  turning  round  and  speaking  with 
the  most  courteous  tone  he  could  command.  *  Were  you  at  Cam- 
bridge ?  I  thought  I  had  understood  that  you  were  educated  at 
St.  Bees.'  Mr.  Cruse  had  been  at  St.  Bees,  but  had  afterwards 
gone  to  the  University. 

*  I  was  a  scholar  at  St.  John's,  sir,*  replied  Mr.  Cruse,  with 
much  dignity,    *  M'Gbbbery,  shall  we  take  a  stroll  across  the  val- 
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ley  till  the  ladies  are  ready  ?*     And  so,  having  sufficiently  shown 
their  contempt  for  the  awkward  Oxonian,  they  moved  away. 

*Two  very  nice  fellows,  are  they  not  p'  said  Bertram  to  Mr, 
Hunter.  *  It's  a  stroke  of  good  fortune  to  fall  in  with  such  men 
as  that  at  such  a  place  as  this.' 

*  They're  very  well  in  their  own  way,'  said  Mr.  Hunter,  who 
was  lying  on  the  grass,  and  flattering  himself  that  he  looked  more 
Turkish  than  any  Turk  he  had  yet  seen.  *  But  they  don't  seem 
to  me  to  be  quite  at  home  here  in  the  East.  Few  Englishmen  in 
fact  are.  Cruse  is  always  wanting  boiled  vegetables,  and  M*Gab- 
bery  can't  eat  without  a  regular  knife  and  fork.  Give  me  a  pilau 
and  a  bit  of  bread,  and  I  can  make  a  capital  dinner  without  any- 
thing  to  help  me  but  my  own  fingers.' 

*  Cruse  isn't  a  bad  kind  of  coach,'  said  young  Pott.  *  He  never 
interferes  with  a  fellow.  His  only  fault  is  that  he's  so  spooney 
about  women.' 

'They're  gentlemanlike  men,'  said  Sir  Lionel;  'very.  One 
can't  expect,  you  know,  that  every  one  should  set  the  Thames  on 
fire.' 

*  Cruse  won't  do  that,  at  any  rate,'  put  in  Mr.  Pott. 

*But  Mr.  M*Gabbery  perhaps  may,'  suggested  George.  *At 
any  rate,  he  made  a  little  blaze  just  now  at  the  brook  above.' 
And  then  the  ladies  came  down,  and  the  business  of  the  day  com- 
menced; seeing  which,  the  two  injured  ones  returned  to  their 
posts. 

*  I  am  very  fond  of  a  picnic,'  said  Sir  Lionel,  as,  seated  on  a 
comer  of  a  tombstone,  he  stretched  out  his  glass  towards  Miss 
Todd,  who  had  insisted  on  being  his  cupbearer  for  the  occasion ; 
*  excessively  fond.  I  mean  the  eating  and  drinking  part,  of  course. 
There  is  only  one  thing  I  like  better ;  and  that  is  having  my  dinner 
under  a  roof,  upon  a  table,  and  with  a  chair  to  sit  on.' 

'Oh,  you  ungrateful  man;  after  all  that  I  am  doing  for 
you!' 

*  I  spoke  of  picnics  genelrally.  Miss  Todd.  Could  I  always  have 
my  nectar  filled  to  me  by  a  goddess,  I  would  be  content  with  no 
room,  but  expect  to  recline  on  a  cloud,  and  have  thunderbolts 
ready  at  my  right  hand.' 

*  What  a  beautiful  Jupiter  your  father  would  make,  Mr.  Ber- 
tram!' 

*  Yes ;  and  what  a  happy  king  of  gods  with  such  a  Juno  as  you. 
Miss  Todd  1' 

*  Ha !  ha !  ha !  oh  dear,  no.  I  pretend  to  no  r6le  higher  than 
that  of  Hebe.  Mr.  M*Gabbery,  may  I  thank  you  for  a  slice  of 
ham  ?     I  declare,  these  tombs  are  very  nice  tables,  are  they  not  F 
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Only,  I  suppose  it's  very  improper.    Mr.  Cruse,  I'm  so  sorry  that 
we  have  no  potatoes ;  but  there  is  salad,  I  know.' 

*  Talking  of  chairs,'  said  Mr.  Hunter,  *  after  all  there  has  been 
no  seat  yet  invented  by  man  equal  to  a  divan,  either  for  ease, 
dignity,  or  grace.'  Mr.  Hunter  had  long  been  practising  to  sit 
cross-legged,  and  was  now  attempting  it  on  the  grass  for  the  first 
time  in  public.  It  had  at  any  rate  this  inconvenient  effect,  that 
he  was  perfectly  useless ;  for,  when  once  seated,  he  could  neither 
help  himself  nor  any  one  else. 

*  The  cigar  divan  is  a  very  nice  lounge  when  one  has  nothing 
better  to  do,'  suggested  Mr,  Pott.  *They  have  capital  coffee 
there.' 

'A  divan  and  a  sofa  are  much  the  same,  I  suppose,'  said 
George. 

But  to  this  Mr.  Hunter  demurred,  and  explained  at  some  length 
what  were  the  true  essential  qualities  of  a  real  Turkish  divan : 
long  before  he  had  finished,  however,  George  had  got  up  to  get  a 
clean  plate  for  Miss  Waddington,  and  in  sitting  down  had  turned 
his  back  upon  the  Turk.  The  unfortunate  Turk  could  not  revenge 
himself,  as  in  his  present  position  any  motion  was  very  dif&cult  to 
him. 

Picnic  dinners  are  much  the  same  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  and 
chickens  and  salad  are  devoured  at  Jerusalem  very  much  in  the 
same  way  as  they  are  at  other  places — except,  indeed,  by  a  few 
such  proficients  in  Turkish  manners  as  Mr.  Hunter.  The  little 
Arab  children  stood  around  them,  expectant  of  scraps,  as  I  have 
seen  children  do  also  in  England ;  and  the  conversation,  which  was 
dull  enough  at  the  commencement  of  the  feast,  became  more  ani- 
mated when  a  few  corks  had  flown.  As  the  afternoon  wore  on, 
Mr.  M'Gabbery  became  almost  bellicose  under  the  continual  in- 
difference of  his  lady-love ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  better 
sense  of  our  hero — such  better  sense  may  be  expected  from  gentle- 
men who  are  successful — something  very  like  a  quarrel  would  have 
taken  place  absolutely  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Todd. 

Perhaps  Miss  "Waddington  was  not  free  from  all  blame  in  the 
matter.  It  would  be  unjust  to  accuse  her  of  flirting,  at  least,  in 
the  objectionable  sense  of  the  word.  It  was  not  in  her  nati  iie  to 
flirt.  But  it  was  in  her  nature  to  please  herself  without  thinking 
much  of  the  manner  in  which  she  did  it,  and  it  was  in  her  nature 
also  to  be  indifferent  as  to  what  others  thought  of  her.  Though 
she  had  never  before  known  George  Bertram,  there  was  between 
^Ijem  that  sort  of  family  knowledge  of  each  other  which  justified 
s  greater  intimacy  than  between  actual  strangers.  Then,  too,  he 
pleased  her,  while  Mr.  M*Qiibbery  on\y  \)0Te4,     ^Vi^  \isv.d  not  yet    . 
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thouglit  enough  about  the  world's  inhabitants  to  have  reeognizedt; 
and  adjudicated  on  the  difference  between  those  who  talk  pleasantly 
and  those  who  do  not ;  but  she  felt  that  she  was  amused  by  thiv 
young  double-first  Oxonian,  and  she  had  no  idea  of  giving'  up 
amusement  when  it  came  in  her  way.  Of  such  amusement,  she 
had  hitherto  known  but  little.  Miss  Baker  herself  was,  perhaps, 
rather  dull.  Miss  Baker's  friends  at  Littlebath  were  not  very- 
bright  ;  but  CaBoline  had  never  in  her  heart  accused  them  of  being 
other  than  amusing.  It  is  only  by  knowing  his  contrast  that  we 
recognize  a  bore  when  we  meet  him.  It  was  in  this  manner  that 
she  now  began  to  ascertain  that  Mr.  M*Gabbery  certainly  had 
bored  her.  Ascertaining  it,  she  threw  him  off  at  once — perhaps 
without  sufficient  compunction. 

*  I'll  cut  that  cock's  comb  before  I  have  done  with  him,'  said 
M*Gabbery  to  his  friend  Mr.  Cruse,  as  they  rode  up  towards  St.  * 
Stephen's  gate  together,  the  rest  of  the  cavalcade  following  them. 
Sir  Lionel  had  suggested  to  Miss  Todd  that  they  might  as  well 
return,  somewhat  early  though  it  was,  seeing  that  there  was  cause 
why  that  feast  of  reason  and  that  flow  of  soul  should  no  longer  be 
continued  by  them  round  the  yet  only  half-emptied  hampers.  So 
the  ladies  had  climbed  up  into  the  tomb  and  there  adjusted  their 
hats,  and  the  gentlemen  had  seen  to  the  steeds ;  and  the  forks  had 
been  packed  up ;  and  when  Mr.  M*Gabbery  made  the  state  of  his- 
mind  known  to  Mr.  Cruse,  they  were  on  their  way  back  to  Jeru- 
salem, close  to  the  garden  of  Gethsemane. 

'  I'U  cut  that  young  cock's  comb  yet  before  I  have  done  with 
him,'  repeated  Mr.  M*Gabbery. 

Now  Mr.  Cruse,  as  being  a  clergyman,  was  of  course  not  a  fight- 
ing man.  'I  shouldn't  take  any  notice  of  him,'  said  he;  'nor, 
indeed,  of  her  either ;  I  do  not  think  she  is  worth  it.' 

*  Oh,  it  isn't  about  that,'  said  M^Gabbery.  *  They  were  two 
women  together,  and  I  therefore  was  inclined  to  show  them  some 
attention.  You  know  how  those  things  go  on.  From  one  thing 
to  another  it  has  come  to  this,  that  they  have  depended  on  me  for 
everything  for  the  last  three  or  four  weeks.'  ) 

*  You  haven't  paid  any  money  for  them,  have  you  ?' 

*  Well,  no ;  I  can't  exactly  say  that  I  have  paid  money  for  them. 
That  is  to  say,  they  have  paid  their  own  bills,  and  I  have  not  lent 
them  anything.  But  I  dare  say  you  know  that  a  man  never 
travels  with  ladies  in  that  free  and  easy  way  without  feeling  it  in 
his  pocket.  One  is  apt  to  do  twenty  things  for  them  which  one 
wouldn't  do  for  oneself;  nor  they  for  themselves  if  they  \i"ajd.  \o 
pay  the  piper.' 

»'  ^ownere  a  reiy  useful  moral  may  ha  deduced.    latJu^S©?^^^'^^^ 
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care  how  you  permit  yourselves  to  fall  into  intimacies  with  un- 
known gentlemen  on  your  travels.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  be  spoken 
of  as  this  man  was  speaking  of  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece.  The 
truth  was,  that  a  more  punctilious  person  in  her  money  dealings 
than  Miss  Baker  never  carried  a  purse.  She  had  not  allowed  Mr. 
M*Gabbery  so  much  as  to  lay  out  on  her  behalf  a  single  piastre 
for  oranges  on  the  road.  Nor  had  he  been  their  sole  companion 
on  their  journey  through  the  desert.  They  had  come  to  Jerusalem 
with  a  gentleman  and  his  wife ;  Mr.  M'Gabbery  had  been  kindly 
allowed  to  join  them. 

*  Well,  if  I  were  you,  I  should  show  them  a  cold  shoulder,'  said 
Mr.  Cruse ;  *  and  as  to  that  intolerable  puppy,  I  should  take  no 
further  notice  of  him,  except  by  cutting  him  dead.' 

Mr,  M'Gabbeiy  at  last  promised  to  follow  his  friend's  advice, 
and  so  Miss  Todd's  picnic  came  to  an  end  without  bloodshed. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

THE  EFTECTS  OF  MISS  TODD'S  TICSIO. 

Sib  Lionel  did  not  participate  violently  either  in  his  son's  disgust 
at  the  falsehood  of  that  holy  sepulchre  church,  nor  in  his  enthu- 
siasm as  to  the  Mount  of  Olives.  In  the  former,  he  walked  about 
as  he  had  done  in  many  other  foreign  churches,  looked  a  little  to 
the  right  and  a  little  to  the  left,  observed  that  the  roof  seemed  to 
be  rather  out  of  order,  declined  entering  the  sanctum  sanctorum, 
and  then  asked  whether  there  was  anything  more  to  be  seen.  He 
did  not  care,  he  said,  about  going  upstairs  into  the  gallery ;  and 
when  George  suggested  that  he  should  descend  into  the  Armenian 
chapel,  he  observed  that  it  appeared  to  be  very  dark  and  very 
crowded.  He  looked  at  the  Turkish  janitors  without  dismay,  and 
could  not  at  all  understand  why  George  should  not  approve  of 
them. 

He  was  equally  cold  and  equally  complaisant  on  the  Mount  of 
Olives.  He  would  willingly  have  avoided  the  ascent  could  he  have 
done  so  without  displeasing  his  son ;  but  George  made  a  point  of 
it,    A  donkey  was  therefore  got  for  him,  and  he  rode  up. 

*  Ah!  yes,'  said  he,  *a  very  clear  view  of  the  city;  oh,  that  was 

Solomon's  temple,  was  it  p    And  now  they  have  a  mosque  there, 

hare  they i    Ah!  perhaps  the  Brahmins  will  have  a  turn  at  it 

before  the  world  is  done.    It's  a  barren  sort  of  hiU  after  alL  is  it 
notf 
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And  then  Q-eorge  tried  very  much  in  vain  to  make  his  father 
understand  why  he  wished  to  go  into  the  church. 

*  By-the-by,'  said  Sir  Lionel — they  were  then  sitting  exactly  on 
the  spot  where  George  had  placed  himself  before,  when  he  made 
that  grand  resolve  to  give  up  everything  belonging  to  this  wo»ld 
for  the  sake  of  being  one  of  Christ's  shepherds — *  by-the-by, 
Greorge,  for  heaven's  sake  don't  throw  your  uncle  over  in  choosing 
a  profession.  I  certainly  should  be  sorry  to  see  you  become  an 
attorney.' 

'  I  have  never  thought  of  it  for  a  moment,*  said  George. 

*  Because,  with  your  abilities,  and  at  any  rate  with  your  chance 
of  money,  I  think  you  would  be  very  much  thrown  away ;  but, 
considering  his  circumstances  and  yours,  were  I  you,  I  would 
really  submit  almost  to  anything.' 

*  I  will  not  at  any  rate  submit  to  that,*  said  George,  not  very 
well  able  to  reconcile  his  father's  tone  to  the  spot  on  which  they 
were  sitting. 

*  Well,  it's  your  own  affair,  my  boy.  I  have  no  right  to  inter- 
fere, and  shall  not  attempt  to  do  so ;  but  of  course  I  must  be 
anxious.  K  you  did  go  into  the  church,  I  suppose  he'd  buy  a 
living  for  you  P ' 

*  Certainly  not ;  I  should  take  a  college  living.' 

*  At  your  age  any  that  you  could  get  would  be  very  small.  Ahj 
George !  if  I  could  only  put  an  old  head  upon  young  shoulders, 
what  a  hand  of  cards  you  would  have  to  play!  That  old  man 
could  leave  you  half  a  million  of  money  I' 

This  was  certainly  not  the  object  with  which  the  son  had 
ascended  the  mount,  and  he  did  not  use  much  eloquence  to  induce 
his  father  to  remain  long  in  the  place.  Sir  Lionel  got  again  on 
his  donkey,  and  they  returned  to  Jerusalem ;  nor  did  George  ever 
again  talk  to  him  about  the  Mount  of  Olives. 

And  he  was  ilot  very  much  more  successful  with  another  friend 
into  whose  mind  he  endeavoured  to  inculcate  his  own  high  feelings. 
He  got  Miss  Baker  up  to  his  favourite  seat,  and  with  her  Miss 
Waddington;  and  then,  before  he  had  left  Jerusalem,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  inducing  the  younger  lady  to  ramble  thither  with  him 
alone. 

*  I  do  not  know  that  I  think  so  highly  of  the  church  as  you  do,' 
said  Caroline.  '  As  far  as  I  have  seen  them,  I  cannot  find  that 
clergymen  are  more  holy  than  other  men ;  and  yet  surely  they 
ought  to  be  80.* 

*  At  any  rate,  there  is  more  scope  for  holiness  if  a  man  have  it 
in  him  to  be  holy.    The  heart  of  a  clergymaii  \a  mot^X^'^^  \»^\i^ 
softened  than  that  of  a  barrister  or  an  attorney.^ 
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*  I  don't  exactly  know  what  you  mean  by  heart-sofbeniug,  Mr, 
Bertram.' 

*  I  mean — '  said  Bertram,  and  then  he  paused ;  he  was  not  quite 
able,  with  the  words  at  his  command,  to  explain  to  this  girl  what 
it  was  that  he  did  mean,  nor  was  he  sure  that  she  would  appreciate 
him  if  he  did  so ;  and,  fond  as  he  still  was  of  his  idea  of  a  holy 
life,  perhaps  at  this  moment  he  was  fonder  still  of  her. 

'  I  think  that  man  should  do  the  best  he  can  for  himself  in  a 
profession.  You  have  a  noble  position  within  your  grasp,  and  if 
I  were  you,  I  certainly  would  not  bury  myself  in  a  country  par- 
sonage.' 

What  this  girl  of  twenty  said  to  him  had  much  more  weight 
than  the  time-honoured  precepts  of  his  father;  and  yet  both, 
doubtless,  had  their  weight.  Each  blow  told  somewhat ;  and  the 
seed  too  had  been  sown  upon  very  stony  ground. 

They  sat  there  some  three  or  four  minutes  in  silence.  Bertram 
was  looking  over  to  Mount  Moriah,  imaging  to  himself  the  spot 
where  the  tables  of  the  money-changers  had  been  overturned, 
while  Miss  Waddington  was  gazing  at  the  setting  sun.  She  had 
an  eye  to  see  material  beauty,  and  a  taste  to  love  it ;  but  it  was 
not  given  to  her  to  look  back  and  feel  those  things  as  to  which 
her  lover  would  fain  have  spoken  to  her.  The  temple  in  which 
Jesus  had  taught  was  nothing  to  her. 

Yes,  he  was  her  lover  now,  though  he  had  never  spoken  to  her 
of  love,  had  never  acknowledged  to  himself  that  he  did  love  her— 
as  so  few  men  ever  do  acknowledge  till  the  words  that  they  have 
flaid  make  it  necessary  that  they  should  ask  themselves  whether 
those  words  are  true.  They  sat  there  for  some  minutes  in  silence, 
but  not  as  lovers  sit.  The  distance  between  them  was  safe  and 
respectful.  Bertram  was  stretched  upon  the  ground,  with  his 
eyes  fixed,  not  upon  her,  but  on  the  city  opposite ;  and  she  sat 
demurely  on  a  rock,  shading  herself  with  her  parasol. 

*I  suppose  nothing  would  induce  you  to  marry  a  clergyman^* 
said  he  at  last. 

*  Why  should  you  suppose  that,  Mr,  Bertram  ?' 

*  At  any  rate,  not  the  parson  of  a  country  parish.  I  am  led  to 
suppose  it  by  what  you  said  to  me  yourself  just  now.' 

*  1  was  speaking  of  you,  and  not  of  myself.  I  say  that  you 
have  a  noble  careier  open  to  you,  and  I  do  not  look  on  the  ordinary 
life  of  a  country  parson  as  a  noble  career.  For  myself,  I  do  not  see 
any  nobility  in  store.  I  do  not  know  that  there  is  any  fate  more 
probable  for  myself  than  that  of  becoming  a  respectable  vicaress.' 

*  And  why  may  not  a  vicar's  career  be  noble  ?  Is  it  not  as 
oble  to  have  to  deal  with  the  soul  as  with  the  body  ? ' 
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*  I  judge  by  what  I  see.  They  are  generally  fond  of  eating, 
very  cautious  about  their  money,  untidy  in  their  own  houses,  and 
ftpt  to  go  to  sleep  after  dinner.' 

Q-eorge  turned  upon  the  grass,  and  for  a  moment  or  two  ceased 
to  look  across  into  the  city.  He  had  not  strength  of  character  to 
laugh  at  her  description  and  yet  to  be  unmoved  by  it.  He  must 
either  resent  what  she  said,  or  laugh  and  be  ruled  by  it.  He  must 
either  tell  her  that  she  knew  nothing  of  a  clergyman's  dearest 
hopes,  or  else  he  must  yield  to  the  contempt  which  her  words 
implied. 

'  And  could  you  love,  honour,  and  obey  such  a  man  as  that^ 
yourself.  Miss  Waddington  P  '  he  said  at  last. 

*  I  suppose  such  men  do  have  wives  who  love,  honour,  arid  obey 
them  ;  either  who  do  or  do  not.  I  dare  say  I  should  do  much  the 
same  as  others.' 

*  You  speak  of  my  future.  Miss  "Waddington,  as  though  it  were 
a  subject  of  interest ;  but  you  seem  to  think  nothing  of  your  own.*" 

'  It  is  useless  for  a  woman  to  think  of  her  future ;  she  can  do 
so  little  towards  planning  it,  or  bringing  about  her  plans.  Besides, 
I  have  no  right  to  count  on  myself  as  anything  out  of  the  ordinary 
run  of  women ;  I  have  taken  no  double-first  degree  in  anything.' 

'  A  double-first  is  no  sign  of  a  true  heart  or  true  spirit.  Many 
a  man  bom  to  grovel  has  taken  a  double-first.' 

*  I  don't  perhaps  know  what  you  mean  by  grovelling,  Mr. 
Bertram.  I  don't  like  grovellers  myself.  I  like  men  who  can 
keep  their  heads  up — who,  once  having  them  above  the  water,  will 
never  allow  them  to  sink.  Some  men  in  every  age  do  win  dis- 
tinction and  wealth  and  high  place.  These  are  not  grovellers.  If 
I  were  you  I  would  be  one  of  them.' 

*  You  would  not  become  a  clergyman  ? ' 

*  Certainly  not ;  no  more  than  I  would  be  a  shoemaker.' 

*  Miss  Waddington ! ' 

*  Well ;  and  what  of  Miss  Waddington  ?  Look  at  the  clergy- 
men that  you  know ;  do  they  never  grovel  ?  You  know  Mr. 
Wilkinson ;  he  is  an  excellent  man,  I  am  sure,  but  is  he  con- 
spicuous for  highmindedness,  for  truth  and  spirit  ?  '  It  must  be 
remembered  that  the  elder  Mr.  Wilkinson  was  at  this  time  still 
living.  *  Are  they  generally  men  of  wide  views  and  enlightened 
principles  ?  I  do  not  mean  to  liken  them  to  shoemakers ;  but 
were  I  you,  I  should  think  of  the  one  business  as  soon  as  the 
other.' 

*  And  in  my  place,  what  profession  would  you  choose  ? ' 

*  Ah,  that  I  cannot  say.    I  do  not  know  your  circumstances.' 
'  I  must  earn  my  bread,  like  other  sons  of  Adam.' 
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*  Well,  earn  it  then  in  such  a  manner  that  the  eyes  of  the  world 
shall  be  upon  you ;  that  men  and  women  shall  talk  of  you,  and 
newspapers  have  your  name  in  their  columns.  Whatever  your 
profession,  let  it  be  a  wakeful  one ;  not  one  that  you  can  follow 
half  asleep.' 

Again  he  paused  for  awhile,  and  again  sat  looking  at  the  rock 
of  the  temple.  Still  he  thought  of  the  tables  of  the  money- 
changers, and  the  insufficiency  of  him  who  had  given  as  much  as 
half  to  the  poor.  But  even  while  so  thinking,  he  was  tempted  to 
give  less  than  half  himself,  to  set  up  on  his  own  account  a  money- 
changing  table  in  his  own  temple.  He  would  fain  have  wor- 
shiped at  the  two  shrines  together  had  he  been  able.  But  he 
was  not  able ;  so  he  fell  down  before  that  of  Mammon. 

*  Tou  can  talk  to  me  in  this  way,  urge  me  to  be  ambitious,  and 
yet  confess  that  you  could  give  yourself  to  one  of  those  drones  of 
whom  you  speak  with  such  scorn.' 

*  I  speak  of  no  one  with  scorn ;  and  I  am  not  urging  you ;  and 
at  present  am  not  talking  of  giving  myself  to  any  one.  You  ask 
as  to  the  possibility  of  my  ever  marrying  a  clergyman ;  I  say  that 
it  is  very  possible  that  I  may  do  so  some  day.' 

'  Miss  Waddington,'  said  Q-eorge ;  and  now  he  had  turned  his 
face  absolutely  from  the  city,  and  was  looking  upwards  to  the  hill ; 
upwards,  full  into  the  beauty  of  her  countenance.  *  Miss  Wad- 
dington ! ' 

*  Well,  Mr.  Bertram  P ' 

*  You  speak  of  me  as  though  I  were  a  being  high  in  the  scale  of 
humanity — ' 

*  And  so  I  think  of  you.' 

*  Listen  for  a  moment — and  of  yourself  as  one  comparatively  low.' 

*  No,  no,  not  low ;  I  have  too  much  pride  for  that ;  much  lower 
than  you,  certainly,  for  I  have  given  no  proofs  of  genius.* 

*  Well — lower  than  me.  That  is  what  you  have  said,  and  I  do 
not  believe  that  you  would  say  so  falsely,  l  ou  would  not  descend 
to  flatter  me  ? ' 

'  Certainly  not ;  but — ' 

*  Believe  equally  of  me  that  I  would  not  flatter  you.  I  have 
told  you  no  falsehood  as  yet,  and  1  have  a  right  to  claim  your 
belief.  As  you  look  on  me,  so  do  I  on  you.  I  look  up  to  you  as 
one  whose  destiny  must  be  high.  To  me  there  is  that  about  you 
which  forbids  me  to  think  that  your  path  in  the  world  can  ever  be 
other  than  conspicuous.  Your  husband,  at  least,  will  have  to  live 
before  the  world.' 

*  I  shall  not  have  the  slightest  objection  to  his  doing  so ;  but 
that,  I  think,  will  depend  a  great  deal  more  on  him  than  on  me,' 
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Bertram  was  very  anxious  to  say  something  which  might  tend 
towards  the  commingling  of  his  destiny  with  hers.  He  was 
hardly  yet  prepared  to  swear  that  he  loved  her,  and  to  ask  her  in 
good  set  terms  to  he  his  wife.  But  he  did  not  like  to  leave  her 
without  learning  whether  he  had  at  all  touched  her  heart.  He 
was  fully  sure  now  that  his  own  was  not  whole. 

*  Come,  Mr.  Bertram,'  said  she  ;  *  look  at  the  sun,  how  nearly 
it  is  gone.  And  you  know  we  have  no  twilight  here.  Let  us  go 
down !  my  aunt  will  think  that  we  are  lost.' 

'  One  minute.  Miss  Waddington ;  one  minute,  and  then  we  will 
go.  Miss  Waddington,  if  you  care  enough  for  me  to  bid  me  take 
up  any  profession,  follow  any  pursuit,  1  will  obey  you.  You  shall 
choose  for  me,  if  you  will." 

She  blushed,  not  deeply,  but  with  a  colour  sufficiently  heightened 
to  make  it  visible  to  him,  and  with  a  tingling  warmth  which  made 
her  conscious  of  it  herself.  She  would  have  given  much  to  keep 
her  countenance,  and  yet  the  blush  became  her  greatly.  It  took 
away  from  the  premature  firmness  of  her  womanly  look,  and 
gave  her  for  the  moment  something  of  the  weakness  natural  to 
her  age. 

*  You  know  that  is  nonsense :  on  such  a  subject  you  must  of 
course  choose  for  yourself.' 

Bertram  was  standing  in  the  path  before  her,  and  she  could  not 
well  go  on  till  he  had  made  way  tor  her.  *  No,'  said  he ;  *  thinking 
as  I  do  of  you,  feeling  as  I  do  regarding  you,  it  is  not  nonsense. 
It  would  be  absolutely  nonsense  if  I  said  so  to  your  aunt,  or 
to  Mrs.  Hunter,  or  to  Miss  Jones.  I  could  not  be  guided  by  a 
person  who  was  indifferent  to  me.  But  in  this  matter  I  will  be 
guided  by  you  if  you  will  consent  to  guide  me.' 

*  Of  course  I  shall  do  no  such  thing.' 

*  You  have  no  personal  wish,  then,  for  my  welfare  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  I  have.  Your  uncle  is  my  guardian,  and  I  may  therefore 
be  allowed  to  look  upon  you  as  a  friend  of  a  longer  standing  than 
merely. of  yesterday.  I  do  regard  you  as  a  friend,  and  shall  b^ 
glad  of  your  success.'  Here  she  paused,  and  they  walked  on  a 
few  steps  together  in  silence ;  and  tnen  she  added,  becoming  still 
reader  as  she  did  so,  but  now  managing  to  hide  her  face  from  her 
companion,  '  "Were  I  to  answer  you  in  the  way  that  you  pretend 
to  wish,  I  should  affect  either  less  friendship  than  I  feel,  or  much 
more.' 

*  Much  more !  *  said  Bertram,  with  a  shade  of  despondency  in 
his  tone. 

*  Yes,  much  more,  Mr.  Bertram.  Why,  what  would  you  have 
me  say  F ' 
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*  Ab  me !  I  hardly  know.  Nothing — ^nothing — I  would  have 
you  say  nothing.  "You  are  quite  right  to  say  nothing.'  And  then 
he  walked  on  again  for  a  hundred  yards  in  silence.  *  Nothing, 
Miss  Waddington,  nothing ;  unless,  indeed — ' 

*  Mr.  Bertram ; '  and  as  she  spoke  she  put  out  her  hand  and 
gently  touched  his  arm.  *Mr.  Bertram,  stop  yourself;  think,  at 
any  rate,  of  what  you  are  going  to  say.  It  is  a  pity  when  such  as 
you  speak  foolishly.'  It  was  singular  to  see  how  much  more  com- 
posed she  was  than  he;  how  much  more  able  to  manage  the 
occasion — and  yet  her  feelings  were  strong  top. 

*  Nothing ;  I  would  have  you  say  nothing — nothing,  unless  this : 
that  whatever  my  destiny  may  be,  you  will  share  it  with  me.' 

As  he  spoke  he  did  not  look  towards  her,  but  straight  before 
him  down  the  path.  He  did  not  sigh  n6r  look  sofb.  There  was 
indeed  not  much  capability  for  soft  looks  in  his  square  and 
strongly-featured  face.  He  frowned  rather,  set  bis  teeth  together, 
and  walked  on  faster  than  before.  Caroline  did  not  answer  him 
immediately ;  and  then  he  repeated  his  words.  '  I  do  not  care 
for  you  to  say  anything  now,  imless  you  can  say  this — that  what- 
ever your  lot  may  be,  I  may  share  it ;  whatever  mine,  that  you  will 
share  it.' 

*  Mr.  Bertram.' 
'  Well—' 

*  Now  you  have  spoken  foolishly.  Do  you  know  that  you  have 
spoken  foolishly  ? ' 

*  I  have  spoken  truly.  Do  you  speak  as  truly.  Tou  should  be 
.as  much  above  false  girlish  petty  scruples,  as  you  will  be  and  are 
above  falsehood  of  another  kind.  You  will  never  tell  a  man  that 
you  love  liim  if  you  do  not.' 

*  No ;  certainly,  I  never  will.' 

*  And  do  not  deny  it  if  it  be  the  truth.' 

.   '  But  it  is  not  the  truth.    How  long  have  we  known  each  other, 
Mr.  Bertram  ? ' 

*  Cdunting  by  days  and  hours,  some  fortnight.  But  what  does 
Ihat  signify  ?  You  do  not  love  a  man  the  better  always,  the 
longer  you  know  him.  Of  you,"  I  discern  that  there  is  that  in  you 
I  can  love,  that  would  make  me  happy.  I  have  talent — some  sort 
of  talent  at  least.  You  have  a  spirit  which  would  force  me  to  use 
it.  I  will  not  pretend  to  say  that  I  am  suited  for  you.  You 
must  judge  that.  But  I  know  that  you  are  suited  for  me.  Now 
I  will  take  any  answer  you  will  give  me.' 

To  tell  the  truth.  Miss  Waddington  hardly  knew  what  answer 
to  give  him.  He  was  one,  it  seemed,  who,  having  spoken  with  de- 
cision himself^  would  take  any  answer  as  decisive.    He  was  one 
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not  to  be  tampered  -with,  and  one  also  hardly  to  be  rejected  with- 
out consideration  ;  and  certainly  not  so  to  be  acceptea.  She  had 
liked  him  much — very  much,  considering  the  little  she  had  known 
of  him.  She  had  even  asked  herself,  half  playfully,  whether  it  were 
not  possible  that  she  might  learn  to  love  him.  He  was  a  gentle- 
man, and  that  with  her  was  much.  He  was  a  man  of  talent,  and 
that  with  her  was  more.  He  was  one  whose  character  and  mode 
of  thought  she  could  respect.  He  was  a  man  whom  any  woman 
might  probably  be  able  to  respect.  But  Caroline  Waddington 
wanted  much  more  than  this  in  her  future  lord.  She  could  talk 
pleasantly  of  the  probability  of  her  marrying  a  country  parson ; 
but  she  nad,  in  truth,  a  much  wider  ambition  for  herself.  She 
would  never  marry — such  was  the  creed  which  was  to  govern  her 
own  life — without  love ;  but  she  would  not  aDow  herself  to  love 
where  love  would  interfere  with  her  high  hopes.  In  her  catalogue 
of  human  blisses  love  in  a  cottage  was  not  entered.  She  was  not 
avaricious;  she  did  not* look  to  money  as  the  summum  bonum ; — 
certainly  not  to  marry  for  money's  sake.  But  she  knew  that  no 
figure  in  the  world  could  be  made  without  means.  Her  own  for- 
tune was  small,  and  she  did  not  even  rate  her  beauty  high.  Her 
birth  was  the  birth  of  a  lady,  but  that  was  all ;  her  talents  had 
never  been  tried,  but  she  thought  of  them  more  indifferently  than 
they  deserved.  She  felt,  therefore,  that  she  had  no  just  ground  to 
hope  for  much  ;  but  she  was  determined  that  no  folly  on  her  own 
part  should  rob  her  of  any  chance  that  fortune  might  vouchsafe 
to  her. 

Under  such  circumstances  what  answer  should  she  make  to 
Bertram  ?  Her  heart  would  have  bid  her  not  reject  him,  but  she 
was  fearful  of  her  own  heart.  She  dreaded  lest  she  should  be 
betrayed  into  sacrificing  herself  to  love.  Ought  prudence  now 
to  step  in  and  bid  her  dismiss  a  suitor  whose  youth  had  as  yet 
achieved  nothing,  whose  own  means  were  very  small,  with  whom, 
if  he  were  accepted,  her  marriage  must  be  postponed  ;  who,  how- 
ever, was  of  great  talent,  who  gave  such  promise  of  future  dis- 
tinction ?  Bertram,  when  he  made  his  offer,  made  it  from  a  full 
heart ;  but  Caroline  was  able  to  turn  these  matters  in  her  mind 
before  slie  answered  him. 

Sho  will  be  called  cold-hearted,  mercenary,  and  nnfeminine.  But 
when  a  young  girl  throws  prudence  to  the  winds,  and  allows  her- 
self to  love  where  there  is  nothing  to  live  on,  what  then  is  she 
called  ?  It  secerns  to  me  that  it  is  sometimes  very  hard  for  young 
girla  to  be  in  the  right.  They  certainly  should  not  be  mercenary ; 
ihej  certainly  should  not  marry  paupers ;  they  certainly  should  not 
allow  tbemaolvos  to  become  old  maids.  They  should  not  encumber 
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themselves  with  early,  hopeless  loves ;  nor  should  they  callously 
resolve  to  care  for  nothing  but  a  good  income  and  a  good  house. 
There  should  be  some  handbook  of  love,  to  tell  young  ladies  when 
they  may  give  way  to  it  without  censure.  As  regards  our  heroine, 
however,  she  probably  wanted  no  such  handbook.  *  Now  I  will 
take  any  answer  you  will  give  me.'  Bertram,  when  he  had  said, 
that,  remained  silent,  awaiting  her  reply. 

*  Mr.  Bertram,'  she  said  at  last,  *  I  think  that  you  have  spoken 
unwisely ;  let  us  agree  to  forget  it.  What  you  have  said  has 
come  from  impulse  rather  than  judgment.' 

*  Not  so,  Miss  Waddiogton.  I  cannot  forget  it ;  nor  can  you. 
I  would  not  have  it  again  unsaid  if  I  could.  When  once  I  learned 
that  I  loved  you,  it  became  natural  to  me  to  tell  you  so.' 

'  Such  quick  speaking  is  not  perhaps  natural  to  me.  But  as 
you  demand  an  immediate  answer,  I  must  give  you  one.  1  have 
had  much  pleasure  in  your  society,  but  I  have  never  thought  of 
loving  you.     Nor  can  I  love  you  without  thinking  of  it.' 

It  would  be  hard  to  say  what  answer  Bertram  expected ;  in- 
deed, he  had  no  expectations.  He  had  had  no  idea  of  making  this 
offer  when  he  walked  up  the  hill  with  her.  His  heart  was  then 
turned  rather  to  worship  at  that  other  shrine:  it  had  been  her 
own  words,  her  own  eloquence  in  favour  of  the  world's  greatness, 
that  had  drawn  him  on.  He  had  previously  filled  his  mind  with 
no  expectation  ;  but  he  had  felt  an  intense  desire  for  success  when 
once  he  had  committed  himself  to  his  offer. 

And  now,  as  he  walked  down  beside  her,  he  hardly  knew  what 
to  make  of  her  answer.  A  man,  if  he  be  not  absolutely  rejected, 
is  generally  inclined  to  think  that  any  answer  from  a  lady  may  be 
taken  as  having  in  it  some  glimmer  of  favour.  And  ladies  know  this 
so  well,  that  they  almost  regard  any  reply  on  their  own  part,  short 
of  an  absolute  refusal,  as  an  acceptance.  If  a  lady  bids  a  gentle- 
man wait  awhile  for  his  answer,  he  thinks  himself  quite  justified 
in  letting  all  the  world  know  that  she  is  his  own.  We  all  know 
what  a  reference  to  a  parent's  judgment  means.  A  lady  must  be 
very  decisive — very,  if  she  means  to  have  her  *no'  taken  at  its  • 
full  meaning.  Now  Caroline  Waddington  had  not  been  very  de- 
cisive. ' 

Whatever  Bertram's  thoughts  or  his  hopes  might  be,  he  said 
nothing  more  on  the  present  occasion.  He  walked  silently  down 
the  hill  by  her  side,  somewhat  moody-looking,  but  yet  not  with 
the  hang-dog  aspect  of  a  rejected  suitor.  There  was  a  fire  in  his 
eyes  ana  a  play  upon  his  countenance  which  did  not  tell  of  hope 
altogether  extinguished.  Before  they  were  at  the  foot  of  the  hUl, 
he  had  resolved  that  he  would  have  Caroline  Waddington  for  his 
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wife,  let  the  difficulties  in  his  way  be  what  they  might.  But  then 
he  was  ever  so  keen  to  resolve  ;  so  often  beaten  from  his  resolu- 
tions! 

And  Caroline  also  walked  silently  down  the  hill.  She  knew 
that  she  had  given  an  ambiguous  answer,  and  was  content  to  let 
it  remain  so.  In  the  silence  of  her  chamber,  she  would  think  over 
this  thing  and  make  her  calculations.  She  would  inquire  into  her 
own  mind,  and  learn  whether  she  could  afford  to  love  this  man 
whom  she  could  not  but  acknowledge  to  be  so  lovable.  As  for 
asking  any  one  else,  seeking  counsel  in  the  matter  from  her  aunt, 
that  never  for  a  moment  suggested  itself  to  Caroline  Waddington. 

They  had  lefb  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Todd  at  the  bottom  of  the 
hill.  It  was  a  beautiful  evening,  and  those  ladies  had  consented  to 
sit  down  and  rest  there  while  the  more  enthusiastic  and  young 
lovers  of  the  mount  ascended  to  the  spot  of  which  Bertram  was 
80  fond.  But  in  giving  that  consent,  they  had  hardly  expected 
that  such  encroachment  would  be  made  on  their  good-nature. 
When  Caroline  and  Bertram  again  found  them,  the  daylight  had 
almost  waned  away. 
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Miss  Bakeb  was  a  little  querulous  at  being  left  so  long  sitting 
with  Miss  Todd  at  the  comer  of  the  garden  wall ;  but  Miss  Todd 
was  never  querulous :  she  was  one  of  those  good-humoured  per- 
sons who  never  complain,  and  find  some  antidote  to  every  ill  in 
life,  even  in  the  ill  itself.  True,  she  had  been  kept  a  couple  of 
hours  and  more  sitting  on  a  stone  by  the  Brook  Cedron ;  but  then 
she  had  acquired  the  privilege  of  telling  how  Mr.  Greorge  Bertram 
and  Miss  Caroline  Waddington  had  passed  those  hours  tSte-d-teie 
together  on  the  mountain-side. 

*  Why,  Caroline,  we  thought  you  were  never  coming  down  again,* 
said  Miss  Baker. 

'  It  was  Mr.  Bertram's  fault,  aunt ;  he  is  immovable  when  he 
gets  to  a  certain  rock  up  there.  He  has  an  idea  of  turning  hermit, 
and  constructing  a  cell  for  himself  in  that  spot.' 

*If  I  did  turn  hermit,  it  should  certainly  be  for  the  sake  of 
living  there,'  said  he.  *  But  1  fear  I  want  the  proper  spirit  for 
so  holy  a  life/ 

*  I  hope  you  have  not  kept  us  all  this  time  for  nothing :  you  have 
had  some  auccess,  I  trust  p'  said  Miss  Todd  to  Bertram,  in  a  laugh- 
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iiDg  whisper.  Miss  Todd's  face  was  qutfce  joyous  as  she  whispered ; 
but  then  her  face  was  always  joyous. 

*  I  certainly  have  not  done  that  which  I  intended  to  do,'  said 
Bertram,  witn  a  mock  sententiousness.  ^  And  so  far  I  have  been 
unsuccessful.' 

*  Then  she  has  rejected  him,'  said  Miss  Todd  to  herself.  *  What 
a  fool  the  girl  must  be !'  but  it  was  a  great  comfort  to  Miss  Todd 
that  she  kiiew  all  about  it. 

That  evening  their  plans  were  decided  on  as  to  leaving  Jeru- 
salem— the  plans,  that  is,  of  those  whose  fortunes  we  must  follow; 
— Miss  Baker,  namely,  and  her  niece ;  Sir  Lionel  and  his  son.  Of 
Miss  Todd  we  may  here  take  our  leave  for  awhile.  She  did  not 
on  this  occasion  marry  Sir  Lionel,  nor  did  she  even  have  the  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  her  friends  accused  her  of  wishing  to  do 
so.  Miss  Todd  had  her  weak  points,  but  taking  her  as  a  whole, 
and  striking  the  balance  between  good  and  bad,  1  do  not  care  how 
soon  we  may  meet  her  again.  To  her  friends  also  we  may  bid 
adieu.  Mr.  M*Gabbery  did  not  die  of  love.  Mr.  Pott  did  pro- 
pose to  and  was  accepted  by  Miss  Jones;  but  the  match  was' 
broken  off  by  the  parental  Potts,  who  on  the  occasion  nearly  fright- 
ened poor  Mrs.  Jones  out  of  her  life.  The  Hunters  sojourned  for 
awhile  on  the  sides  of  Lebanon,  but  did  at  last  return  to  the  dis- 
comforts of  European  life.  Mrs.  Hunter  tried  the  effect  of  her 
favourite  costume  at  Tenby,  but  it  was  not  found  to  answer.  Of 
Mr.  Cruse,  I  can  only  say  that  he  was  dreadfully  scolded  by  Mrs. 
Pott,  in  that  he  had  allowed  her  son  to  fall  in  love ;  and  that  Mr. 
Pott  threatened  to  stop  his  salary.  An  attorney's  letter,  however, 
settled  that. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  Miss  Baker  had  allowed  her  plans  tO' 
be  altered  by  the  arrival  of  the  Bertrams  at  Jerusalem ;  and  con- 
fessed also  that  Miss  Baker's  complaisance  in  this  respect  had 
been  brought  about  by  her  niece's  persuasion.  Their  original  in- 
tention had  been  to  go  on  to  Damascus.  Then  Miss  Baker  had 
begged  off  this  further  journey,  alleging  that  her  clothes  as  well 
as  her  strength  were  worn  out ;  and  Caroline  had  consented  to 
return  home  by  the  shortest  route.     Then  came  the  temptation  of 

foing  as  far  as  Beyrout  with  the  Bertrams,  and  Miss  Baker  had 
een  enjoined  to  have  herself  patched  up  externally  and  internally. 
She  was  accordingly  being  patched  up ;  but  now  things  were  altered 
again.  Caroline  knew  that  she  could  not  travel  with  G^eorge 
Bertram  without  engaging  herself  to  be  his  wife ;  or  that  if  she 
did,  their  journey  would  not  be  a  happy  one.  And  she  did  not 
wish  so  to  engage  herself  without  further  thought.  She  deter- 
mined, therefore,  that  they  would  fall  back  upon  her  aunt's  plan, 
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and  return  home  by  the  easier  route,  hj  Jaffa,  that  is,  and  Alex- 
andria. 

Her  altered  mind  had  to  be  explained,  not  only  to  her  aunt,  but 
to  the  Bertrams ;  and  she  came  to  the  somewhat  singular  resolve 
to  explain  it  in  both  cases  by  the  simple  truth.  She  would  tell 
her  aunt  what  had  happened ;  and  she  would  make  George  Ber- 
tram understand  in  a  few  and  as  kind  words  as  might  be,  that 
under  the  present  circumstances  it  would  be  better  that  they 
should  not  be  thrown  into  the  very  close  intercourse  necessary 
for  fellow-travellers  in  the  East.  She  was  very  prudent,  was  Miss 
Waddington ;  and  having  freed  herself  of  one  lover  because  she 
did  not  like  him,  she  prepared  to  rid  herself  of  another  because 
she  did. 

The  Bertrams  were  to  leave  Jerusalem  together  in  a  couple  of 
days'  time.  Q-eorge  was  to  go  with  his  father  as  far  as  Constan- 
tinople, and,  having  seen  something  of  real  Turks  in  real  Turkey, 
was  to  return  at  once  to  England.  After  his  last  visit  to  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  he  said  nothing  further  about  the  church  as  a 
profession. 

That  evening  Caroline  settled  it  all  with  her  aunt.  *Aunt,' 
said  she,  as  they  sat  together  brushing  their  hair  before  they  went 
to  bed,  *  you  will  think  me  very  fanciful ;  but  after  all,  I  believe 
we  had  better  go  back  by  Alexandria.' 

'  Oh  dear,  I  shall  be  so  glad,  my  dear.  Jane  says  that  I  could 
not  possibly  get  a  travelling  dress  made  here  that  1  could  wear.* 

'You  could  get  a  dress  in  Damascus,  I  don't  doubt,  aunt. 
But—* 

*  And  I  really  am  not  fit  for  much  more  riding.  I  don't  like  to 
disappoint  you ;  but  if  you  really  wouldn't  mind  it — ' 

*  Well,  I  should  mind  it, — and  I  should  not.  But  let  me  tell 
you.  Tou  must  not  think  that  I  am  so  very  changeable,  first 
pressing  you  to  go  one  way,  and  then  begging  you  to  go  another, 
without  a  reason.' 

'  No ;  I  know  you  do  it  for  my  sake.' 

*Not  that  either,  aunt — quite;  but  do  listen.  Mr.  Bertram 
today  made — ' 

*  He  has  not  offered  to  you,  has  he  P' 

*Yes,  aunt;  that  is  just  what  he  has  done.  And,  therefore, 
perhaps  it  will  not  be  quite  so  well  that  we  should  travel  together.' 

*  But,  Caroline,  tell  me — pray  do  tell  me ;  what  did  he  say,  and 
what  have  you  saidp  Oh  dear  me,  this  is  very  sudden.*  And 
Miss  Baker  sat  back  in  her  chair,  with  her  now  greyish  hair  hang- 
ing over  her  shoulders,  with  her  hair-brush  still  held  in  one  hand> 
and  with  the  other  resting  on  the  toilet-table. 
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*  As  for  what  lie  said,  I  may  skip  that,  aunt.  It  was  the  old 
story,  I  suppose,  merely  signifying  that  he  wanted  me  to  marry 
him.' 

'  Well,  well.' 

*  As  you  truly  say,  aunt ;  it  was  too  sudden.  Mr.  Bertram  has 
a  great  deal  to  recommend  him ;  a  very  great  deal ;  one  cannot 
but  like  him.     He  is  very  clever  too.' 

*  Tes,  Caroline ;  and  will  be  his  uncle's  heir — doubtless.' 

*I  know  nothing  of  that;  to  tell  the  truth,  indeed,  I  never 
thought  of  that.     But  it  would  have  made  no  difference.' 

*  And  you  refused  him.' 

'Well,  I  hardly  know.  I  do  know  this — that  I  did  more 
towards  refusing  him  than  accepting  him ;  that  I  must  have  much 
more  love  for  any  man  I  do  marry  than  I  have  for  him  at  present ; 
and  that  after  what  has  passed,  I  think  we  had  better  not  go  to 
Damascus  together.' 

To  this  latter  proposition  aunt  Mary  fully  agreed ;  and  thus  it 
was  decided  that  the  extra  patching  for  the  longer  journey  need 
not  be  accomplished.  Miss  Baker  would  explain  the  matter  to 
Sir  Lionel  in  her  way ;  and  Caroline  would  do  the  same  to  Q-eorge 
Bertram  in  hers.  On  one  other  point,  also.  Miss  Baker  made  up 
her  mind  fully ;  though  on  this  matter  she  did  not  think  it  prudent 
to  make  her  mind  known  to  her  niece.  She  was  very  confident 
that  the  marriage  would  take  place,  and  resolved  to  do  all  in  her 
power  to  bring  it  about.  Personally,  she  was  fond  of  George 
JBertram ;  she  admired  his  talents,  she  liked  his  father,  and  felt 
very  favourably  inclined  towards  his  uncle's  wealth.  She  finished 
her  toilet  therefore  in  calm  happiness.  She  had  an  excellent 
match  in  view  for  her  niece — and,  after  all,  she  would  escape  that 
dreadful  horseback  journey  to  Damascus. 

During  the  next  day  Caroline  and  G-eorge  Bertram  were  not 
together  for  a  moment — that  is,  they  were  not  together  alone; 
for  they  breakfasted  and  dined  at  the  same  table,  and  he  sat 
between  the  aunt  and  her  niece  as  he  had  done  continually  since  . 
he  had  been  at  Jerusalem.  Sir  Lionel  told  him  in  the  forenoon 
that  they  were  not  to  have  the  pleasure  of  the  ladies'  company  on 
their  journey,  and  rallied  him  as  to  the  heart-breaking  tendency 
of  these  tidings.  But  George  showed,  in  his  countenance  at  least, 
no  symptoms  of  heart-breaking. 

That  evening,  as  they  all  parted  for  the  night,  George  did  press 
Miss  Waddington's  hand  more  warmly  than  was  usu^  with  him ; 
and,  as  he  did  so,  he  did  look  into  her  face  for  one  moment  to 
see  what  encouragement  he  might  find  there.  I  cannot  say  that 
there  was  no  encouragement.    The  pressure  was  perhaps  not  met    { 
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by  any  similar  warmth  on  her  part,  but  it  was  submitted  to  with- 
out any  touch  of  resentment :  the  love  which  shot  from  his  eye 
was  not  returned  to  him  from  hers,  but  hers  were  soft  beneath  his 
glance,  softer  than  was  usual  with  Caroline  "Waddington. 

But  on  the  next  morning  they  did  come  together.  It  was  the 
day  before  the  departure  of  the  Bertrams,  and  whatever  was  to  be 
eai'd  must  be  said  then.  Caroline  watched  her  opportunity,  ana 
as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over — they  all  breakfasted  in  the  public 
salon — asked  him  to  come  into  her  aunt's  sitting-room.  She  was 
quite  collected,  had  fully  made  up  her  mind  what  to  say,  and  was 
able  also  to  say  it  without  hesitation,  and  with  perfect  self-posses- 
sion. This  was  more  than  could  be  boasted  of  on  the  gentleman's 
behalf. 

*  You  know,  Mr.  Bertram,  that  we  are  pot  going  to  travel  to- 
gether?' 

*  Yes ;  my  father  told  me  so  yesterday.' 

*  And  you  will  understand  the  reason  of  it,  I  am  sure  ?' 

*  Not  exactly.  Miss  Waddington.  I  cannot  say  I  do  understand 
it.  I  may  have  been  presumptuous  in  what  I  said  to  you  the 
other  day  ;  but  I  do  not  see  why  on  that  account  your  aunt  should 
be  put  to  the  inconvenience  of  altering  her  plans.  You  fear,  I 
suppose,  that  I  should  annoy  you ;  but  you  might  trust  me — and 
still  may  if  you  will  do  so.' 

*  Now,  Mr.  Bertram,  you  are  hardly  so  sincere  as  you  asserted 
yourself  to  be,  and  required  me  to  be  on  the  moimt.  You  are 
yourself  quite  aware  that  nobody  has  thought  you  presumptuous. 
I  have  nothing  to  complain  of,  and  much  to  thank  you  for — in- 
dependently of  the  honour  you  have  now  done  me ; — lor  from  you 
it  IS  an  honour.  But  I  cannot  say  that  1  love  you.  It  would  not 
be  natural  that  I  should  do  so.' 

*  Good  heavens !  not  natural.  I  love  you  with  the  whole  strength 
of  my  heart.    Is  that  unnatural  P' 

'  It  is  the  province  of  men  to  take  the  initiative  in  such  matters,' 
said  Caroline,  smiling. 

*  I  know  nothing  as  to  man's  province,  or  of  woman's  province 
either.  By  province,  you  mean  custom  and  conventional  rule; 
and  conventional  rule  means  falsehood.  I  have  known  you  but  a 
week  or  two,  and  I  love  you  dearly.  You,  of  course,  have  known 
me  as  long,  and  are  at  any  rate  as  capable  of  loving  as  I  am. 
There  would  be  nothing  unnatural  in  your  loving  me — though,  in- 
<leed,  it  may  be  very  unlikely  that  you  should  do  so.' 

*  Well ;  I  will  not  contradict  you  in  anything  if  I  can  help  it, 
except  perhaps  as  to  that  last  little  would-be-proud,  petulant  pro- 
test.    But  putting  out  of  sight  all  question  of  likelihood,  what 
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ought  I  to  do  if  I  do  not  love  you  P  What  in  such  a  case  would 
you  recommend  a  sister  to  dp  ?  Is  it  not  better  that  we  should 
not  be  immediately  thrown  together,  as  must  so  certainly  be  the 
case  in  travelling  ?' 

*  Then  I  am  to  understand  that  you  positively  can  never  love 
me?' 

*  I  have  not  said  so :  but  you  press  me  unfairly,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  Unfairly.  No,  by  heavens !  no  pressure  in  such  case  can  be 
unfair.  I  would  press  the  truth  out  from  you — the  real  truth ; 
the  truth  that  so  vitally  concerns  myself.  1  ou  wiU  not  say  that 
you  have  an  aversion  to  me  ?' 

*  Aversion !     No,  certainly  not.' 

*  Or  that  you  cannot  love  me  ?  Then  why  not  let  us  remain 
together  P  You  argue  that  you  do  not  yet  know  me  well  enough ; 
will  not  that  be  the  way  to  Know  me  better?' 

*  If  I  were  to  travel  with  you  now,  Mr.  Bertram,  it  would  be 
tantamount  to  accepting  you.  Your  own  sense  will  certainly  tell 
you  that.  Were  I  to  do  so,  I  should  give  you  the  privilege  of 
coming  with  me  as  my  lover.  Forgive  me  for  saying  that  I  cannot 
give  you  that  privilege.  I  grieve  to  hurt  your  feelings  for  a  day 
even ;  but  I  am  sure  you  will  ultimately  approve  of  what  I  am 
doing.' 

*  And  are  we  to  meet  no  more,  then  ? ' 

'  Of  course  we  shall  meet  again ;  at  least,  in  all  human  probabi- 
lity.    My  guardian  is  your  uncle.' 

*  I  never  even  knew  that  till  I  met  you  the  other  day.' 

*  Because  you  have  always  been  at  school  or  at  college ;  but  you 
know  it  now.  I,  at  least,  shall  look  forward  to  meeting  you — and 
so  will  my  aunt.' 

*Yes;  as  acquaintances.  It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
meet  you  in  that  way.  I  hardly  think  you  know  or  realize  what 
my  feelings  to  you  are.  I  can  only  meet  you  to  tell  vou  again 
and  again  that  I  love  you.  You  are  so  cold  yourself  that  you 
cannot  understand  my — my — my  impetuosity,  if  you  choose  to 
call  it  so.' 

*  In  three  or  four  months,  Mr.  Bertram,  you  will  be  laughing  at 
your  own  impetuosity — when  I  perhaps  shall  be  grieving  over  my 
own  coldness.'  These  last  words  she  said  with  a  smile  in  which 
there  was  much  archness,  and  perhaps  also  a  little  encouragement. 

*  You  will  tell  me  at  any  rate  that  I  may  hope  ?  ' 

*  No ;  certainly  not.  x  ou  wiU  hope  enough  for  anything  you 
really  desire  without  my  telling  you.  But  I  will  not  joke,  as  I 
believe  that  you  are  serious.' 

*  Oh,  you  beheve  so,  do  you  ?  ' 
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*  Yes ;  I  suppose  I  must  believe  so.  Your  declaration  the  other 
day  took  me  very  much  by  surprise.  I  had  no  conception  that 
you  had  any  feelings  towards  me  of  that  sort.  I  certainly  had 
entertained  none  such  towards  you.  Love  with  me  cannot  be  the 
birth  of  a  moment.  I  cannot  say  that  I  will  love  merely  because 
I  am  asked.  You  would  not  wish  me  to  be  false  even  in  your  own 
favour.  We  will  part  now,  Mr.  Bertram;  and  being  apart  we 
shall  better  learn  to  know,  each  of  us,  how  we  value  the  other. 
On  my  part  I  can  truly  say  that  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again — at 
anv  rate,  as  friends.'     And  then  she  held  out  her  hand  to  him. 

*  Is  this  to  be  our  farewell  ?  *  he  said,  without  at  once  taking  it. 

*  It  shall  be  if  you  so  please.  We  shall  meet  again  only  at  the 
public  table.* 

*  And  you  will  not  tell  me  that  I  may  hope  P ' 

*  I  will  tell  you  nothing  further,  Mr.  Bertram.  You  will  shake 
hands  with  me  as  with  a  friend,  will  you  not  ?  ' 

He  then  took  her  hand,  and  holding  it  in  his  own,  gazed  for  a 
moment  into  her  face.  She  bore  the  weight  of  his  eyes  with  un- 
abashed front.  She  showed  neither  anger  nor  pleasure  ;  neither 
disdain  nor  pride ;  the  same  sweet  smile  was  still  upon  her  face, 
somewhat  playful,  somewhat  hopeful,  but  capable  of  no  definite 
construction  either  for  making  or  marring  a  man's  comfort. 

*  Caroline  ! '  he  said  at  last. 

'  Good-bye,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  thoroughly  hope  you  may  enjoy 
your  journey.' 

'Caroline!' 

She  essayed  to  withdraw  her  hand  from  his.  Feeling  this,  he 
raised  it  to  his  lips  and  kissed  it,  and  then  left  the  room.  As  he 
closed  the  door  the  same  smile  was  on  her  face. 

I  hope  it  will  be  admitted  that  Miss  Waddington  had  played 
her  part  with  skill,  and  judgment,  and  good  breeding ;  and  not  al- 
together heartlessly  either.  She  had  thought  much  on  the  sub- 
ject since  George  nad  first  thrown  himself  at  her  feet,  and  had 
concluded,  putting  the  good  against  the  bad,  and  balancing  the 
affair  as  accurately  as  tacts  would  enable  her,  that  the  match 
"would  be  one  which  she  ought  to  regard  as  desirable.  There 
were  two  valid  reasons,  however,  why  she  should  not  at  once  ac- 
cept his  offer.  Firstly,  he  might  not  know  his  own  mind,  and  it 
might  be  serviceable  to  him  to  have  the  option  of  renewing  his 
proposal  or  retreating  from  it  after  a  few  months'  trial  of  his  own 
feelings.  And  secondly,  she  hardly  knew  her  own  mind.  She  could 
not  in  truth  say  yet  whether  she  did  love  him,  or  whether  she  did 
not.  She  was  rather  inclined  to  think  she  did  ;  but  it  would  be 
well  that  she  should  try  the  matter  before  she  committed  herself* 
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The  statement  made  by  her  aunt  that  George  would  doubtless 
be  hia  uncle's  heir  certainly  had  its  weight  with  her.  It  would 
be  wrong  in  her  to  engage  herself  to  a  man  who  was  without  the 
means  of  maintaining  her  in  that  rank  of  life  in  which  she  had  re- 
solved to  live ;  wrong  both  on  his  account  and  on  her  own.  She  felt 
that  she  could  not  be  a  good  poor  man's  wife ;  it  was  not  the 
walk  of  life  for  which  she  had  destined  herself.  She  had  made  up 
her  mind  on  that  point  too,  and  having  made  it  up  was  not  weak 
enough  to  be  driven  from  her  resolve  by  any  little  gust  of  feeling. 
She  did  like  Bertram — much,  very  much,  better  than  she  had  ever 
liked  any  other  man.  He  came  up  in  many  points  to  her  idea  of 
what  a  man  should  be.  He  was  not  sufficiently  collected,  not 
sufficiently  thoughtful,  and  perhaps  almost  too  enthusiastic :  suc- 
sess  in  life  would  be  easier  to  a  man  who  put  less  heart  into  every- 
thing he  said  and  did.  But  years  would  teach  him  much  in  this 
respect  and  she  also  might  perhaps  teach  him  something.  She  did 
like  Bertram  ;  and  what  objection  could  there  be  to  the  match,  if, 
as  appeared  so  probable,  he  was  to  inherit  his  uncle's  money  ? 

Prudent  as  she  was,  she  was  ready  to  run  some  risk  in  this  re- 
spect. She  did  not  wish  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife ;  but  neither  did 
she  wish  to  be  an  idle  man's  wife.  What  she  did  desire  was,  that 
her  husband  should  be  an  earnest,  rising,  successful  man; — one 
whose  name,  as  she  had  herself  said  to  Bertram,  might  be  frequent 
in  men's  mouths,  and  daily  to  be  read  in  the  columns  of  newspapers. 
She  would  not  marry  a  fool,  even  though  he  were  also  a  Croesus  ; 
she  would  not  marry  a  fool,  even  though  he  were  also  an  earl.  In 
choosing  a  master,  her  first  necessity  was  that  she  should  respect 
him,  then  that  the  world  should  do  so  also.  She  could  respect  ta- 
lent— talent  if  needs  be  alone — but  nothing  without  talent.  The 
world's  respect  could  not  be  had  without  wealth.  As  for  love, 
that  was  necessary  too  ;  but  it  was  only  a  third  necessity. 

Such  being  our  heroine's  mind  about  marriage,  I  make  bold  to 
say  that  she  had  behaved  with  skill  and  judgment,  and  not  alto- 
gether heartlessly  either. 

On  the  following  morning.  Sir  Lionel  and  George  left  Jerusa- 
lem together.  The  colonel  had  his  own  servant,  as  he  always  had ; 
George  was  followed  by  the  dragoman,  who  had  now  been  with, 
him  for  some  time  ;  and  each  had  also  an  Arab  groom.  On  quit- 
ting Jerusalem,  Sir  Lionel  had  made  no  objection  to  having  the 
entire  bill  settled  by  his  son. 

*  AVell,  George,'  he  had  said  with  a  smile, '  I  know  you  are  in 

ample  funds,  and  I  never  am.     You,  moreover,  have  a  milch  cow 

that  will  not  run  dry.     The  government  is  my  cow,  and  she  is 

apt  to  be  very  chary  in  her  supply ;  she  does  run  dry  with  un- 

common  quickneaa.* 
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George  smiled  also,  and  paid  the  bill  readily,  protestfhg  that  of 
course  he  ought  to  do  so,  as  Sir  Lionel  had  come  there  only  to  see 
him.  The  colonel  plumed  himself  at  once  UDon  having  managed 
well ;  but  he  was  greatly  mistaken.  His  calculation  in  this  re- 
spect had  been  made  on  a  false  basis.  '  George,'  he  said  to  him- 
self, *  is  a  young  man ;  he  will  think  nothing  of  this :  a  fellow  at 
his  age  cares  nothing  for  money.'  George  did  care  but  little  for 
the  money,  but  he  did  care  about  his  father ;  and  he  understood 
the  ways  of  the  world  well  enough  to  know  that  his  father  ought 
to  have  paid  his  own  bill.  He  began  for  the  first  time  to  experi- 
ence something  of  that  feeling  which  his  uncle  so  often  expressed. 

They  started,  too^  with  somewhat  different  ideas  as  to  the  pur- 
port of  their  route.  Sir  Lionel  wished  to  get  to  Constantinople, 
and  was  content,  for  George's  sake,  to  go  by  Damascus  and  Bey- 
rout;  but  George  had  to  visit  Eamah,  and  Gibeon,  and  Luz  ;  to 
see  the  well  of  the  wpman  of  Samaria  at  Sichem ;  to  climb  Mount 
Carmel,  and  to  sleep  at  least  for  a  night  within  its  monastery. 
Mount  Tabor  also,  and  Bethsaida,  and  Capernaum,  he  must  visit ; 
he  must  bathe  in  the  Sea  of  Galilee,  as  he  had  already  bathed  in 
Jordan  and  the  Dead  Sea ;  Gadara  he  must  see,  aud  Gergesa,  and 
Chorazin ;  and,  above  all,  he  must  stand  with  naked  feet  in  Naza- 
reth, and  feel  within  his  heart  that  he  was  resting  on  holy  ground. 

Sir  Lionel  did  not  care  a  straw  for  Bethsaida  or  Chorazin — not 
a  straw  even  for  Nazareth.  For  many  reasons  he  wished  to  be 
well  with  his  son.  In  the  first  place,  a  man  whose  bill  is  paid  for 
him  always  makes  some  concession  to  the  man  who  pays  it.  He 
should  do  so,  at  any  rate ;  and  on  this  point  Sir  Lionel  was  willing 
to  be  just.  And  then  he  had  idterior  views,  which  made  it  very 
necessary  that  George  should  like  him.  In  this  respect  he  had 
hitherto  played  his  cards  wiill — well,  with  the  exception  of  that 
Jerusalem  bill.  He  had  made  his  society  very  pleasant  to  his  son, 
had  done  much  towards  gaining  the  young  man's  heart,  and  was 
well  inclined  to  do  more — anything,  indeed,  short  of  putting  him- 
self to  real  personal  inconvenience.  We  may  perhaps  add,  without 
doing  too  much  violence  to  Sir  Lionel's  established  character,  that 
he  himself  really  liked  his  son. 

All  this  for  some  days  carried  him  hither  and  thither,  if  not 
with  patience,  at  any  rate  with  perseverance.  He  went  to  spots 
which  he  was  told  had  a  world-wide  celebrity,  of  the  names  of 
which  he  had  but  a  bare  distant  remembrance,  and  which  he  found 
to  be  arid,  comfortless,  and  uninteresting.  Gibeon  he  did  endure, 
and  Shiloh,  and  Sichem ;  Gilgal,  also,  and  Carmel.  But  there  he 
broke  down :  he  could  not,  he  said,  justify  to  himself  to  be  absent 
longer  from  his  official  duties.    He  found  that  he  was  near  Bey- 
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rout :  he  (5buld  ride  thither  in  two  days,  avoiding  Damascus  alto- 
gether. The  cookery  at  Mount  Carmel  did  not  add  to  his  love  of 
the  Holy  Land.  He  found  himself  to  be  not  very  well.  He  laugh- 
ingly reminded  George  that  there  was  a  difference  between  twenty- 
three  and  sixty ;  and  ended  by  declining  altogether  to  go  back- 
wards towards  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  If  George  could  only  be  in- 
duced to  think  that  he  had  seen  enough  of  these  regions,  his  father 
would  be  so  delighted  to  have  his  company  direct  from  Beyrout 
to  Constantinople ! 

George,  however,  was  inexorable  about  Nazareth :  and  so  they 
parted,  agreeing  that  they  would  meet  again  at  Constantinople. 
We  need  not  closely  follow  either  on  his  journey.  Sir  Lionel, 
having  had  everything  paid  for  him  up  to  the  moment  of  their  se- 
paration, arrived — let  us  hope  with  a  full  purse — at  the  Bosphorus. 
George,  when  left  to  himself,  travelled  more  slowly,  and  tnoughfc 
much  of  these  holy  places — much  also  of  his  love.  He  could  have 
found  it  in  his  heart  to  rush  back,  and  catch  Miss  Baker  and  Ca- 
roline at  Jaffa.  He  would  have  done  so  as  soon  as  he  quitted  Na^ 
zareth,  only  that  he  was  ashamed. 

About  a  fortnight  after  his  father's  departure,  he  found  himself 
at  Damascus,  and  in  another  week,  he  was  stepping  on  board  the 
packet  at  Beyrout.  When  leaving  Palestine,  that  land  of  such 
wondrous  associations,  his  feelings  were  not  altogether  consola- 
tory. He  had  at  one  moment  acknowledged  what  he  believed  to 
be  a  spirtual  influence  within  him,  and  yielding  himself  to  it,  had 
spoken  of  devoting  his  life  to  a  high  and  holy  purpose.  He  had, 
indeed,  spoken  only  to  himself,  and  the  wound  to  his  pride  was 
therefore  the  less.  But  his  high  and  holy  purpose  had  been 
blown  to  the  winds  by  a  few  words  from  a  pair  of  ruby  lips,  by 
one  glance  of  scorn  from  a  pair  of  bright  eyes.  And  he  had  so 
yielded,  even  though  those  lips  would  acknowledge  no  love  for 
him ;  though  those  eyes  would  not  look  on  him  kindly.  He  could 
not  be  proud  of  his  visit  to  the  Holy  Land ;  and  yet  he  felt  a 
longing  to  linger  there.  It  might  be,  that  if  he  would  return 
once  more  to  that  mount,  look  once  again  on  Sion  and  the  temple, 
the  spirir  might  yet  get  the  better  of  the  flesh.  But,  alas !  he  had 
to  own  to  himself  that  he  had  now  hardly  a  wish  that  the  spirit 
should  predominate.  The  things  of  the  world  were  too  bright  to 
be  given  up.  The  charms  of  the  flesh  were  too  strong  for  him. 
With  a  sigh,  he  looked  back  for  the  last  time  from  Mount  Her- 
mon,  stretched  out  his  arms  once  more  towards  Jerusalem,  said 
one  farewell  in  his  heart  as  his  eye  rested  for  a  moment  on  the 
distant  glassy  waters  of  Galilee,  and  then  set  his  horse's  head  to- 
wards Damascus. 
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When  &  traveller  in  these  railroad  days  takes  leave  of  Florence, 
or  Vienna,  or  Munich,  or  Lucerne,  he  does  so  without  much  of 
the  bitterness  of  a  farewell.  The  places  are  now  comparatively 
80  near  that  he  expects  to  see  them  again,  or  at  any  rate,  hopes 
that  he  may  do  so.  But  Jerusalem  is  still  distant  from  us  no 
Sabbath-day's  journey.  A  man  who,  having  seen  it  once,  takes 
his  leave,  then  sees  it  probably  for  the  last  time.  And  a  man's 
heart  must  be  very  cold  who  can  think  of  Palestine  exactly  as  of 
any  other  land.  It  is  not  therefore  surprisiug  that  Bertram  was 
rather  sad  as  he  rode  down  the  further  side  of  Mount  Hermon. 

At  Constantinople,  Sir  Lionel  and  George  again  met,  and  our 
hero  spent  a  pleasant  month  there  with  his  father.  It  was  still 
spring,  the  summer  heats  had  hardly  commenced,  and  George  was 
charmed,  if  not  with  the  city  of  the  Sultan,  at  any  rate  with  the 
scenery  around  it.  Here  his  father  appeared  in  a  new  light :  they 
were  more  intimate  with  each  other  than  they  had  been  at  Jeru- 
salem ;  they  were  not  now  living  in  ladies'  society,  and  Sir  Lionel 
by  degrees  threw  off  what  little  restraint  of  governorship,  what 
small  amount  of  parental  authority  he  had  hitherto  assumed.  He 
seemed  anxious  to  live  with  his  son  on  terms  of  perfect  equality; 
began  to  talk  to  him  rather  as  young  men  talk  to  each  other  than 
men  of  ages  so  very  different,  and  appeared  to  court  a  lack  of  re- 
verence. 

In  his  ordinary  habits  of  life,  and,  indeed,  in  his  physical  viva- 
city, Sir  Lionel  was  very  young  for  his  time  of  life.  He  never 
pleaded  his  years  in  bar  of  any  pleasure,  and  never  pleaded  them 
at  all  except  when  desirous  of  an  excuse  for  escaping  something 
that  was  disagreeable.  There  are  subjects  on  which  young  men 
talk  freely  with  each  other,  but  on  which  they  hesitate  to  speak 
to  their  elders  without  restraint.  Sir  Lionel  did  his  best  to  banish 
any  such  feeling  on  the  part  of  his  son.  Of  wine  and  women,  of 
cards  and  horses,  of  money  comforts  and  money  discomforts,  he 

Xke  in  a  manner  which  Bertram  at  first  did  not  like,  but  which 
r  awhile  was  not  distasteful  to  him.  There  is  always  some 
compliment  implied  when  an  old  man  unbends  before  a  young 
one,  and  it  is  this  which  makes  the  viciousness  of  old  men  so 
dangerous.  I  do  not  say  that  Sir  Lionel  purposely  tempted  his 
son  to  vice ;  but  he  plainly  showed  that  he  regarded  morality  in 
a  man  to' be  as  thoroughly  the  peculiar  attribute  of  a  clergyman 
as  a  black  coat ;  and  that  there  could  be  no  reason  for  other  men 
even  to  pretend  to  it  when  there  were  no  women  by  to  be  re- 
spected and  deceived. 

Bertram  certainly  liked  his  father,  and  was  at  ease  in  his  com- 
pany ;  but,  in  spite  of  this,  he  was  ashamed  of  him,  and  was  some- 
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times  very  sorrowful.  .  He  was  young,  full  of  vivacity,  aad  without 
that  strength  of  character  which  should  have  withstood  the  charm 
of  Sir  Lionel* 8  manner;  hut  he  knew  well  that  he  would  fain 
have  had  in  his  father  feelings  of  a  very  different  nature,  and  he 
could  not  hut  acknowledge  that  the  severity  of  his  uncle's  tone 
was  deserved. 

It  had  been  George's  intention  to  stay  a  week  only  at  Con- 
stantinople, hut  his  father  had  persuaded  him  to  remain  four. 
He  had  boasted  that  when  he  returned  to  England  he  would  be 
in  a  position  to  give  back  to  his  uncle  the  three  hundred  pounds 
which  Pritchett  had  placed  to  his  account.  But  he  would  not  now 
be  able  to  do  this :  his  father  lived  expensively ;  and  even  here, 
where  Sir  Lionel  was  now  at  home,  George  paid  more  than  his 
own  share  of  the  expense. 

One  of  their  chief  subjects  of  conversation,  that,  indeed,  which 
Sir  Lionel  seemed  to  prefer  to  any  other,  was  the  ultimate  dis- 
posal of  his  brother's  money.  He  perceived  that  George's  thoughts 
on  this  subject  were  by  far  too  transcendental,  that  he  was  child- 
ishly indifferent  to  his  own  interests,  and  that  if  not  brought  to  a 
keener  sense  of  his  own  rights,  a  stronger  feeling  as  to  his  position 
as  the  only  nephew  of  a  very  wealthy  man,  he  might  let  slip 
through  his  fingers  a  magnificent  fortune  which  was  absolutely 
within  his  reach.  So  thinking,  he  detained  his  son  near  him  for 
awhile,  that  he  might,  if  possible,  imbue  him  with  some  spark  of 
worldly  wisdom. 

He  knew  how  useless  it  would  be  to  lecture  a  young  man  like 
George  as  to  the  best  way  in  which  he  could  play  tufb-hunter  to 
his  uncle.  From  such  lectures  George  would  have  started  away 
in  disgust ;  but  something,  Sir  Lionel  thought,  might  be  done  by 
tact,  hj  finesse,  and  a  daily  half-scornful  badinage,  skilfully  directed 
towards  the  proper  subject.  By  degrees,  too,  he  thought  that 
George  did  listen  to  him,  that  he  was  learning,  that  he  might  be 
taught  to  set  his  eyes  greedily  on  those  mountains  of  wealth. 
And  so  Sir  Lionel  persevered  with  diligence  to  the  end. 

*  Say  everything  that  is  civil  from  me  to  my  brother,'  said  the 
colonel,  the  day  before  George  left  him. 

*  Uncle  George  does  not  care  much  for  civil  speeches,'  said  the 
other,  laughing. 

*No,  I  know  he  does  not;  he'd  think  more  of  it  if  I  could 
send  home  a  remittance  by  you  to  pay  the  bill ;  eh,  George  ?  But 
as  I  can't  do  that,  I  may  as  well  send  a  few  civil  words.'  Uncle 
George's  bill  had  gradually  become  a  source  of  joke  between  the 
father  and  son.  Sir  Lionel,  at  least,  was  accustomed  to  mention 
it  in  g'^ch  «*.  way  that  the  junior  George  could  not  help  laughing ; 
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and  tbough  at  first  this  Had  gone  against  the  grain  of  his  feelings, 
by  degrees  he  had  become  used  to' it. 

*He  expects,  I  fancy,  neither  money  nor  civil  words,'  said 
Q-eorge  the  younger. 

'  He  will  not,  on  that  account,  be  the  less  pleased  at  getting 
either  the  one  or  the  other.  Don't  you  believe  everything  that 
everybody  tells  you  in  his  own  praise :  when  a  man  says  that  he 
does  not  like  flattery,  and  that  he  puts  no  value  on  soft  words, 
do  not  on  that  account  be  deterred  from  making  any  civil  speeches 
you  may  have  ready.  He  will  not  be  a  bit  stronger  than  another 
because  he  boasts  of  his  strength.' 

*  I  really  think  you  would  find  it  diflGlcult  to  flatter  your  bro- 
ther.' 

*  Perhaps  so ;  and  therefore  I  should  set  about  it  with  the  more 
care.  But,  were  I  in  your  shoes,  I  should  not  attempt  flattery ;  I 
should  be  very  submissive  rather.  He  always  loved  to  play  the 
tyrant.' 

*  And  I  do  not  love  to  play  the  slave.' 

*  An  only  nephew's  slavery  would  probably  be  of  a  very  mild 
description.' 

*  Yes ;  no  harder  than  sitting  on  a  clerk's  stool  in  a  merchant's 
counting-house  for  seven  or  eight  hours  a  day.' 

*That  would  be  an  unendurable  bore  as  a  continuance;  but 
take  my  word  for  it,  George,  if  you  could  bring  yourself  to  do  it 
for  six  months,  by  the  end  of  that  time  you  would  have  the  game 
in  your  own  hanas.' 

*  At  any  rate,  I  shall  not  try  it,  sir.' 

*Well,  you  are  your  own  master:  I  can  only  say  that  the 
temptation  would  be  too  strong  for  most  men.  I  have  not  the 
slightest  doubt  that  if  you  would  give  way  to  him  for  six  months, 
two  years  would  see  you  in  Parliament.'  Sir  Lionel  had  already 
ascertained  that  to  sit  in  the  House  of  Commons  was  the  dearest 
object  of  his  son's  ambition. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day,  as  they  were  drinking  their  coffee 
and  smoking  together.  Sir  Lionel  for  the  first  time  spoke  to  his 
son  on  another  matter.  *  George,'  said  he,  *  I  don't  know  whether 
there  was  anything  in  it,  but  when  we  were  at  Jerusalem,  I  thought 
you  were  very  sweet  on  Caroline  Waddington.' 

George  blushed  deeply,  and  affected  to  laugh. 

*  She  was  certainly  a  very  fine  girl,'  continued  his  father ;  '  I 
think  as  handsome  a  girl  as  I  have  seen  these  ten  years.  What 
a  shoulder  and  neck  she  had !  When  you  used  to  be  dragging  her 
up  the  Mount  of  Olives,  I  could  not  but  think  there  was  more  in 
it  than  mere  scripture  geography — eh,  George  ? ' 
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George  merely  laughed,  and  looked  rather  like  a  simpleton. 

*  If  you  were  not  in  love  with  her,  I  can  only  say  that  you 
ought  to  have  been.     I  was,  I  know.' 

*  Well,  sir,  I  believe  she  is  free  as  yet ;  you  can  try  your  chance 
if  you  have  a  mind.' 

*  Ah !  I  would  I  could.  If  I  knew  Medea's  secret,  I  would 
have  myself  chopped  and  boiled  that  I  might  come  out  young  on 
her  behalf;  but,  George,  I  can  tell  you  sometjiing  about  her.' 

'Well,  sir!' 

*  I  would  have  told  you  then,  when  we  were  at  Jerusalem,  but 
we  were  not  so  well  acquainted  then  as  we  are  now,  and  I  did  not 
like  to  interfere.* 

*  It  could  not  be  interference  from  you.' 

*  Well,  but  the  matter  is  this :  if  my  brother  ever  loved  any 
human  being — and  I  am  not  quite  sure  he  ever  did — but  if  he  did, 
it  was  that  girl's  father.  Had  Waddington  lived,  he  would  now 
have  been  my  age.  Tour  uncle  took  him  early  by  the  hand,  and 
would  have  made  his  fortune  for  him,  but  the  poor  fellow  died. 
In  my  opinion,  it  would  assist  your  views  if  your  uncle  knew  that 
you  were  going  to  marry  Caroline  Waddington.' 

George  said  nothing,  but  sat  sucking  the  mouth-piece  of  his 
pipe-stick  and  blowing  out  great  clouds  of  smoke.  Sir  Lionel 
said  nothing  further,  but  easily  changed  the  conversation.  Early 
on  the  following  morning,  Bertram  left  Constantinople,  having 
received  a  promise  that  Sir  Lionel  would  visit  him  in  England 
as  soon  as  the  exigencies  of  the  public  service  would  permit  of  his 
doing  so. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

GEOBOE  BEBTBAM  DECIDES  IS   EAYOUB  OF  THE  BAB. 

Geobgb  Bebtbam  did  not  return  directly  to  England.  Since  he 
had  been  in  Turkey,  he  had  made  arrangement  by  letter  with  his 
friend  Harcourt  to  meet  him  in  the  Tyrol,  and  to  travel  home  with 
him  through  Switzerland.  It  was  about  the  middle  of  June  when 
he  left  Constantinople,  and  Harcourt  was  to  be  at  Innspruck  on 
the  5th  August.  George  might  therefore  well  have  remained  a 
week  or  two  longer  with  his  father  had  either  of  them  so  wished ; 
but  neither  of  them  did  wish  it.  The  living  at  Constantinople 
was  dear,  and  George's  funds  would  not  stand  much  more  of  it ; 
and  Sir  Lionel,  free  and  easy  as  he  was,  still  felt  his  son's  presence 
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of  some  impediment — perhaps  in  the  way  of  his  business,  perhaps 
in  the  way  of  his  pleasures. 

From  Constantinople  Bertram  went  up  across  the  Balkan  to 
the  Danube,  and  thence  through  Bucharest  into  Transylvania, 
travelling,  as  in  those  days  was  necessary,  somewhat  by  permission 
of  the  Brussian  authorities.  He  then  again  struck  the  JDanube  at 
Pesth ;  remained  some  little  time  there ;  again  a  week  or  so  at 
Vienna;  from  thence  he  visited  Saltzburg,  and  exiactly  on  the 
appointed  day  shook  hands  with  his  friend  in  the  hall  of  the  old 
*  Golden  Sun '  at  Innspruck. 

At  first,  on  leaving  his  father,  George  was  very  glad  to  be  once 
more  alone.  Men  delighted  him  not ;  nor  women  either  at  that 
moment — seeing  that  his  thoughts  were  running  on  Caroline 
Waddington,  and  that  her  presence  was  not  to  be  had.  But  by 
the  time  that  he  found  himself  in  the  Tyrol,  he  was  delighted 
once  more  to  have  a  companion.  He  had  of  course  picked  up 
Englishmen,  and  been  picked  up  by  them  at  every  town  he  had 
passed ;  one  always  does ;  some  ladies  also  he  had  casually  en- 
countered— but  he  had  met  with  no  second  Caroline.  While 
wandering  about  the  mountains  of  Transylvania,  he  had  been 
quite  contented  to  be  alone :  at  Pesth  he  had  not  ceased  to  con- 
gratulate himself  on  his  solitude,  though  sometimes  he  found  the 
day  a  little  too  long  for  his  purpose  in  doing  so ;  at  Vienna  he 
was  glad  enough  to  find  an  old  Oxonian;  though,  even  while 
enjoying  the  treat,  he  would  occasionally  say  to  himself  that,  after 
all,  society  was  only  a  bore.  But  by  the  time  he  had  done  the 
Saltzburg  country,  he  was  heartily  sick  of  himself,  somewhat  sick 
also  of  thinking  of  his  love,  and  fully  able  to  re-echo  all  that 
Harcourt  had  to  say  in  praise  of  some  very  fine  old  wine  which 
that  fastidious  gentleman  caused  to  be  produced  for  them  from  the 
eellars  of  the  '  Golden  Sun.' 

Innspruck  is  a  beautiful  little  town.  Perhaps  no  town  in  Eu- 
rope can  boast  a  site  more  exquisitely  picturesque.  Edinburgh 
would  be  equal  to  it,  if  it  had  a  river  instead  of  a  railroad  running 
through  its  valley  and  under  its  Castle-hill.  But  we  sojourned 
too  long  in  the  Holy  Land  to  permit  of  our  dwelling  even  for 
half  a  chapter  in  the  Tyrol.  George,  however,  and  his  friend 
remained  there  for  a  fortnight.  They  went  over  the  Brenner  and 
looked  down  into  Italy ;  made  an  excursion  to  those  singular 
golden-tinted  mountains,  the  Dolomites,  among  which  live  a  race 
of  men  who  speak  neither  German  nor  Italian,  nor  other  language 
known  among  the  hundred  dialects  of  Europe,  but  a  patois  left 
to  them  from  the  ancient  Latins ;  they  wandered  through  the 
yalleys  of  the  Inn  and  its  tributaries,  and  wondered  at  the  odd 
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way  of  living  which  still  prevails  in  their  picturesque  castellated 
mansions. 

For  awhile  Bertram  thought  that  Harcourt  was  the  best  com- 
panion in  the  world.  He  was  agreeable  and  easy-tempered  as  his 
father ;  and  was  at  the  same  time  an  educated  man,  which  his 
father  certainly  was  not.  Harcourt,  though  he  put  his  happiness 
in  material  things  perhaps  quite  as  much  as  did  Sir  Lionel,  re- 
quired that  his  material  things  should  be  of  a  high  flavour.  He 
was  a  reading  man,  addicted,  in  a  certain  cynical,  carping  sort  of 
way,  even  to  poetry,  was  a  critic  almost  by  profession,  loved  pic- 
tures, professed  to  love  scenery,  certainly  loved  to  watch  and 
scrutinize  the  different  classes  of  his  brother-men.  He  was  gifted 
pre-eminently  with  a  lawyer's  mind,  but  it  was  not  a  lawyer's 
mind  of  a  vulgar  quality.  He,  too,  loved  riches,  and  looked  on 
success  in  the  world  as  a  man's  chief,  nay,  perhaps  his  only  aim  ; 
but  for  him  it  was  necessary  that  success  should  be  polished.  Sir 
Lionel  wanted  money  that  he  might  swallow  it  and  consume  it, 
as  a  shark  does  its  prey ;  but,  like  sharks  in  general,  he  had  always 
been  hungry, — had  never  had  his  bellyful  of  money.  Harcourt's 
desire  for  money  was  of  a  different  class.  It  would  not  suit  him 
to  be  in  debt  to  any  one.  A  good  balance  at  his  banker's  was  a 
thing  dear  to  his  soul.  He  aimed  at  perfect  respectability,  and 
also  at  perfect  independence. 

For  awhile,  therefore,  Harcourt's  teaching  was  a  great  improve- 
ment on  Sir  Lionel's,  and  was  felt  to  be  so.  He  preached  a  love 
of  good  things ;  but  the  good  things  were  to  be  corollaries  only 
to  good  work.  Sir  Lionel's  summum  bonum  would  have  been 
an  unexpected  pocketful  of  money,  three  months  of  idleness  in 
which  to  spend  it,  and  pleasant  companions  for  the  time,  who 
should  be  at  any  rate  as  well  provided  in  pocket  as  himself.  Har- 
court would  have  required  something  more.  The  world's  respect 
and  esteem  were  as  necessary  to  him  as  the  world's  pleasures. 

But  nevertheless,  after  a  time,  Harcourt's  morality  offended 
Bertram,  as  Bertram's  transcendentalism  offended  Harcourt.  They 
admired  the  same  view,  but  they  could  not  look  at  it  through  the 
same  coloured  glass. 

*  And  so  on  the  whole  you  liked  your  governor  ?'  said  Harcourt 
to  him  one  day  as  they  were  walking  across  a  mountain-range  from 
one  valley  to  another. 

*  Yes,  indeed.' 

*  One  is  apt  to  be  prejudiced  in  one's  father's  favour,  of  course,' 
said  Harcourt.  *  That  is  to  say,  when  one  hasn't  seen  him  for 
twenty  years  or  so.  A  more  common,  constant  knowledge,  per- 
haps,*^ puts  the  prejudice  the  other  way.' 
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*Sir  Liouel  is  undoubtedly  a  very  pleasant  manj  no  one,  I 
fancy,  could  help  liking  his  society.' 

*  I  understand  it  all  as  well  as  though  you  had  written  a  book 
about  him.  You  have  none  of  that  great  art,  Bertram,  which 
teaches  a  man  to  use  his  speech  to  conceal  his  thoughts.' 

*  "Why  should  I  wish  to  conceal  my  thoughts  from  you  ?' 

*  I  know  exactly  what  you  mean  about  your  father :  he  is  no 
martinet  in  society,  even  with  his  son.  He  assumes  to  himself 
no  mysterious,  unmtelligible  dignity.  He  has  none  of  the  mili- 
tary Grimgruffenuff  about  him.  He  takes  things  easily,  and  al- 
lows other  people  to  do  the  same.' 

*  Exactly.' 

*  But  this  was  not  exactly  what  you  wanted.  If  he  had  treated 
you  as  though  a  father  and  son  were  necessarily  of  a  difierent 
order  of  beings,  had  he  been  a  little  less  familiar,  a  little  colder, 
perhaps  a  thought  more  stern  and  forbidding  in  his  parental 
wav  of  pushing  the*  bottle  to  you,  you  would  have  liked  him 
better  ?' 

*  No,  not  have  liked  him  better ;  I  might  perhaps  have  thought 
it  more  natural.' 

*  Just  so ;  you  went  to  look  for  a  papa  with  a  boy's  feelings, 
and  the  papa,  wto  had  not  been  looking  for  you  at  all,  took  you 
for  a  man  as  you  are  when  he  found  you.' 

*  I  am  sure  of  this  at  any  rate,  that  he  was  delighted  to  see  me.' 

*  I  am  sure  he  was,  and  proud  of  you  when  he  did  see  you.  I 
never  supposed  but  that  the  gallant  colonel  had  some  feelings  in 
his  bowels.  Have  you  made  any  arrangements  with  him  about 
money?' 

*  No — none.' 

*  Said  not  a  word  about  so  mundane  a  subject  ?' 

'  I  don't  say  that ;  it  is  only  natural  that  we  should  have  said 
something.  But  as  to  income,  he  fights  his  battle,  and  I  fight 
mine.' 

*  Jf  e  should  now  have  a  large  income  from  his  profession.' 

*  And  large  expenses.  I  suppose  there  is  no  dearer  place  in 
Europe  than  Constantinople.' 

'All  places  are  dear  to  an  Englishman  exactly  in  comparison 
as  he  knows,  or  does  not  know,  the  ways  of  the  place.  A  Turk,  I 
have  no  doubt,  could  live  there  in  a  very  genteel  sort  of  manner 
on  what  you  would  consider  a  moderate  pittance.' 

'  I  suppose  he  could.' 

'  And  Sir  Lionel  by  this  time  should  be  a  Turk  in  Turkey,  a 
Greek  in  Greece,  or  a  Persian  in  Bagdad.' 

*  Perhaps  he  is.    But  I  was  not.    I  know  I  shall  be  very  fairly 
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cleared  out  by  the  time  I  get  to  London ;  and  yet  I  had  expected 
to  have  three  hundred  pounds  untouched  there.' 

*  Such  expectations  always  fall  to  the  ground — always.  Every 
quarter  I  allow  myself  exactly  what  I  shall  want,  and  then  I  double 
it  for  emergencies.' 

*  Tou  are  a  lucky  fellow  to  have  the  power  to  do  so.' 

*  Yes,  but  then  I  put  my  quarterly  wants  at  a  very  low  figure ; 
a  figure  that  would  be  quite  unsuitable — quite  unintelligible  to 
the  nephew  of  a  Croesus.' 

*  The  nephew  of  a  Croesus  will  have  to  put  his  quarterly  wants 
at  something  about  fifty  pounds,  as  far  as  I  can  see.' 

*  My  dear  fellow,  when  I  observe  that  water  bubbles  up  from  a 
certain  spot,  every  winter  and  every  spring,  and  occasionally  in 
the  warm  weather  too,  I  never  think  that  it  has  run  altogether  dry 
because  it  may  for  a  while  cease  to  bubble  up  under  the  blazing 
sun  of  August.  Nature,  of  whose  laws  I  know  so  much,  tells  me 
that  the  water  will  come  again.' 

*  Yes,  water  will  run  in  its  natural  course.  But  when  you  have 
been  supplied  by  an  artificial  pipe,  and  have  cut  that  oflF,  it  is  pro- 
bable that  you  may  run  short.' 

*  In  such  case  I  would  say,  that  having  a  due  regard  to  pru- 
dence, I  would  not  cut  off  that  very  convenient  artificial  pipe.' 

*  One  may  pay  too  dear,  Harcourt,  even  for  one's  water.' 

*  As  far  as  I  am  able  to  judge,  you  have  had  yours  without  pay- 
ing for  it  at  all ;  and  if  you  lose  it,  it  will  only  be  by  your  own 
obstinacy.     I  would  I  had  such  an  uncle  to  deal  with.' 

*  I  would  you  had  ;  as  for  me,  J  tell  you  fairly,  I  do  not  mean  to 
deal  with  him  at  all.' 

*  I  would  I  had  ;  I  should  know  then  that  everything  was  open 
to  me.  Now  I  have  everything  to  do  for  myself.  I  do  not  de- 
spair, however.    As  for  you,  the  ball  is  at  your  foot.' 

They  talked  very  freely  with  each  other  as  to  their  future  hopes 
and  future  destinies.  Harcourt  seemed  to  take  it  as  a  settled 
matter  that  Bertram  should  enter  himself  at  the  bar,  and  Bertram 
did  not  any  longer  contradict  him.  Since  he  had  learnt  Miss 
Waddington's  ideas  on  the  subject,  he  expressed  no  further  desire 
to  go  into  the  church,  and  had,  in  fact,  nothing  serious  to  say  in 
favour  of  any  of  those  other  professions  of  which  he  had  some- 
times been  accustomed  to  speak.  There  was  nothing  but  the  bar 
left  for  him ;  and  therefore  when  Harcourt  at  last  asked  him  the 
question  plainly,  he  said  that  he  supposed  that  such  would  be  his 
fate. 

But  on  one  subject  Bertram  did  not  speak  openly  to  his  friend. 
He  said  not  a  word  to  him  about  Caroline.  Harcourt  was  in  many 
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respects  an  excellent  friend ;  but  he  bad  bardly  that  softness  of 
beart,  or  that  softness  of  expression  which  tempts  one  man  to 
make  another  a  confidant  in  an  affair  of  love.  If  Harcourt  had 
any  such  affairs  himself,  he  said  nothing  of  them  to  Bertram,  and 
at  the  present  time  Bertram  said  nothing  on  the  subject  to  him. 
He  kept  that  care  deep  in  his  own  bosom.  He  had  as  yet  neither 
spoken  a  word  nor  written  a  word  concerning  it  to  any  pne ;  and 
even  when  his  friend  had  once  casually  asked  him  whether  he  had 
met  much  in  the  way  of  beauty  in  Jerusalem,  he  had  felt  himself 
to  wince  as  though  the  subject  were  too  painful  to  be  spoken  of. 

They  reached  London  about  the  middle  of  October,  and  Har- 
court declared  that  he  must  immediately  put  himself  again  into 
harness.  *  Ten  weeks  of  idleness,'  said  he,  '  is  more  than  a  man 
can  well  afford  who  has  to  look  to  himself  for  everything ;  and 
I  have  now  given  myself  eleven.' 

*  And  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?' 

*  Do !  work  all  day  and  read  all  night.  Take  notice  of  all  the 
dullest  cases  I  can  come  across,  and  read  the  most  ponderous 
volumes  that  have  been  written  on  the  delightful  subject  of  law. 
A  sacking  barrister  who  means  to  earn  his  bread  has  something 
to  do— as  you  will  soon  know.' 

Bertram  soon  learnt — now  for  the  first  time,  for  Harcourt  him- 
self had  said  nothing  on  the  subject — that  his  friend's  name  was 
already  favourably  known,  and  that  he  had  begun  that  career  to 
which  he  so  steadily  looked  forward.  His  ice  was  already  broken : 
he  had  been  employed  as  junior  counsel  in  the  great  case  of  Pike 
V,  Perch ;  and  had  distinguished  himself  not  a  little  by  his  suc- 
cess in  turning  white  into  black. 

*Then  you  had  decidedly  the  worst  of  it?'  said  Bertram  to 
liim,  when  the  matter  was  talked  over  between  them. 

*  Oh,  decidedly ;  but,  nevertheless,  we  pulled  through.  My  opi- 
nion all  along  was  that  none  of  the  Pikes  had  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
There  were  three  of  them.  But  I  won't  bore  you  with  the  case. 
You'll  hear  more  of  it  some  day,  for  it  will  be  on  again  before  the 
lords-justices  in  the  spring.' 

*  Tou  were  Pike's  counsel  P  * 

*  One  of  them — the  junior.  I  had  most  of  the  fag  and  none  of 
the  honour.    That's  of  course.' 

*  And  you  think  that  Perch  ought  to  have  succeeded  ?' 

*  "W^ell,  talking  to  you,  I  really  think  he  ought ;  but  I  would  not 
admit  that  to  any  one  else.  Sir  Eicketty  Giggs  led  for  us,  and  I 
know  he  thought  so  too  at  first ;  though  he  got  so  carried  away  by 
Us  own  eloquence  at  last  that  I  believe  he  changed  his  mind.' 

*  Well,  if  I'd  thought  that,  I  wouldn't  have  held  the  brief  for  all 
the  Fikes  toat  ever  swam.' 


128  THE  BEKTRAMS. 

*  If  a  man's  case  be  weak,  then,  he  is  to  have  no  advocate  ? 
That's  your  idea  of  justice,' 

'  If  it  be  so  weak  that  no  one  can  be  got  to  think  it  right,  of 
course  he  should  have  no  advocate.' 

*  And  how  are  you  to  know  till  you  have  taken  the  matter  up 
and  sifted  it  P  But  what  you  propose  is  Quixotic  in  every  way. 
It  will  not  hold  water  for  a  moment.  You  know  as  well  as  I  do 
that  no  barrister  would  keep  a  wig  on  his  head  who  pretended  to 
such  a  code  of  morals  in  his  profession.  Such  a  doctrine  is  a  doc- 
trine of  puritanism — or  purism,  which  is  worse.  All  this  moon- 
shine was  very  well  for  you  when  you  talked  of  being  a  clergyman,  or 
an  author,  or  a  painter.  One  allows  outsiders  any  amount  of  non- 
sense in  their  criticisms,  as  a  matter  of  course.  But  it  won't  do 
now,  Bertram.  If  you  mean  to  put  your  shoulders  to  the  wheel 
in  the  only  profession  which,  to  my  mind,  is  worthy  of  an  educated 
man's  energies,  you  must  get  rid  of  those  cobwebs.' 

*  Upon  my  word,  Harcourt,  when  you  hit  on  a  subject  you  like, 
your  eloquence  is  wonderful.  Sir  Ricketty  Giggs  himself  could 
hardly  say  more  to  defend  his  sins  of  forty  years'  endurance.' 

Harcourt  had  spoken  in  earnest.  Such  milk-and-water,  unprac- 
tical scruples  were  disgusting  to  his  very  soul.  In  thinking  of 
them  to  hmiself,  he  would  call  them  unmanly !  What !  was  such 
a  fellow  as  Bertram,  a  boy  just  fresh  from  college,  to  animadvert 
upon  and  condemn  the  practice  of  the  whole  bar  of  England  P  He 
had,  too,  a  conviction,  clearly  fixed  in  his  own  mind,  though  he 
could  hardly  explain  the  grounds  of  it  in  words,  that  in  the  long 
run  the  cause  of  justice  would  be  better  served  by  the  present 
practice  of  allowing  wrong  and  right  to  fight  on  equal  terms ;  by 
giving  to  wrong  the  same  privilege  that  is  given  to  right;  by 
giving  to  wrong  even  a  wider  privilege,  seeing  that,  being  in  itself 
necessarily  weak,  it  needs  the  more  protection.  He  would  de- 
clare that  you  were  trampling  on  the  fallen  if  you  told  him  that 
wrong  could  be  entitled  to  no  privilege,  no  protection  whatever — 
to  no  protection,  till  it  was  admitted  by  itself,  admitted  by  all,  to 
be  wrong. 

Bertram  had  now  to  establish  himself  in  London ;  and  he  was 
also,  as  he  l^hought,  under  the  necessity  of  seeing  two  persons,  his 
uncle  and  Miss  Waddington.  He  could  not  settle  himself  well  to 
work  before  he  had  done  both.  One  preliminary  business  he  did 
settle  for  himself,  in  order  that  his  uncle,  when  he  saw  him,  might 
know  that  his  choice  for  the  bar  was  made  up  and  past  recalling.  He 
selected  that  great  and  enduring  Chancery  barrister,  Mr.  Never- 
saye  Die,  as  the  Gamaliel  at  whose  feet  he  would  sit ;  as  the  foun- 
tain from  whence  he  would  draw  the  coming  waters  of  his  own 
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eloquence  ;  as  the  instructor  of  his  legal  infancy  and  guide  of  his 
legal  youth.  Harcourt  was  at  the  Common  Law  bar,  and  there- 
fore he  recommeuded  the  other  branch  of  the  profession  to  his 
friend.  '  The  Common  Law,'  said  he,  *  may  have  the  most  dash 
about  it ;  but  Chancery  has  the  substance.'  George,  after  think- 
ing over  the  matter  for  some  days,  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that 
Chancery  barristers  were  rogues  of  a  dye  somewhat  less  black 
than  the  others,  and  that  he  would  select  to  be  a  rogue  of  that 
colour.    The  matter  was  therefore  so  settled. 

His  first  step,  then,  was  to  see  his  uncle.  He  told  himself— and 
as  he  thought,  truly — that  his  doing  so  was  a  duty,  disagreeable  in 
all  respects,  to  be  attended  with  no  pecuniary  results,  but  neces- 
sary to  be  performed.  In  truth,  however,  the  teaching  of  Sir 
Lionel  and  Harcourt  had  not  been  altogether  without  effect :  at 
this  present  moment,  having  just  paid  to  Mr.  Neversaye  Die  his 
first  yearly  contribution,  he  was  well-nigh  penniless ;  and,  after 
all,  if  a  rich  uncle  have  money  to  bestow,  why  should  he  not  bestow 
it  on  a  nephew  ?  Money,  at  any  rate,  was  not  in  itself  delete- 
rious.    So  much  George  was  already  prepared  to  allow. 

He  therefore  called  on  his  uncle  m  the  City.  *  Ha !  George 
— what ;  you're  back,  are  you  ?  Well,  come  and  dine  at  Hadley 
tomorrow,    I  must  be  at  the  Bank  before  three.     Good-bye,  my 

hoj: 

This  was  all  his  uncle  said  to  him  at  their  first  meeting.  Then 
he  saw  Mr.  Pritchett  for  a  moment. 

*  Oh,  Mr.  George,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  back,  sir ;  very  glad  in- 
deed, sir.  I  hear  you  have  been  to  very  foreign  parts.  I  hope 
you  have  always  found  the  money  right,  Mr.  George  P ' 

Mr.  George,  shaking  hands  with  him,  warmly  assured  him  that 
the  money  had  always  been  quite  right — as  long  as  it  lasted. 

*  A  little  does  not  go  a  long  way,  I'm  sure,  in  those  very  foreign 

5 arts,'  said  Mr.  Pritchett,  oracularly.    *  But,  Mr.  George,  why 
idn't  you  write,  eh,  Mr.  George  P  ' 

*  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  my  uncle  expected  to  hear  from 
me?' 

*  He  asked  very  often  whether  I  had  any  tidings.  Ah  !  Mr. 
George,  you  don't  know  an  old  man's  ways  yet.  It  would  have 
been  better  for  you  to  have  been  led  by  me.  And  so  vou  have 
seen  Mr.  Lionel— Sir  Lionel,  I  should  say  now.  I  hope  Sir 
Lionel  is  quite  well.' 

George  told  him  that  he  had  found  his  father  in  excellent 
health,  and  was  going  away,  when  Mr.  Pritchett  asked  another 
question,  or  rather  made  another  observation.  '  And  so  you  saw 
Miss  Waddington,  did  you,  Mr.  George  p ' 
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Bertram  felt  that  there  was  that  in  his  countenance  which 
might  again  betray  him ;  but  he  managed  to  turn  away  his  face 
as  he  said, '  Yes,  I  did  meet  her,  quite  by  chance,  at  Jerusalem.' 

*  At  Jerusalem ! '  said  Mr.  Pritchett,  with  such  a  look  of  sur- 
prise, with  such  an  awe-struck  tone,  as  might  have  suited  some 
acquaintance  of  jEneas's,  on  hearing  that  gentleman  tell  how  he 
had  travelled  beyond  the  Styx.  Mr.  Pritchett  was  rather  fat  and 
wheezy,  and  the  effort  made  him  sigh  gently  for  the  next  two  mi- 
nutes. 

Bertram  had  put  on  his  hat  and  was  going,  when  Mr.  Pritchett, 
recovering  himself,  asked  yet  a  further  question.  *  And  what  did 
you  think  of  Miss  Waddington,  sir  ?  ' 

*  Think  of  her ! '  said  George. 

*  A  very  beautiful  young  lady ;  isn't  she  ?  and  clever,  too.  T 
knew  her  father  well,  Mr.  Greorge — very  well.  Isn't  she  a  very 
handsome  young  lady  ?  Ah,  well !  she  hasn't  money  enough,  Mr. 
George ;  that's  the  fact ;  that's  the  fact.  But ' — and  Mr.  Pritchett 
whispered  as  he  continued — 'the  old  gentleman  might  make  it 
more,  Mr.  George.' 

Mr.  Pritchett  had  a  somewhat  melancholy  way  of  speaking  of 
everything.  It  was  more  in  his  tone  than  in  his  words.  And  this 
tone,  which  was  all  but  sepulchral,  was  perhaps  owing  rather  to  a 
short  neck  and  an  asthmatic  tendency  than  to  any  real  sorrow  or 
natural  lowness  of  spirits.  Those  who  saw  Mr.  Pritchett  often 
probably  remembered  this,  and  counted  on  it ;  but  with  George 
there  was  always  a  graveyard  touch  about  these  little  interviews. 
He  could  not,  therefore,  but  have  some  melancholy  presentiment 
when  he  heard  Miss  Waddington  spoken  of  in  such  a  tone. 

On  the  following  day  he  went  down  to  Hadley,  and,  as  was 
customary  there,  found  that  he  was  to  spend  the  evening  tSte-d" 
tite  with  his  uncle.  Nothing  seemed  changed  since  he  had  left 
it :  his  uncle  came  in  just  before  dinner,  and  poked  the  fire  ex- 
actly as  he  had  done  on  the  last  visit  George  had  paid  him  after  a 
long  absence.  '  Come,  John,  we're  three  minutes  late !  why  don't 
we  have  dinner  ? '  He  asked  no  question — at  least,  not  at  first — 
either  about  Sir  Lionel  or  about  Jerusalem,  and  seemed  resolute 
to  give  the  traveller  none  of  that  eclat,  to  pay  to  his  adventures 
none  of  that  deferential  awe  which  had  been  so  well  expressed  by 
Mr.  Pritchett  in  two  words. 

But  Mr.  Bertram,  though  he  always  began  so  coldly,  did  usually 

improve  after  a  few  hours.  His  tone  would  gradually  become  less 

cynical  and  harsh ;  his  words  would  come  out  more  freely ;  and 

he  would  appear  somewhat  less  anxious  to  wound  the  amour propre 

ofbia  companion. 
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*  Are  you  much  wiser  for  your  travels,  George  ? '  he  said  at 
last,  when  John  had  taken  away  the  dinner,  and  they  were  left 
alone  with  a  bottle  of  port- wine  between  them.  This,  too,  was 
asked  in  a  very  cynical  tone,  but  still  there  was  some  improve- 
ment in  the  very  fact  of  his  deigning  to  allude  to  the  journey. 

*  Yes,  I  think  I  am  rather  wiser.' 

*  Well,  I'm  glad  of  that.  As  you  have  lost  a  year  in  your  pro- 
fession, it  is  well  that  you  should  have  gained  something.  Has 
your  accession  of  wisdom  been  very  extensive  ?  ' 

*  Somewhat  short  of  Solomon's,  sir ;  but  probably  quite  as  much 
as  I  should  have  picked  up  had  I  remained  in  London.' 

*  That  is  very  probable.  I  suppose  you  have  not  the  slightest 
idea  how  much  it  cost  you.  Indeed,  that  would  be  a  very  vulgar 
way  of  looking  at  it.' 

'  Thanks  to  your  unexpected  kindness,  I  have  not  been  driven 
to  any  very  close  economy.' 

*  Ah  !  that  was  Pritchett's  doing.  He  seemed  afraid  that  the 
land  would  not  flow  with  milk  and  honey  unless  your  pocket  was 
fairly  provided.  But  of  course  it's  your  own  affair,  George.  It 
is  money  borrowed ;  that's  all.' 

George  did  not  quite  understand  what  this  meant,  and  re- 
mained silent ;  but  at  one  moment  it  was  almost  on  his  tongue  to 
say  that  it  ought  at  least  to  be  admitted  that  the  borrower  had 
not  been  very  pressing  in  his  application. 

*  And  I  suppose  you  have  come  back  empty  ? '  continued  his 
uncle. 

George  then  explained  exactly  how  he  stood  with  regard  to 
money,  saying  how  he  had  put  himself  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Ne- 
versave  Die,  how  he  had  taken  chambers  in  the  Middle  Temple, 
and  .how  a  volume  of  Blackstone  was  already  lying  open  in  his 
dingy  sitting-room. 

*  Very  well,  very  well.  I  have  no  objection  whatever.  Tou  will 
perhaps  make  nothing  at  the  bar,  and  certainly  never  the  half 
what  you  have  done  with  Messrs.  Dry  and  Stickatit.  But  that's 
your  aflair.  The  bar  is  thoroughly  respectable.  By-the-by,  is 
your  father  satisfied  with  it  as  a  profession  ?  '  This  was  the  first 
allusion  that  Mr.  Bertram  had  made  to  his  brother. 

*  Perfectly  so,'  said  George. 

*  Because  of  course  you  were  bound  to  consult  him.'  If  this 
was  intended  for  irony,  it  was  so  well  masked  that  George  was 
not  able  to  be  sure  of  it. 

'  I  did  consult  him,  sir,'  said  George,  turning  red  in  accordance 
with  that  inveterate  and  stupid  habit  of  his. 
'That  was  right.    And  did  you  conBuWi  \ivni  «Jdo\x\i  «xvcKki^'t 
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thing  ?  did  you  ask  him  what  you  were  to  live  on  till  such  time 
as  you  could  earn  your  own  bread  ?  ' 

In  answer  to  this  George  was  obliged  to  own  that  he  did  not. 
*  There  was  no  necessity,'  said  he, '  for  he  knows  that  I  have  my 
fellowship.' 

*  Oh  !  ah  !  yes ;  and  that  of  course  relieves  him  of  any  further 
cause  for  anxiety  in  the  matter.     I  forgot  that.' 

*  Uncle  George,  you  are  always  very  hard  on  my  father ;  much 
too  hard.' 

'Aral?' 

*  I  think  you  are.  As  regards  his  duty  to  me,  if  I  do  not  cora^ 
plain,  you  need  not.' 

*  Oh  !  that  is  it,  is  it  P  I  did  think  that  up  to  this,  his  remiss- 
ness in  doing  his  duty  as  a  father  had  fallen  rather  on  my  shoul- 
ders than  on  yours.     But  I  suppose  I  have  been  mistaken  ;  eh  ?  ' 

*  At  any  rate,  if  you  have  to  complain,  your  complaint  should 
be  made  to  him,  not  to  me.' 

*  But  you  see  I  have  not  time  to  run  across  the  world  to  Jeru- 
salem ;  and  were  I  to  do  so,  the  chances  are  ten  to  one  I  should 
not  catch  him.  If  you  will  ask  Pritchett,  too,  you  will  find  that 
your  father  is  not  the  best  correspondent  in  the  world.  Perhaps 
ne  has  sent  back  by  you  some  answer  to  Pritchett' s  half-yearly 
letters  ? ' 

*  He  has  sent  nothing  by  me.' 

*  I'll  warrant  he  has  not.  But  come,  George,  own  the  truth. 
Did  he  borrow  money  from  you  when  he  saw  you  ?  If  he  did  not, 
he  showed  a  very  low  opinion  of  your  finances  and  my  liberality.' 

George  might  have  declared,  without  any  absolute  falseness, 
that  his  father  had  borrowed  no  money  of  him.  But  he  had  not 
patience  at  the  present  moment  to  distinguish  between  what 
would  be  false  and  what  not  false  in  defending  his  fatjier's  cha- 
racter. He  could  not  but  feel  that  his  father  had  behaved  very 
shabbily  to  him,  and  that  Sir  Lionel's  conduct  could  not  be  de- 
fended in  detail.  But  he  also  felt  that  his  uncle  was  quite  unjus- 
tifiable in  wounding  him  by  such  attacks.  It  was  not  to  him  that 
Mr.  Bertram  should  have  complained  of  Sir  Lionel's  remissness 
in  money  matters.  He  resolved  that  he  would  not  sit  by  and 
hear  his  father  so  spoken  of ;  and,  therefore,  utterly  disregardf ul 
of  what  might  be  the  terrible  ill  effects  of  his  uncle's  anger,  he 
thus  spoke  out  in  a  tone  not  of  the  meekest : — 

*  I  will  neither  defend  my  father,  Mr.  Bertram ;  nor  will  I  sit 
still  and  hear  him  so  spoken  of.     How  far  you  may  have  just 

ffround  of  complaint  against  him,  I  do  npt  know,  nor  will  I  in- 
gulre.     He  is  my  fathery  and  that  ahould  "gxotect  his  name  in  my 
pjvjsence/ 
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*  Hoity,  toity ! ' 

*  I  will  ask  you  to  hear  me  if  you  please,  sir.  I  have  received 
very  many  good  offices  from  you,  for  which  I  heartily  thank  you. 
I  am  aware  that  I  owe  to  you  all  my  education  and  support  up  to 
this  time.     This  debt  I  fear  I  can  never  pay.' 

'  And  therefore,  like  some  other  people,  you  are  inclined  to  re* 
sent  it.' 

*  No,  by  heaven !  I  would  resent  nothing  said  by  you  to  myself; 
but  I  will  not  sit  by  and  hear  my  father  ill  spoken  of.  I  will  not 
— no ;  not  for  all  the  money  which  vou  could  give  or  leave  me. 
It  seems  to  me  that  what  I  spend  of  your  money  is  added  up  as  a 
debt  against  my  father — ' 

*  Pray  don't  imagine,  my  boy,  that  that  is  any  burden  to  him.' 

*  It  is  a  burden  to  me,  and  I  will  endure  it  no  longer.  Whil^ 
at  school,  I  knew  nothing  of  these  things,  and  not  much  while 
I  was  at  college.  Now  I  do  know  something,  and  feel  some* 
thing.  If  you  please,  sir,  I  will  renounce  any  further  assistance 
from  you  whatever ;  and  beg,  in  return,  that  you  will  say  nothing 
further  to  me  as  to  any  quarrel  there  may  be  between  you  and 
Sir  Lionel." 

^Quarrel!'  said  his  uncle,  getting  up  and  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  fire.     *  He  has  not  spirit  enough  to  quarrel  with  me.' 

*  Well,  I  have,'  said  George,  who  was  walking  about  the  room ; 
and  from  the  fire  in  his  eyes,  it  certainly  appeared  that  he  spoke 
the  truth  in  this  respect. 

*  I  know  the  bitterness  of  your  spirit  against  your  brother,'  con- 
tinued George ;  *  but  your  feelings  should  teach  you  not  to  show 
it  before  his  son.' 

Mr.  Bertram  was  still  standing  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
leaning  against  the  mantelpiece,  with  his  coat-tails  over  his  arms. 
He  said  nothing  further  at  once,  but  continued  to  fix  his  eyes  on 
his  nephew,  who  was  now  walking  backwards  and  forwards  from 
one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other  with  great  vehemence.  *  I  think,' 
at  last  said  G-eorge, '  that  it  will  be  better  that  I  should  go  back 
to  town.     Good-night,  sir.' 

*  You  are  an  ass,'  said  his  uncle. 

*  Very  likely,'  said  George.     *  But  asses  will  kick  sometimes.' 

*  Ana  bray  too,'  said  his  uncle. 

There  was  a  certain  spirit  about  them  both  which  made  it  diffi* 
cult  for  either  altogether  to  get  the  better  of  the  other. 

*  That  I  may  bray  no  more  in  your  hearing,  I  will  wish  you 
good-night.'     And  again  he  held  out  his  hand  to  the  old  man. 

His  uncle  took  hold  of  his  hand,  but  lie  4\4  iio\i  ^^  ^iXj^xwsi^ 
the  process  of  shaking  it,  nor  did  he  at  once  let  \t  ^o  «i.^\BL»   IS-^ 
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beld  it  tliere  for  a  time,  looked  steadfastly  into  his  nephew's  face, 
and  then  he  dropped  it.  'Tou  had  better  sit  down  and  drink 
your  wine,*  he  said  at  last. 

*  I  had  rather  return  to  town,'  said  George  stoutly. 

*  And  I  had  rather  you  stayed  here,'  said  his  uncle,  in  a  tone  of 
voice  that  for  him  was  good-humoured.  '  Come,  you  need  not  be 
in  a  pet,  like  a  child.  Stay  where  you  are  now,  and  if  you  don't 
like  to  come  again,  why  you  can  stay  away.' 

As  this  was  said  in  the  manner  of  a  request,  George  did  again 
sit  down.  '  It  will  be  foolish  to  make  a  fuss  about  it,'  said  he  to 
himself;  'and  what  he  says  is  true.  I  need  not  come  again,  and 
I  will  not.'     So  he  sat  down  and  again  sipped  his  wine. 

'  So  you  saw  Caroline  at  Jerusalem  ?'  said  the  old  man,  afber  a 
pause  of  about  twenty  minutes. 

*  Yes,  I  met  her  with  Miss  Baker.     But  who  told  you  P' 

*  Who  told  me  ?  Why,  Miss  Baker,  of  course.  They  were 
both  here  for  a  week  after  their  return.' 

*  Here  in  this  house  ?' 

*  Why  shouldn't  they  be  here  in  this  house  ?  Miss  Baker  is 
usually  here  three  or  four  times  every  year.' 

*  Is  she  ?'  said  George,  quite  startled  by  the  information.  Why 
on  earth  had  Miss  Baker  not  told  him  of  this  ? 

*  And  what  did  you  think  of  Caroline?'  asked  Mr.  Bertram. 

*  Think  of  her  ?'  said  George. 

*  Perhaps  you  did  not  think  anything  about  her  at  all.  K  so,  I 
shall  be  delighted  to  punish  her  vanity  by  telling  her  so.  She 
had  thought  a  great  deal  about  you*;  or,  at  any  rate,  she  talked  as 
though  she  had.' 

This  surprised  George  a  great  deal,  and  almost  made  him  for- 
give his  uncle  the  inquiry  he  had  received.  *  Oh,  yes,  I  did  think 
of  her,'  said  he.     *  I  thought  of  her  a  little  at  least.' 

« Oh,  a  little !' 

*  Well,  I  mean  as  much  as  one  does  generally  think  of  people 
one  meets — perhaps  rather  more  than  of  others.  She  is  very 
handsome  and  clever,  and  what  I  saw  of  her  I  liked.' 

*  She  is  a  favourite  of  mine — very  much  so.  Only  that  you  are 
too  young,  and  have  not  as  yet  a  shilling  to  depend  on,  she  might 
have  done  for  a  wife  for  you.' 

And  so  saying,  he  drew  the  candles  to  him,  took  up  his  news- 
paper, and  was  very  soon  fast  asleep. 

George  said  nothing  further  that  night  to  his  uncle  about 
Caroline,  but  he  sat  longing  that  the  old  man  might  again  broach 
the  subject.  He  was  almost  angry  with  himself  for  not  having 
told  his  uncle  the  whole  truth ;  but  then  he  reflected  that  Caro* 
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line  had  not  yet  acknowledged  that  she  felt  anything  like  affec- 
tion for  him ;  and  he  said  to  himself,  over  and  over  again,  that  he 
was  sure  she  would  not  marry  him  without  loving  him  for  all  the 
rich  uncles  in  Christendom ;  and  yet  it  was  a  singular  coincidence 
that  he  and  his  uncle  should  have  thought  of  the  same  marriage. 

The  next  morning  he  was  again  more  surprised.  On  coming 
down  to  the  breakfast-parlour,  he  found  his  uncle  there  before 
him,  walking  up  and  down  the  room  with  his  hands  behind  his 
back.  As  soon  as  George  had  entered,  his  uncle  stopped  his 
walk,  and  bade  him  shut  the  door. 

*  George,'  said  he,  *  perhaps  you  are  not  verv  often  right,  either 
in  what  you  do  or  what  you  say ;  bi^l;  last  nignt  you  were  right.' 

'  Sir  V 

*Yes,  last  night  you  were  right.  "Whatever  may  have  been 
ycur  father's  conduct,  you  were  right  to  defend  it ;  and,  bad  as  it 
has  been,  I  was  wrong  to  speak  of  it  as  it  deserved  before  you. 
I  will  not  do  so  again.' 

*  Thank  you,  sir,'  said  George,  his  eyes  almost  full  of  tears. 

*  That  is  what  I  suppose  the  people  in  the  army  call  an  ample 
apology.     Perhaps,  however,  it  may  be  made  a  little  more  ample.' 

'  Sir,  sir,'  said  George,  not  quite  understanding  him ;  *  pray  do 
not  say  anything  more.' 

*  No,  I  won't,  for  I  have  got  nothing  more  to  say ;  only  this : 
Pritchett  wants  to  see  you.  Be  with  him  at  three  o'clock  to- 
day.' 

At  three  o'clock  Bertram  was  with  Pritchett,  and  learned  from 
that  gentleman,  in  the  most  frozen  tpne  of  which  he  was  capable, 
and  with  sundry  little,  good-humoured,  asthmatic  chuckles,  that 
he  had  been  desired  to  make  arrangements  for  paying  to  Mr. 
George  regularly  an  income  of  two  hundred  a  year,  to  be  paid  in 
the  way  of  annuity  till  Mr.  Bertram's  death,  and  to  be  represented 
by  an  adequate  sum  in  the  funds  whenever  that  much-to-be-lamen- 
ted event  should  take  place. 

*  To  be  sure,  sir,'  said  Pritchett,  *  two  hundred  a  year  is  nothing 
for  you,  Mr.  George ;  but — ' 

But  two  hundred  a  year  was  a  great  deal  to  George.  That 
morning  he  had  been  very  much  puzzled  to  think  how  he  was  to 
keep  himself  going  till  he  might  be  able  to  open  the  small  end  of 
the  law's  golden  egg%. 


136  THE  BEBTBAMS. 


CHAPTEE  Xin. 

LITTLSBATH. 

I  ABHOB  a  mysteiy.  I  would  fain,  were  it  possible,  have  mj  tale, 
run  through  from  its  little  prologue  to  the  customary  marriage  in 
its  last  chapter,  with  all  the  smoothness  incidental  to  ordinary  life. 
I  have  no  ambition  to  surprise  uiy  reader.  Castles  with  unknown 
passages  are  not  compatible  with  my  homely  muse.  I  would  as 
lief  have  to  do  with  a  giant  in  my  book — a  real  giant,  such  as 
Goliath — as  with  a  murdering  monk  with  a  scowling  eye.  The 
age  for  such  delights  is,  I  think,  gone.  We  may  say  historically 
of  Mrs.  Sadcliffe*s  time  that  there  were  mysterious  sorrows  in 
those  days.     They  are  now  as  much  out  of  date  as  are  the  giants. 

I  would  wish  that  a  serene  gratification  might  flow  from  my 
pages,  unsullied  by  a  single  start.  !Now  I  am  aware  that  there  is 
that  in  the  last  chapter  which  appears  to  offend  against  the  spirit 
of  calm  recital  which  I  profess.  People  will  begin  to  think  that 
they  are  to  be  kept  in  the  dark  as  to  who  is  who ;  that  it  is 
intended  that  their  interest  in  the  novel  shall  depend  partly  on  a 
guess.  I  would  wish  to  have  no  guessing,  and  therefore  I  at  once 
proceed  to  tell  all  about  it. 

Miss  Caroline  Waddington  was  the  grand-daughter  of  old  Mr. 
George  Bertram  ;  and  was,  therefore,  speaking  with  absolute  tech- 
nical propriety,  the  first-cousin  once  removed  of  her  lover,  young 
Mr.  George  Bertram — a  degree  of  relationship  which  happily 
admits  of  love  and  matrimony. 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  has  once  or  twice  been  alluded  te  as  a  bachelor ; 
and  most  of  those  who  were  best  acquainted  with  him  had  no 
doubt  of  his  being  so.  To  you,  my  reader,  is  permitted  the  great 
privilege  of  knowing  that  he  was  married  very  early  in  life.  He, 
doubtless,  had  his  reasons  for  keeping  this  matter  a  secret  at  the 
time,  and  the  very  early  death  ot  his  wife  saved  him  from  the 
necessity  of  much  talking  about  it  afterwards.  His  wife  had  died 
in  giving  birth  to  a  daughter,  but  the  child  had  survived.  There 
WM  then  living  a  sister  of  Mrs.  Bertram's,  who  had  been  married 
some  few  years  to  a  Mr.  Baker,  and  the  infant  was  received  into 
this  family,  of  which  our  friend  Miss  Baker  was  a  child.  Miss 
Baker  was  therefore  a  niece,  by  marriage,  of  Mr.  Bertram.  In 
this  family,  Caroline  Bertram  was  educated,  and  she  and  Mary 
Baker  were  brought  up  together  as  sisters.  During  this  time 
Mr.  Bertram  did  his  duty  by  his  daughter  as  regards  money,  af 
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far  as  his  means  then  went,  and  was  known  in  that  family  to  be 
her  father;  but  elsewhere  he  was  not  so  known.  The  Bakers 
lived  in  France,  and  the  fact  of  his  having  any  such  domestic  tie 
was  not  suspected  among  his  acquaintance  in  England. 

In  the  course  of  time  his  daughter  married  one  Mr.  Waddington, 
hardly  with  the  full  consent  of  the  Bakers,  for  Mr.  Waddington's 
means  were  small — but  not  decidedly  in  opposition  to  it ;  nor  had 
the  marriage  been  opposed  by  Mr.  Bertram.  He  of  course  was 
asked  to  assist  in  supplying  money  for  the  young  couple.  This 
he  refused  to  give  ;  but  he  offered  to  Mr.  Waddington  occupation 
by  which  an  income  could  be  earned.  Mr.  Waddington  wisely 
acceded  to  his  views,  and,  had  he  lived,  would  doubtless  have  lived 
to  become  a  rich  man.  He  died,  however,  within  four  years  of  his 
marriage,  and  it  so  fell  out  that  his  wife  did  not  survive  him  above 
a  year  or  two. 

Of  this  marriage,  Caroline  Waddington,  our  heroine,  waa  the 
sole  offspring.  Mr.  Waddington's  commercial  enterprises  had  not 
caused  him  to  live  in  London,  though  he  had  been  required  to  be 
there  frequently.  Mr.  Bertram  had,  therefore,  seen  more  of  him 
than  of  his  own  daughter.  The  infant  had  been  bom  in  the 
house  of  the  Bakers,  and  there  she  was  brought  up.  As  an 
orphan  of  four  years  old,  she  had  come  under  the  care  of  Mary 
Baker,  and  iinder  her  care  she  remained.  Miss  Baker  was  there- 
fore not  in  truth  her  aunt.  What  was  their  exact  relationship  I 
leave  as  a  calculation  to  those  conversant  with  the  mysteries  of 
genealogy.  I  believe  myself  that  she  was  almost  as  nearly  con- 
nected with  her  lover. 

When  Mr.  Waddington  and  his  daughter  were  both  dead,  Mr, 
Bertram  felt  himself  to  be  altogether  relieved  from  family  ties. 
He  was  not  vet  an  old  man,  being  then  about  fifty-five ;  but  he 
was  a  very  nch  man.  It  was  of  course  considered  that  he  would 
provide  bberally  for  his  grandchild.  But  when  asked  to  do  so 
by  Miss  Baker,  he  had  replied  that  she  was  provided  for ;  that  he 
had  enabled  the  child's  father  to  leave  behind  him  four  thousand 
pounds,  which  for  a  girl  was  a  provision  sufficiently  liberal ;  that 
he  would  not  give  rise  to  false  hopes  that  she  would  be  his  heiress ; 
but  that  if  his  niece,  Mary  Baker,  would  take  the  charge  of  her,  he 
would  allow  an  income  for  the  purpose.  This  he  had  done  with 
sufficient  liberality. 

All  that  is  mysterious  has  now,  I  believe,  been  unravelled,  and 
we  may  go  back  to  our  story.  Of  Mr.  Pritchett,  we  should  per- 
haps say  a  word.  He  had  been  habituated  in  his  sundry  money 
dealings  to  look  on  Miss  Baker  as  his  patron's  niece,  and  had 
always  called  her  as  such.    Indeed,  the  connection  had  been  so  fajp 
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back  that  he  usually  styled  her  Miss  Mary.  But  he  did  not  know, 
nor — though  he  was  very  suspicious  on  the  matter — did  he  quite 
suspect  what  was  the  truth  as  to  Miss  Waddington.  She  was 
niece  to  his  patron's  niece ;  he  knew  no  more  than  that,  except- 
ing, of  course,  that  she  was  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Waddington, 
and  that  she  was  mistress  in  her  own  right  of  four  thousand 
pounds. 

Mr.  Pritchett  was  very  anxious  about  his  patron's  wealth. 
Here  was  Mr.  Bertram  turned  seventy  years  of  age — Mr.  Prit- 
chett himself  was  sixty-six — and  no  one  knew  who  was  to  be  his 
heir.  As  far  as  he,  Mr.  Pritchett,  was  aware,  he  had  no  heir. 
Mr.  George  would  naturally  be  so — so  thought  Mr.  Pritchett ; 
and  the  old  man's  apparent  anxiety  respecting  his  nephew,  the 
habit  which  he  had  now  given  himself  for  years  of  paying  the  cost 
of  that  nephew's  education,  and  the  income  which  he  now  allowed 
him,  all  led  to  such  a  conclusion.  But  then  the  uncle  liked  so 
well  to  lead,  and  Mr.  George  was  so  unwilling  to  be  led !  Had 
"Waddington  lived,  he  would  have  been  the  heir,  doubtless.  Miss 
Waddington  might  still  be  so,  or  even  Miss  Baker.  Mr.  Bertram, 
in  his  way,  was  certainly  very  fond  of  Miss  Baker.  It  was  thus 
that  Mr.  Pritchett  speculated  from  day  to  day.  George,  however, 
was  always  regarded  by  him  as  the  favourite  in  the  race. 

And  now  at  last  we  may  return  to  our  story. 

Having  seen  his  uncle,  George's  next  business  was  to  see  his 
lady-love.  His  was  a  disposition  which  would  not  allow  him  to 
remain  quiet  while  his  hopes  were  so  doubtful  and  his  heart  so 
racked.  Had  he  been  travelling  with  Miss  Baker  ever  since,  and 
living  in  daily  intercourse  with  Caroline,  it  is  probable  enough 
that  he  might  by  this  time  have  been  half-tired  of  her.  But  his 
love  had  had  no  such  safety-valve,  and  was  now,  therefore,  bub- 
bling and.  boiling  within  his  heart  in  a  manner  very  subversive  of 
legal  accuracy  and  injurious  to  legal  studies. 

It  was  absolutely  necessary,  he  said  to  himself,  that  he  should 
know  on  what  ground  he  stood ;  absolutely  necessary,  also,  that 
he  should  be  able  to  talk  to  some  one  on  the  subject.  So  he 
wrote  to  Miss  Baker,  saying  that  he  intended  to  do  himself  the 
pleasure  of  renewing  his  acquaintance  with  her  at  Littlebath,  and 
he  determined  to  see  Arthur  Wilkinson  on  hi&  way.  These  were 
the  days  in  which  Wilkinson  was  taking  pupils  at  Oxford,  the  days 
in  which  he  used  to  think  so  much  of  Adela  Gauntlet. 

The  meeting  of  the  two  ^ends  was  sufficiently  joyous ;  for  such 
love  sorrows  as  those  which  oppressed  Bertram  when  sitting  in  the 
chambers  of  Mr.  Neversaye  Die  rarely  oppress  a  young  man  in 
moments  which  would  otherwise  be  jovial.    And  Arthiur  had  at 
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this  time  gotten  over  one  misery,  and  not  yet  fallen  into  another. 
He  had  obtained  the  fellowship  which  he  had  hardly  expected,  and 
was  commencing  the  life  of  a  don,  with  all  a  don's  comforts  around 
him.  ^ 

*  Well,  upon  my  word,  I  envy  you,  Arthur;  I  do,  indeed,'  said 
Bertram,  looking  round  his  cousin's  room  at  Balliol  as  they  sat 
down  to  pass  an  evening  quietly  together-  *This  was  what  I 
always  looked  forward  to,  as  you  did  also ;  you  have  obtained  it, 
I  have  forsworn  it.' 

*  Your  envy  cannot  be  very  envious,'  said  Wilkinson,  laughing, 
*  as  all  my  bliss  is  still  within  your  own  reach.  Tou  have  still 
your  rooms  at  Oriel  if  you  choose  to  go  into  them.!  For  Bertram 
had  been  elected  to  a  fellowship  at  that  college. 

*  Ah  I  that's  easily  said  ;  but  somehow  it  couldn't  be.  I  don't 
know  why  it  is,  Arthur ;  but  I  have  panted  to  have  the  privileges 
of  an  ordained  priest,  and  yet  it  is  not  to  be  so.  I  have  looked 
forward  to  ordination  as  the  highest  ambition  of  a  man,  but  yet  I 
shall  never  be  ordained.' 

*  Why  not,  George  ?' 

*  It  is  not  my  destiny.' 

*  On  such  a  subject,  do  not  talk  such  nonsense.' 

*  Well,  at  any  rate  it  vill  not  be  my  lot.  I  do  not  mind  telling 
you,  Arthur,  but  there  is  no  one  else  to  whom  I  could  own  how 
weak  I  am.  There  have  been  moments  since  I  have  been  away  in 
which  I  have  sworn  to  devote  myself  to  this  work,  so  sworn  when 
every  object  around  me  was  gifted  with  some  solemn  tie  which 
should  have  made  my  oath  sacred ;  and  yet — ' 

*  Well — and  yet  ?  as  yet  everything  is  in  your  own  power.' 

*  No,  Arthur,  no,  it  is  not  so ;  I  am  now  one  of  the  myrviidons 
of  that  most  special  of  special  pleaders,  Mr.  Neversaye  Die.  I  have 
given  myself  over  to  the  glories  of  a  horse-hair  wig ;  "  whereas  " 
and  "  heretofore "  must  now  be  my  gospel ;  it  is  my  doom  to 
propagate  falsehood  instead  of  truth.  The  struggle  is  severe  at 
first ;  there  is  a  little  revulsion  of  feeling ;  but  I  shall  do  it  very 
well  after  a  time  ;  as  easily,  I  have  no  doubt,  as  Harcourt  does.' 

*  It  ia  Harcourt  who  has  led  you  to  this.' 

*  Perhaps  so,  partly ;  but  no — 1  wrong  myself  in  that.  It  has 
not  been  Harcourt.  I  have  been  talked  over ;  I  have  weakly 
allowed  myself  to  be  talked  out  of  my  own  resolve,  but  it  has  not 
been  done  by  Harcourt.  I  must  tell  you  all :  it  is  for  that  that 
I  came  here. 

And  then  he  told  the  history  of  his  love  ;  that  history  which  to 
men  dF  twenty-four  and  girls  of  twenty  is  of  such  vital  import- 
anoe.    A  young  man  when  first  he  loves,  and  first  knows  that  his 
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love  is  frequent  in  the  thoughts  of  the  woman  he  has  chosen,  feeh 
himself  to  be  separated  from  all  humanity  by  an  amber-tinted 
cloud — to  be  enveloped  in  a  mystery  of  which  common  mortals 
know  nothing.  He  shakes  his  mane  as  he  walki  on  with  rapid 
step,  and  regards  himself  almost  as  a  god. 

*  And  did  she  object  to  your  taking  orders  ?  '  asked  Wilkinson. 

*  Object !  no,  I  am  nothing  to  her ;  nothing  on  earth.  She 
would  not  have  objected  to  my  being  a  shoemaker ;  but  she  said 
that  she  would  advise  me  to  think  of  the  one  trade  as  soon  as  the 
other.* 

*  I  cannot  say  that  I  think  she  showed  either  good  feeling  or 
good  taste,'  saia  Wilkinson,  stiffly. 

*  Ah !  my  dear  fellow,  you  do  not  know  her.  There  was  no  bad 
taste  in  it,  as  she  said  it.  I  would  defy  her  to  say  anything  in 
bad  taste.  But,  Arthur,  that  does  not  matter.  I  have  told  her 
that  I  should  go  to  the  bar ;  and,  as  a  man  of  honour,  I  mnst 
keep  my  word  to  her.' 

His  cousin  had  cot  much  inclination  to  lecture  him.  Wilkinson 
himself  was  now  a  clergyman ;  but  he  had  become  so  mainly  be- 
cause, he  had  failed  in  obtaining  the  power  of  following  any  other 
profession.  He  would  have  gone  to  the  bar  had  he  been  able; 
and  felt  himself  by  no  means  called  to  rebuke  Bertram  for  doing 
what  he  would  fain  have  done  himself. 

*  But  she  has  not  accepted  you,  you  say.  Why  should  she  be  so 
unwilling  that  you  should  take  orders  P  Her  anxiety  on  your  be- 
half tells  a  strong  tale  in  your  own  favour.' 

*  Ah !  you  say  that  because  you  do  not  understand  her.  She 
was  able  to  give  me  advice  without  giving  the  least  shadow  of  en- 
couragement. Indeed,  when  she  did  advise  me,  I  had  not  even 
told  her  that  I  loved  her.  But  the  fact  is,  I  cannot  bear  this 
state  any  longer.  I  will  know  the  worst  at  any  rate.  I  wish  you 
could  see  her,  Arthur ;  you  would  not  wonder  that  I  should  be 
uneasy.' 

And  so  he  went  on  with  a  lover's  customary  eloquence  till  ar 
late  hour  in  the  night.  Wilkinson  was  all  patience ;  bat  about 
one  o'clock  he  began  to  yawn,  and  then  they  went  to  bed.  Eatly 
on  the  following  morning,  Bertram  started  for  Littlebath. 

The  Littlebath  world  lives  mostly  in  lodgings,  and  Miss  Bakei^ 
aad  Caroline  lived  there  as  the  world  mostly  does.  There  are 
three  sets  of  persons  who  resort  to  Littlebath :  there  is  the  heavy 
fast,  and  the  lighter  fast  set ;  there  is  also  the  pious  set.  Of  the 
two  fast  sets  neither  is  scandalously  fast.  The  pace  is  never  very 
awful.  Of  the  heavies,  it  may  be  said  that  the  gentlemen*  gene-' 
rally  wear  their  coats  padded,  are  frequently  seen  standing  idle. 
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about  the  parades  and  terraces,  that  they  always  keep  a  horse,  and 
trat  about  the  roads  a  good  deal  when  the  hounds  go  out.  The 
ladies  are  addicted  to  whist  and  false  hair,  but  pursue  their  plea- 
sures with  a  discreet  economy.  Of  the  lighter  fast  set,  assembly 
balls  are  the  ruling  passion ;  but  even  in  these  there  is  no  wild 
extravagance.  The  gentlemen  of  this  division  keep  usually  two 
horses,  on  the  sale  of  one  of  which  their  mind  is  much  bent.  They 
drink  plentifully  of  cherrv-brandy  on  hunting  days ;  but,  as  a  rule, 
they  do  not  often  misbehave  themselves.  They  are  very  careful 
not  to  be  caught  in  marriage,  and  talk  about  women  much  as  a 
crafty  knowing  salmon  might  be  presumed  to  talk  about  anglers. 
The  ladies  are  given  to  dancing,  of  course,  and  are  none  of  them 
nearly  so  old  as  you  might  perhaps  be  led  to  imagine.  They 
greatly  eschew  card-playing ;  but,  nevertheless,  now  and  again 
one  of  them  may  be  seen  to  lapse  from  her  sphere  and  fall  into 
that  below,  if  we  may  iustly  say  that  the  votaries  of  whist  are  be- 
low  tbewo»hiper8  orTerp»ichore.  Of  the  pious  set  much  needs 
not  be  said,  as  their  light  has  never  been  hid  under  a  bushel.  In 
spite  of  hunt-clubs  and  assembly-rooms,  they  are  the  predominant 
power.  They  live  on  the  fat  of  the  land.  They  are  a  strong,  unc- 
tuous, moral,  uncharitable  people.  The  men  never  cease  making 
money  for  themselves,  nor  the  women  making  slippers  for  their 
clergymen. 

But  though  the  residents  at  Littlebath  are  thus  separated  as  a 
rule  into  three  classes,  the  classes  do  not  always  keep  themselves 
accurately  to  their  divisions.  There  will  be  some  who  own  a 
double  allegiance.  One  set  will  tread  upon  another.  There  will 
be  those  who  can  hardly  be  placed  in  either.  Miss  Baker  was 
among  this  latter  number ;  on  principle,  she  was  an  admirer  of  the 
great  divine  on  the  domestic  comfort  of  whose  toes  so  many  fair 
fingers  had  employed  themselves ;  but,  nevertheless,  she  was  not 
averae  to  a  rubber  in  its  mildest  forms.  Caroline  did  not  play 
whist,  but  she  occasionally  gave  way  to  the  allurement  prevalent 
among  the  younger  female  world  of  Littlebath. 

Miss  Baker  lived  in  lodgings,  and  Bertram  therefore  went  to  an 
hotel.  Had  she  been  mistress  of  the  largest  house  in  Littlebath, 
he  would  hardly  have  ventured  to  propose  himself  as  a  guest.  The 
'  Plough/  however,  is  a  good  inn,  and  he  deposited  himself  there. 
The  hunting  season  at  Littlebath  had  commenced,  and  Bertram 
soon  found  that  had  he  so  wished  he  could  with  but  little  trouble 
haYe  provided  himself  with  a  stud  in  the  coffee  room  of  his  hotel. 

He  had  intended  to  call  on  Miss  Baker  on  the  evening  of  his 
arrivalf  but  he  had  not  actually  told  her  that  he  would  do  so :  and 
though  lie  walked  down  to  the  terrace  in  which  she  lived,  his  cou- 


142  THE  BEETBAMS. 

rage  failed  him  when  he  got  there,  and  he  would  not  go  in.  *  It 
may  be  that  evening  calls  are  not  the  thing  at  Littlebath,'  he  said 
to  himself;  and  so  he  walked  back  to  his  hotel. 

And  on  the  following  day  he  did  not  go  before  two  o'clock. 
The  consequence  was,  that  poor  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece  were 
kept  at  home  in  a  state  of  miserable  suspense.  To  them  his  visit 
was  quite  as  important  as  to  himself;  and  by  one  of  them,  the 
elder  namely,  it  was  regarded  with  an  anxiety  quite  as  nervous. 

When  he  did  call,  he  was  received  with  all  the  hospitality  due 
to  an  old  friend.  *  Why  had  he  not  come  to  tea  the  night  before  ? 
Tea  had  been  kept  for  him  till  eleven  o'clock.  Why,  at  any  rate, 
had  he  not  come  to  breakfast  ?  He  had  been  much  nicer  in  Jeru- 
salem,' Miss  Baker  said. 

Bertram  answered  hardly  with  the  spirit  which  had  marked  all 
that  he  had  said  in  that  far-away  land.  '  He  had  been  afraid  to 
disturb  them  so  late ;  and  had  been  unwilling  to  intrude  so  early.' 
Miss  Waddington  looked  up  at  him  from  the  collar  she  was  work- 
ing, and  began  to*  ask  herself  whether  she  really  did  like  him  so 
much. 

'  Of  course  you  will  dine  with  us,'  said  Miss  Baker.  George 
said  he  would,  out  assured  her  that  he  had  not  intended  to  give  so 
much  trouble.  Could  this  be  the  same  man,  thought  Caroline, 
who  had  snubbed  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  and  had  stood  by  laughing 
when  she  slipped  into  the  water. 

All  manner  of  questions  were  then  asked  and  answered  respect- 
ing their  different  journeys.  Constantinople  was  described  on 
one  side,  and  the  Tyrol ;  and  on  the  other  the  perils  of  the  ride  to 
Jaffa,  the  discomforts  of  the  Austrian  boat  to  Alexandria,  and  the 
manners  of  the  ladies  from  India  with  whom  Miss  Baker  and  her 
niece  had  travelled  in  their  passage  from  Egypt  to  Marseilles. 
Then  they  said  something  about  uncle  George — not  that  Miss 
Baker  so  called  him — and  Bertram  said  that  he  had  learnt  that 
Miss  Baker  had  been  staying  at  Hadley. 

*  Yes,'  said  she ;  Svhen  I  am  in  town,  I  have  always  money  mat- 
ters to  arrange  with  Mr.  Bertram,  or  rather  to  have  arranged  by 
Mr.  Pritchett ;  and  I  usually  stay  a  day  or  two  at  Hadley.  On 
this  occasion  I  was  there  a  week.' 

George  could  not  but  think  that  up  to  the  period  of  their  meet- 
ing at  Jerusalem,  Miss  Baker  had  been  instructed  to  be  silent 
about  Hadley,  but  that  she  was  now  permitted  to  speak  out 
openly. 

And  so  they  sat  and  talked  for  an  hour.  Caroline  had  given 
her  aunt  strict  injunctions  not  to  go  out  of  the  room,  so  as  to 
leave  them  together  during  Bertram's  first  visit.  *  Of  course  it 
would  he  palpable  that  you  did  so  for  a  purpose/  said  Caroline. 
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*  And  why  not  ? '  said  Miss  Baker  innocently, 

'  Never  mind,  aunt ;  but  pray  do  not.  I  don't  wish  it.'  Miss 
Baker  of  course  obeyed,  as  she  always  did.  And  so  George  sat 
there,  talking  about  anything  or  nothing,  rather  lackadaisically, 
till  he  got  up  to  take  his  leave. 

'  Tou  have  not  a  horse  here,  I  suppose  ?  '  said  Miss  Baker. 

*  No ;  but  why  do  you  ask  ?  I  can  get  one  in  ten  minutes,  no 
doubt.* 

'  Because  Caroline  will  be  so  glad  to  have  some  one  to  ride  with 
her.' 

^Nothing  will  induce  aunt  Mary  to  mount  a  steed  since  the  day 
she  was  lifted  out  of  her  saddle  at  Jaffa,'  said  Caroline. 
•  *  Oh,  that  journey,  Mr.  Bertram !  but  I  am  a  stronger  woman 
than  I  ever  tnought  I  was  to  have  lived  through  it.' 

It  was  soon  arranged  that  George  should  go  back  to  his  inn 
and  hire  a  horse,  and  that  he  and  Caroline  should  then  ride  to- 
gether. In  another  hour  or  so  they  were  cantering  up  the  face  of 
Ridgebury  Hill. 

But  the  ride  produced  very  little.  Caroline  here  required  her 
attention,  and  Qeorge  did  not  find  it  practicable  to  remain  close 
enough  to  his  love,  or  long  enough  close  to  her,  to  say  what  he 
had  to  say  with  that  emphasis  which  he  felt  that  the  subject  de- 
manded. There  were  some  little  tender  allusions  to  teats  of 
horsemanship  done  in  Syria,  some  mention  of  the  Mount  of  Olives, 
of  Miss  Todd's  picnic,  and  the  pool  of  Siloam,  which  might,  if  pro- 
perly handled,  nave  led  to  much ;  but  they  did  lead  to  nothing : 
and  when  George  helped  Miss  Waddington  to  dismount  at  Miss 
Baker's  door,  that  young  lady  had  almost  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  he  had  thought  better  of  his  love,  and  that  it  would  be  well 
that  she  should  think  better  of  hers. 

In  accordance  with  our  professed  attempt  at  plain  speaking,  it 
may  be  as  well  explained  here  that  Miss  Baker,  with  a  view  of 
sounding  her  uncle's  views  and  wishes,  had  observed  to  him  that 
GeOTge  had  appeared  to  her  to  admire  Caroline  very  much.  Had 
the  old  man  remarked,  as  he  might  so  probably  have  done,  that 
they  were  two  fools,  and  would  probably  became  two  beggars, 
Miss  Baker  would  have  known  that  the  match  would  be  displeas- 
ing to  him.  But  he  had  not  done  so.  '  Ah  ! '  he  said ;  *  did  he  p 
It  ia  singular  that  they  should  have  met.'  Now  Miss  Baker  in 
her  wisdom  had  taken  this  as  a  strong  hint  that  the  match  would 
not  be  displeasing  to  him. 

Miss  Bi^Lor  had  clearly  been  on  George's  side  irom  the  begin- 
ning. Perhaps,  had  she  shown  a  little  opposition,  Caroline's  ar- 
dour might  have  been  heightened.    As  it  was,  she  had  professed 
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to  doubt.  She  had  nothing  to  saj  against  George ;  much  might 
doubtless  be  said  in  his  favour,  but —  Li  fact,  Miss  Waddington 
would  have  been  glad  to  know  what  were  the  intentions  of  Mr. 
George  Bertram  senior. 

'  I  really  wish  he  had  stayed  away/  she  said  to  her  aunt  as  they 
were  getting  ready  for  dinner. 

*  Nonsense,  Caroline ;  why  should  he  have  stayed  away  ?  Why 
should  you  expect  him  to  stay  away  ?  Had  he  stayed  away,  you 
would  have  been  the  first  to  grumble.  Don't  be  missish,  my  dear.* 

*  Missish !  •  Upon  my  word,  aunt  Mary,  you  are  becoming  se- 
vere. What  I  mean  is,  that  I  don't  think  he  cares  so  very  much 
for  me ;  and  on  the  whole,  I  am  not — not  quite  sure,  whether — 
well,  I  won't  say  anything  more ;  only  it  does  seem  to  me  that 
you  are  much  more  in  love  with  him  than  I  am.' 

Bertram  came  to  dinner;  and  so  also  did  one  of  the  Little- 
bath  curates,  a  very  energetic  young  man,  but  who  had  not  yet 
achieved  above  one  or  two  pairs  of  worked  slippers  and  a  kettle- 
holder.  Greater  things,  however,  were  no  doubt  in  store  for  him 
if  he  would  remain  true  to  his  mission.  Aunt  Mary  had  intended 
to  ask  no  one ;  but  Caroline  had  declared  that  it  was  out  of  the 
question  to  expect  that  Mr.  Bertram  should  drink  his  wine  by 
himself. 

The  whole  evening  was  dull  enough,  and  the  work  of  disen- 
chantment on  Caroline's  part  was  nearly  accomplished ;  but  Ber- 
tram, a  few  minutes  before  he  went  away,  as  the  curate  was  ex- 
patiating to  Miss  Baker  on  the  excellence  of  his  rector's  last  ser- 
mon, found  an  occasion  to  say  one  word. 

'  Miss  Waddington,  if  I  call  tomorrow,  early  after  breakfast, 
will  you  see  me?'  Miss  Waddington  looked  as  though  there 
were  nothing  in  the  proposition  to  ruffle  her  serenity,  and  said 
that  she  would.  George's  words  had  been  tame  enough,  but 
there  had  been  something  in  the  fire  of  his  eye  that  at  last  re- 
minded her  of  Jerusalem. 

On  the  next  morning,  punctually  at  ten,  his  knock  was  heard 
at  the  door.  Caroline  had  at  first  persisted  that  her  aunt  should 
not  absent  herself;  but  even  Miss  Baker  would  not  obey  such  an 
injunction  as  this. 

'  How  do  you  expect  that  the  poor  young  man  is  to  behave  P' 
she  had  said.  '  I  ao  not  much  care  how  he  behaves,'  Caroline 
had  replied.    But,  nevertheless,  she  did  care. 

She  was  therefore  sitting  alone  when  Bertram  ent-ered  the 
room.  He  walked  up  to  her  and  took  her  hand,  and  as  he  did  so 
he  seemed  to  be  altogether  a  different  man  from  that  of  yester- 
day.   There  was  purpose  enough  in  his  countenance  now,  and  a 
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purpose,  apparently,  which  he  had  an  intention  of  pursuing  with 
some  energy. 

*  Miss  Waddington,'  he  said,  still  holding  her  hand ;  *  Caroline ! 
Or  am  I  to  apologize  for  calling  you  so  ?  or  is  the  privilege  to  be 
my  own  ?'  and  then,  still  holding  her  hand,  he  stood  as  though 
expectant  of  an  answer  that  should  settle  the  affair  at  once. 

*  Our  connection  through  your  uncle  entitles  you  to  the  privi- 
lege,' said  Caroline,  smiling,  and  using  a  woman's  wiles  to  get  out 
of  the  difficulty. 

*  I  will  take  no  privilege  from  you  on  such  a  basis.  "What  I 
have  to  ask  of  you  must  be  given  on  my  own  account,  or  on  my 
own  refused.  Caroline,  since  we  parted  in  that  room  in  Jeru- 
salem, I  have  thought  seriously  of  little  else  than  of  you.  You 
could  not  answer  me  then  ;  you  gave  me  no  answer ;  you  did  not 
know  your  own  heart,  you  said.  You  must  know  it  now.  Ab- 
sence has  taught  me  much,  and  it  must  have  taught  you  some- 
thing.' 

'  And  what  has  it  taught  you  ? '  said  she,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  ground. 

*  That  the  world  has  but  one  thing  desirable  for  me,  and  that  I 
should  not  take  a  man's  part  unless  I  endeavoured  to  obtain  it. 
I  am  here  to  ask  for  it.   And  now,  what  has  absence  taught  you  ?' 

'  Oh,  so  many  things !  I  cannot  repeat  my  lesson  in  one  word, 
as  you  do.' 

*  Come,  Caroline,  I  look  at  least  for  sincerity  from  you.  You 
are  too  good,  too  gracious  to  indulge  a  girlish  vanity  at  the  cost 
of  a  man's  suspense.' 

Missish  and  girlish !  Miss  "Waddington  felt  that  it  behoved  her 
to  look  to  her  character.  These  were  words  which  had  not  usu- 
ailj  been  applied  to  her. 

'  Indeed,  Mr.  Bertram,  I  should  think  myself  impardonable  to 
keep  you  in  suspense.' 

*  Then  answer  me,'  said  he.  He  had  by  this  time  let  go  her 
hand,  and  was  standing  at  a  little  distance  from  her,  on  the  hearth- 
rug. Never  had  lady  been  wooed  in  a  sterner  manner ;  but  Caro- 
line almost  felt  that  she  liked  him  the  better  for  it.  He  had  sim- 
pered and  said  his  little  nothings  so  like  an  ordinary  gentleman 
during  their  ride,  that  his  present  brusqueness  was  quite  a  relief 
to  her. 

But  still  she  did  not  answer  him  at  once.  She  essayed  to  stick 
her  needle  into  her  work,  and  pricked  her  finger  in  lieu  of  it. 

*  Come,  Caroline ;  am  I  wrong  in  supposing  that  now  at  least 
•  ijrou  must  know  your  own  feelings  ?  Or  shall  I  tell  you  again 
'  how  dearly,  how  truly  I  love  you  ? ' 
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*No!-- no!— no!' 

'  Answer  me,  then.  In  honest,  plain,  Christian  sincerity,  an- 
swer me ;  as  a  true  woman  should  answer  a  true  man.  Do  you 
love  me?' 

ITor  a  moment  there  was  no  answer. 

*  "Well,  I  will  not  ask  again.    I  will  not  torment  you.' 

*  Oh,  Mr.  Bertram !  What  am  I  to  say  ?  What  would  you 
have  me  say  P    Do  not  be  so  stem  with  me.' 

*Stem!'  ^  •        • 

*  Well,  are  you  not  stern  ?'  And  coming  up  close  to  him,  she 
looked  into  his  face. 

'  Caroline,'  said  he,  *  will  you  be  my  wife  ?' 

'  I  will.'  It  was  a  motion  of  the  lips  rather  than  a  spoken 
word;  but,  nevertheless,  he  heard  it.  Fool  that  he  was  not  to 
have  heard  it  before  in  the  beating  of  her  heart ;  not  to  have  seen 
it  in  the  tear  in  her  eye ;  nor.  to  have  felt  it  in  the  warmth  of 
her  hand. 

On  that  afternoon  Miss  Waddington's  ride  was  much  more 
energetic,  and  on  that  evening  Miss  Baker  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  catch  a  curate  to  drink  wine  with  G-eorge  Bertram.  He 
was  made  quite  at  home,  and  given  to  understand  that  he  had 
better  leave  the  dining-room  when  the  ladies  did  so. 

There  was  much  talked  over  that  evening  and  the  next  day : 
the  upshot  of  which  was,  that  no  marriage  could  take  place  till 
next  summer ;  that  perhaps  it  might  be  expedient  to  postpone  it 
till  the  summer  twelvemonths.  To  this  G-eorge  put,  or  would 
have  put,  an  absolute  veto  ;  but  Miss  Baker  only  snook  her  head, 
and  smilingly  said  that  she  thought  it  must  be  so.  Nothing  was 
to  be  done  before  Christmas ;  but  as  Miss  Baker  was  to  be  at 
Hadley  very  early  in  January,  she  undertook  to  inform  Mr.  Ber- 
tram, and  gave  strong  hopes  that  he  would  be  prevailed  on  to 
favour  the  marriage. 

*  It  can  make  no  difference  to  my  purpose  whether  he  does  op 
no,'  said  George,  very  independently. 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

WJlYB  Ain>  MEANS. 


On  the  following  day  Bertram  returned  to  town.  Now  that  he 
was  a  successful  lover,  and  about  to  take  upon  himself  at  some 
future  time  the  responsible  duties  of  a  married  man,  he  became 
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very  energetic  in  the  chambers  of  Mr.  Die.  He  could  hardly 
spare  a  day  during  the  winter  for  running  down  to  Littlebatn, 
and  whenever  he  did  so,  he  took  Coke  upon  Littleton  down  with 
him.  Nor  did  he  work  in  vain.  He  never  had  worked  in  vain. 
Facility  of  acquiring  the  special  knowledge  which  he  sought  had 
ever  been  one  of  his  gifts.  Mr.  Die  was  already  beginning  to 
prophesy  great  things  ;  and  his  friend  Harcourt,  who  occasionally 
wanted  his  society,  declared  that  he  overdid  his  labours. 

Down  at  Littlebath  they  did  not  quite  approve  of  all  this  in- 
dustry. Caroline  naturally  thought  that  more  of  her  lover's  hours 
should  be  devoted  to  her ;  and  Miss  Baker,  who  looked  on  Mr. 
Bertram's  money  as  certainly  destined  either  for  Caroline  or 
George,  considered  that  he  was  wasting  his  time  with  his  fusty 
books.  She  had  not  dared  to  say  much  to  George  on  this  sub- 
ject, and  he  had  not  taken  very  well  the  little  that  she  did  say. 
She  could  not  tell  him  that  Caroline  was  Mr.  Bertram's  grand- 
daughter, but  she  did  remind  him  that  he  himself  was  Mr.  Ber- 
tram's nephew,  and  hinted  that  though  a  profession  might  be  very 
eligible  for  a  young  man  of  such  brilliant  prospects,  it  could  hardly 
be  necessary  for  him  absolutely  to  make  a  slave  of  himself.  To 
this  George  had  answered,  somewhat  curtly,  that  he  had  no  reason 
to  expect  anything  further  from  his  uncle ;  and  that  as  he  looked 
forward  to  maintain  himself  and  his  wife  by  his  successful  exer- 
tions as  a  barrister,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should  at 
5 resent  work  very  hard.  '  I  have  lost  a  whole  year,'  he  said  to 
iis8  Baker ;  *  and  nothing  but  very  sharp  work  can  atone  for 
that.' 

He  never  once  saw  his  uncle  after  his  first  visit  to  Littlebath 
till  the  next  year  was  far  advanced.  He  felt  no  desire  to  see  him, 
and  certainly  no  wish  to  be  the  bearer  of  tidings  as  to  his  own 
engagement.  Miss  Baker  had  undertaken  to  do  this,  and  might 
do  so  if  she  so  pleased.  As  far  as  he  was  concerned,  he  had  no 
idea  of  asking  permission  to  marry  from  any  one. 

*  Why  should  I  ask  him  ?'  he  had  once  said  to  Miss  Baker.  *  I 
shall  marry  just  the  same,  whether  he  permits  it  or  whether  he 
does  not.' 

This  was  grievous  to  the  ladies  at  Littlebath.  Very  little  had 
been  said  about  money  between  George  and  Miss  Baker  up  to 
this  time ;  nothing  had  been  said  between  George  and  Caroline ; 
but  the  two  ladies  knew  that  there  could  be  no  marriage  till  there 
was  an  adequate  income.  The  income  of  the  gentleman  when 
stripped  of  his  feUowship  would  be  two  hundred  pounds  a  year ; 
that  of  the  lady  was  about  the  same.  Now  Caroline  Waddington 
had  no  intention  whatever  of  marrying  on  four  hundred  pounds 
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a  year ;  and  it  must  be,  more  than  three  years  at  the  very  least 
before  all  this  profound  study  would  result  in  golden  fees. 

Now  that  the  matter  w^as  so  far  settled — settled  as  Bertram 
considered  it — he  did  tell  Harcourt  of  his  love.  *  Harcourt,'  said 
he,  one  d^ij,  *  I  have  a  piece  of  news  which  perhaps  I  ought  to 
tell  you.    I  am  engaged  to  be  married.' 

*Are  you?'  said  Harcourt,  rather  too  coolly  to  satisfy  his 
friend's  expectation. 

*  I  am  not  joking.' 

*  "Who  ever  accused  you  of  joking  since  you  took  to  the  law  and 
Mr.  Die  ?  I  did  not  give  you  credit  for  a  joke ;  not  even  for  so  bad 
a  one  as  that  would  be.    Shall  I  congratulate  or  condole  with  you  ?' 

'Either  or  neither.  Perhaps  you  had  better  wait  till  you  see 
the  lady.' 

*  And  when  is  it  to  be  P' 

'  Well ;  in  this  coming  summer,  I  suppose.  That  is  my  wish, 
at  least.' 

*  And  your  wish  of  course  will  be  law.  I  presume  then  that  I 
may  be  justified  in  surmising  that  the  lady  has  some  considerable 
fortune  'r*' 

'  No,  indeed,  she  has  not.  Something  she  has  got ;  about  as 
much,  perhaps,  as  myself.     We  shall  have  bread  to  eat.' 

'  And  occasionally  cheese,'  said  Harcourt,  who  could  not  under- 
stand that  any  rising  man  could  marry  early,  unless  in  doing  so 
he  acquired  money. 

*  And  occasionally  cheese,'  repeated  Bertram.  *  This  is  a  state 
of  things  that  would  not  suit  your  book,  I  know.' 

*  Not  exactly,'  said  Harcoiurt.  *  But  men  have  very  different 
ideas  about  women.  I  could  do,  and  have  done,  and  am  doing 
with  a  small  income  myself;  but  a  wife  is  in  some  respects  like 
a  horse.  If  a  gentleman  does  keep  a  horse,  it  should  be  well 
groomed.' 

*  You  could  not  endure  a  woman  who  was  not  always  got  up  in 
satin  and  velvet  ?' 

'  Not  satin  and  velvet  exactly.  I  do  not  require  a  curiously- 
mounted  saddle  for  my  horse.  But  I  don't  think  I  should  have 
much  enjoyment  with  a  cheap  wife.    I  like  cold  mutton  and  can- 

^  die-ends  myself  very  well,  but  I  do  not  love  feminine  economies. 
Pamily  washing-bills  kept  at  the  lowest,  a  maid-of-all-work  with 
an  allowance  in  lieu  of  beer,  and  a  dark  morning-gown  for  house- 
hold work,  would  not,  if  I  know  myself,  add  fuel  to  the  ardour  of 
jnj-  conjugal  affection.  I  love  women  dearly;  I  like  them  to  be 
near  me;  but  then  I  like  them  to  be  nice.    When  a  woman  is 

nasty,  she  ia  very  nasty.' 
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Bertram  said  in  Ms  heart  that  Harcourt  was  a  heast,  an  animal 
without  a  soul,  a  creature  capable  of  no  other  joys  than  those  of 
a  material  nature ;  but  he  kept  this  opinion  at  the  present  mo- 
ment to  himself.  Not,  however,  that  he  was  averse  to  express 
himself  openly  before  his  friend.  He  often  gave  Harcourt  to 
understand  that  he  suspected  him  of  being  deficient  in  the  article 
of  a  soul ;  and  Harcourt  would  take  the  reproach  with  perfect 
good-humour,  remarking,  perhaps,  that  he  might  probably  find  it 
possible  to  get  on  decently  without  one. 

*  Is  the  lady's  name  a  secret  ?'  he  asked. 

*  No ;  not  to  you,  at  least.  I  believe  it  is  generally  considered 
advisable  that  these  sort  of  things  should  not  be  talked  about 
quite  openly  till  the  consummation  of  them  is  nigh  at  hand.  I 
have  no  wish  for  any  mystery  in  the  matter.  Her  name  is  Caro- 
line Waddington.' 

*  What !  a  daughter  of  Sir  Augustus  P' 

*  No ;  nothing  to  Sir  Augustus,  that  I  have  heard.' 

*  She  must,  then,  be  one  of  the  G-eneral's  family  ?' 

*  Not  that  either.  Her  only  relative,  that  I  know,  is  a  Miss 
Baker.' 

*  Miss  Baker !'  said  Harcourt ;  and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was 
not  encouraging. 

*  Yes,  Miss  Baker,'  said  Bertram ;  and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was 
hardly  conciliatory. 

*0h — ah — yes.  I  don't  exactly  think  I  know  her.  Miss 
Baker !' 

*  It  would  be  odd  if  you  did,  for  she  lives  at  Littlcbath,  and 
hardly  ever  comes  to  town.  When  she  does,  she  stays  down  at 
Hadley  with  my  uncle.' 

*  Oh — h !  That 's  a  horse  of  another  colour.  I  beg  your  pardon 
entirely,  my  dear  fellow.  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  at  first  that 
this  is  a  match  of  your  uncle's  making  P' 

*  Mj  uncle's  making !    It  is  not  a  match  of  my  uncle's  making.' 

*  Well,  well ;  one  that  he  approves.  I  hardly  gave  you  credit 
for  80  much  prudence.  That  will  be  as  good  as  having  everything 
settled  exactly  as  you  could  wish  it.' 

*  You  are  giving  me  a  great  deal  too  much  credit,'  said  Ber- 
tram, laughing.  '  My  uncle  knows  nothing  about  my  marriage, 
and  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  consulting  him.  I  should 
think  it  mean -to  do  so,  considering  everything.' 

*  Mean  to  consult  the  only  relative  you  have  who  can  do  any- 
tiimg  for  you  P' 

*  lea.  He  Ijias  told  me  over  and  over  agaui  t\\SL\.  Ww^  tl<^  ^  ^iam^ 
cm  him;  and,  therefore,  I  will  make  none.* 
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Bertram  had  said  to  himself  frequently  that  he  cared  nothing 
for  this  man's  judgment  in  such  matters ;  but,  nevertheless,  after 
what  had  passed,  he  did  desire  that  Harcourt  should  see  Caroline. 
Jle  was  aware,  judging  rather  from  Harcourt's  tone  than  from 
his  words,  that  that  keen-sighted  friend  of  his  had  but  a  low 
opinion  of  Miss  Waddington ;  that  he  thought  that  she  was  some 
ordinary,  intriguing  girl,  who  had  been  baiting  a  hook  for  a  hus- 
band, after  the  manner  which  scandal  states  to  be  so  common 
among  the  Littlebathians ;  and  Bertram  longed,  therefore,  to  sur- 
prise his  eyes  and  astound  his  intellect  with  a  view  of  her  charms 
and  a  near  knowledge  of  her  attributes.  Nothing  should  be  said 
of  her  beauty,  and  the  blaze  of  it  should  fall  upon  him  altogether 
unprepared. 

George  was  right  in  his  feelings  in  this  respect.  Harcourt  had 
formed  a  very  false  idea  of  Miss  Waddington ; — had  led  himself 
to  imagine  that  she  was  second-rate  and  unattractive.  In  the 
first  place,  he  had  his  own  ideas  about  Littlebath,  and  conceived 
that  it  was  not  the  place  in  which  the  highest  beauty  of  England 
should  be  looked  for;  and  in  the  next  place,  he  knew  G-eorge 
Bertram,  and  regarded  him  as  a  man  peculiarly  liable  to  such 
dangers  as  these. 

*  You  must  come  down  with  me  to  Littlebath.  When  will  you 
give  me  a  day  ?* 

Harcourt  demurred,  as  he  did  not  wish  to  be  called  on  im- 
periously to  praise  a  woman  of  whom  he  knew  he  should  disap- 
prove, and  endeavoured  to  excuse  himself  from  the  journey.  But 
Bertram  persisted,  and  at  last  it  was  settled  that  he  would  go 
down. 

This  did  not  happen  till  towards  the  end  of  winter.  Miss 
Baker  had,  as  she  promised,  seen  Mr.  Bertram  in  the  meantime, 
and  the  answer  returned  from  the  Hadley  oracle  had,  like  most 
oracle-answers,  been  neither  favourable  nor  unfavourable.  Mr. 
Bertram  had  expressed  no  great  anger  at  the  tale  of  love  that  was 
told  him ;  but  neither  had  he  expressed  any  gratification.  *  Well,' 
he  had  said,  *  it  is  odd  that  they  should  have  come  together ;  very 
odd.  He  is  a  clever  young  man,  and  I  dare  say  may  do  well.' 
Miss  Baker  had  then  ventured,  but  in  b  very  modest  way,  to  ask 
him  his  opinion  as  to  the  sufficiency  of  the  young  people's  income. 
*  They  must  judge  of  that  themselves,'  he  had  said,  rather  sharply. 
'  But  I  suppose  they  have  no  idea  of  marrying  as  yet.  They  mean 
to  wait,  don't  they,  till  he  begins  his  profession  ?'  To  this  Miss 
Baker  had  made  no  answer,  and  nothing  further  had  been  said  at 
that  meeting. 

Early  in  March,  Miss  Baker  had  again  seen  the  great  man. 
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She  bad  then  ventured  to  explain  to  him  that  George  was  work- 
ing very  hard. 

*  Ah !  you  have  his  word  for  that,  I  suppose,'  said  the  u|icle ; 
^  but  if  so,  believe  me  he  will  get  on  at  such  work  as  that  quicker 
without  a  wife  than  he  will  with  one.' 

But  at  this  interview  Miss  Baker  did  ask  him  plainly,  as  had 
been  agreed  beforehand  between  her  and  her  niece  that  she  should 
do,  whether  he  would  on  their  marriage  make  any  increase  to  his 
granddaughter's  fortune. 

'  She  has  a  liberal,  ladylike  provision,'  said  he. 

*  But  they  will  not  have  enough  to  live  on,'  said  Miss  Baker. 

*  They  will  have  a  third  more,  Mary,  than  I  had  when  I  mar- 
ried your  aunt.    And  yet  I  saved  money  on  my  income.' 

*  But  remember  how  they  have  been  brought  up,  sir.' 

*  K  they  will  be  fine  ladies  and  gentlemen,  they  must  take  the 
penalties  of  being  so.  Fine  ladies  and  gentlemen  cannot  marry 
at  a  moment's  notice,  as  do  ploughboys  and  milkmaids.  If  they 
cannot  live  on  a  limited  income,  they  must  wait.'  He  did,  how- 
ever, on  this  occasion  go  so  far  as  to  say,  that  if  they  would  wait 
for  another  twelvemonth,  and  that  if  he  were  then  living,  he  would 
add  two  thousand  pounds  to  Caroline's  fortune.  As  to  George, 
he  had  done  as  much  as  he  intended  to  do — certainly  for  the  pre- 
sent. *  George  likes  his  own  way,'  said  the  old  man,  *  and  as  far 
as  I  am  concerned,  he  shall  have  it.  It  will  be  well  for  him  to 
make  his  own  career  in  the  world ;  he  will  be  happieir  so  than 
in  spending  my  money.' 

On  this  occasion  Miss  Baker  was  permitted  to  tell  Caroline  all 
the  circumstances  of  her  parentage  and  grandparentage.  The 
same  story  might  now  be  told  to  George.  But  they  were  both 
to  be  cautioned  that  their  relative's  displeasure  would  be  incurred 
by  any  useless  repetition  of  it.  *  And,  Mary,'  said  he,  *  do  not  let 
them  mislead  themselves.  Do  not  let  them  marry  with  the  idea 
that  by  so  doing  they  will  inherit  between  them  my  money.  I  wish 
them  both  to  understand  that  my  views  are  altogether  different.' 

Miss  Baker,  when  she  returned  to  Littlebath,  could  not  think 
that  she  had  been  successful  in  her  mission ;  and  Caroline  imme- 
diately declared  that  any  idea  of  marriage  for  that  year,  or  even 
for  the  next,  must  now  be  altogether  out  of  the  question.  She 
was  very  much  startled  at  hearing  that  Mr.  Bertram  was  her  mo- 
therms  father,  but  did  not  pretend  to  any  suddenly  intense  affec- 
tion for  him.  '  If  that  be  so,'  said  she,  coldly,  *  if  George  and  I 
are  his  only  near  connections,  and  if  he  does  not  disapprove  of  our 
maniage,  he  ought  to  give  us  an  income  on  which  we  can  live.' 
It  is  astonishing  how  different  are  the  views  of  grandfathers  and 
grandchildren  on  such  matters  ! 
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Unfortunately  there  was  no  unanimity  of  opinion  on  this  matter, 
either  between  the  lovers  themselves  or  between  them  and  their 
aunt.  George  was  of  opinion  that  they  should  marry  immediately 
on  their  present  income,  and  trust  to  Providence  and  his  exertions 
for  a  future  increase.  For  one  year  he  would  have  the  income  of 
his  fellowship  ;  in  two  years  and  a  half  he  would  be  called ;  and 
in  the  meantime,  he  could  make  something  by  the  Magazines.  If 
Caroline  was  not  afraid,  he  was  not. 

But  Caroline  was  very  much  afraid.  It  had  by  no  means  formed 
part  of  the  project  of  her  life  to  live  in  London  as  a  married  woman 
on  four  hundred  pounds  a  year.  '  She  knew,'  she  said  to  Miss 
Baker,  *  what  effect  that  would  have  on  her  husband's  affections.' 
She  seemed,  indeed,  to  share  some  of  Harcourt's  opinions  on  the 
subject,  and  to  have  a  dislike  to  feminine  economies,  or  at  least  to 
the  use  of  them  under  the  surveillance  of  a  man's  eye.  As  far  as 
she  could  see,  the  marriage  must  be  postponed  indefinitely — at 
any  rate,  till  after  George  should  have  been  called  to  the  bar. 

Miss  Baker's  voice  was  for  a  middle  course.  She  suggested 
that  they  should  wait  for  Mr.  Bertram's  two  thousand  pounds  and 
then  marry.  They  would  then  have  an  income  increased  to  some 
extent.  They  would  also  show  a  deference  to  the  old  man's 
views,  which  would  undoubtedly — so  Miss  Baker  thought — have 
tdtimate  results  of  a  most  beneficial  nature.  *  After  all,'  as  she 
remarked  more  than  once  to  her  niece,  *  who  else  is  there  ?' 

But  the  young  people  were  quite  as  obstinate  as  the  old  man. 
George  would  make  no  concession  whatever  to  his  uncle.  He 
was  ready  to  marry  on  love  and  a  small  income,  and  he  expected 
Caroline  to  show  an  equal  warmth;  Caroline  would  by  no  means 
alter  her  views,  or  risk  the  misenr  of  an  Ul-provided  nursery.  It 
had  been  the  one  great  resolve  of  her  life,  that  she  would  not  be 
a  poor  man's  wife.  *  She  was  ready  to  wait,'  she  said.  *  If  she 
could  trust  and  wait,  surely  George  might  do  so.  A  man,  with 
all  the  world  around  him,  encountered  neither  the  misery  nor  the 
risk  in  waiting  that  fell  to  a  girl's  lot.' 

The  disputes  incidental  to  these  different  opinions  did  not  ever 
take  place  between  George  and  Caroline.  He,  from  a  feeling  of 
chivalry,  abstained  from  discussing  money  matters  with  her ;  and 
she,  from  a  feeling  of  prudence,  was  equally  silent  with  him.  Poor 
Miss  Baker  was  the  medium  for  it  all.  George  of  course  would 
press  with  a  lover's  ardour  for  an  early  day  ;  and  Caroline  would 
of  course  say  that  an  immediate  marriage  was,  she  found,  imprac* 
ticable.     And  then  each  would  refer  the  other  to  Miss  Baker. 

Things  welit  on  in  this  way  till  the  middle  of  May.  Sometimes 
George  was  almost  angry,  and  wrote  letters  that  were  somewhat 
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savage ;  sometimes  Caroline  would  be  haughty,  and  then  she  too 
could  write  letters  which  would  tell  her  mind  in  good  plain  set 
terms.  But  thej  were  not  near  enough,  or  sufficiently  often  with 
each  other,  to  quarrel. 

So  matters  went  on  till  May ;  and  then,  on  one  fine  May-day, 
Harcourt  and  George  together  took  their  places  in  the  train  for 
Littlebath. 

*  1  wonder  what  you'll  think  of  her  ?'  said  George.  *  Of  course 
you'll  tell  the  truth  ?' 

*  Oh,  of  course,'  said  Harcourt,  with  his  mind  duly  made  up  to 
praise  her. 

*  You  haven't  the  pluck  to  find  fault  with  her,'  said  George ; 
*you  would  be  afraid  not  to  call  her  handsome,  even  if  you 
thought  her  as  ugly  as  Hecate.' 

*  Exactly,'  said  Harcourt ;  *  and  therefore  these  little  experi- 
mentary  trips  are  never  of  any  use.' 


CHAPTER  Xy. 

MB.  HABCOTTBT's  VISIT  TO  LITTLEBATH. 

DuBHTG  the  whole  of  the  winter  and  spring,  George's  attention 
to  his  work  had  been  unremitting.  Mr.  Die  was  always  prophe- 
sjring  still  greater  things,  and  still  greater.  Once  a  fortnight,  on 
every  other  Saturday,  Bertram  had  gone  down  to  Littlebath,  but 
he  had  always  returned  to  London  by  the  first  train  on  Monday 
morning,  and  was  always  up  to  his  elbows  in  law,  even  on  that 
morning,  before  eleven. 

During  the  whole  of  this  time,  he  had  not  once  seen  his  uncle, 
although  Miss  Baker  had  softly  endeavoured  to  talk  him  into 
visiting  Hadley.  *  I  never  go  there  without  being  asked,'  he  had 
said.    '  It  is  quite  understood  between  us.' 

He  had  made  but  one  excursion  out  of  London,  except  those  to 
Littlebath,  and  that  has  been  to  Hurst  Staple.  Mr.  Wilkinson 
had  died  very  suddenly,  as  has  been  told,  about  the  end  of  the 
winter,  and  Bertram  had  of  course  not  been  able  to  see  him. 
Arthur  Wilkinson  had  then  been  quickly  put  into  the  living,  and 
as  soon  as  he  had  taken  up  his  residence  in  the  parsonage,  Ber- 
tram had  gone  down.  This  visit  had  been  made  before  the  last 
walk  to  West  Putford ;  but  even  then  the  young  barrister  had 
found  the  young  vicar  in  rather  a  plaintive  mood.  Wilkinson, 
however,  had  said  nothing  of  his  love,  and  George  was  too  much 
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occupied  wkh  talking  of  his  own  heart  to  think  much  of  hia 
cousin's. 

Miss  Gauntlet — I  hope  the  reader  has  not  altogether  forgotten 
Adela  Gauntlet — had  also  an  aunt  living  at  Littlebath,  Miss  Pe- 
nelope Gauntlet ;  and  it  so  happened,  that  very  shortly  after  that 
memorable  walk  and  the  little  scene  that  took  place  in  the  West 
Putt'ord  drawing-room,  Adela  visited  her  aunt.  Bertram,  who 
had  known  her  well  when  they  were  children  together,  had  not 
yet  seen  her  there  ;  indeed,  her  arrival  had  taken  place  since  his 
last  visit ;  but  there  she  was,  staying  with  Miss  Penelope  Gaunt- 
let, when  he  and  Harcourt  went  down  to  Littlebath  together. 

Caroline  and  Adela  had  for  years  been  friends.  Not  bosom 
friends,  perhaps ;  that  is,  they  did  not  correspond  three  times  a 
week,  each  sending  to  the  other  on  each  occasion  three  sheets  of 
note  paper  crossed  over  on  every  page  from  top  to  bottom.  Caro- 
line had  certainly  no  such  bosom  friend,  and  perhaps  neither  had 
Adela ;  but  they  were  friends  enough  to  call  each  other  by  their 
Christian  names,  to  lend  each  other  music  and  patterns,  and  per- 
haps to  write  when  they  had  anything  special  to  say.  There  had 
been  a  sort  of  quasi-connection  between  Miss  Baker  and  the 
elder  Miss  Gauntlet — a  connection  of  a  very  faint  local  character 
— in  years  gone  by.  Miss  Baker,  by  reason  of  her  Bertram  re- 
lations, had  been  at  Hurst  Staple,  and  Miss  Gauntlet  had  been 
at  West  Putford  at  the  same  time.  They  had  thus  become  ac- 
quainted, and  the  acquaintance  there  had  led  to  a  Littlebath 
friendship.  Friendships  in  Littlebath  are  not  of  a  very  fervid  de- 
scription. 

Miss  Waddington  had  now  been  engaged  for  six  months,  and 
hitherto  she  had  made  no  confidante.  IShe  knew  no  resident  at 
Littlebath  whom  .she  would  willingly  trust  with  her  heart's  secret : 
her  aunt,  and  her  aunt's  cognizance  of  the  matter  were  quite  an- 
other thing.  No  one  could  be  more  affectionate  than  aunt  Mjeoj, 
no  one  more  trustworthy,  no  one  more  thoroughly  devoted  to  an- 
other than  she  was  to  her  niece.  But  then  she  was  not  only  old, 
but  old-fashioned.  She  was  prudent,  and  Caroline  also  was  pru- 
dent; but  their  prudence  was  a  different  kind.  There  was  no 
dash,  no  ambition  about  aunt  Mary's  prudence.  She  was  rather 
humdrum,  Caroline  thought ;  and,  which  was  worse,  though  she 
liked  George  Bertram,  she  did  not  seem  to  understand  his  charac- 
ter at  all  in  the  same  light  as  that  in  which  Caroline  regarded  it. 
.  From  these  circumstances  it  came  to  pass  that  Adela  had  not 
been  a  week  at  Littlebath  before  she  was  made  acquainted  with 
the  grand  secret.  She  also  had  a  secret  of  her  own ;  but  she  did 
uot  tell  that  in  return.    Secrets  such  as  Caroline's  are  made  to 
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be  told ;  but  those  other  secrets,  those  which  bum  up  the  heart 
instead  of  watering  it  as  with  a  dew  from  heaven,  those  secrets  for 
the  most  part  are  not  made  to  be  told. 

*  And  yet,  Adela,  I  suppose  it  will  never  happen.'  This  had 
been  said  on  the  morning  of  that  Saturday  which  was  to  bring 
down  not  only  Bertram,  but  Harcourt.  Caroline  knew  well  that 
the  London  friend,  the  man  of  the  world,  was  being  brought  to 
inspect  her,  and  was  by  no  means  afraid  of  undergoing  the  in- 
spection. She  was  not  timid  by  nature ;  and  though,  as  has  been 
already  said,  she  was  hardly  yet  conscious  of  her  powers  of  attract- 
ing, she  was  never  ashamed  of  herself. 

*  And  why  not  ?  I  think  that  is  nonsense,  Caroline.  If  you 
really  thought  that,  you  would  not  receive  him  as  you  will  do,  nop 
his  friend  neither.' 

*  I  do  think  it ;  that  ip  to  say,  I  think  it  very  probable.  I  can- 
not explain  to  you,  Adela,  all  the  turns  of  my  mind,  or  of  my 
heart.  I  w^ould  not  for  worlds  of  gold  marry  a  man  I  did  not  love.' 

*  And  do  not  you  love  Mr.  Bertram  ?  ' 

*  Yes,  I  do ;  at  times  very,  very  much ;  but  I  fear  the  time  may 
Come  when  I  may  love  him  less.  You  will  not  understand  me  ; 
but  the  fact  is,  I  should  love  him  better  if  he  were  less  worthy  of 
my  love — if  he  were  more  worldly.' 

•  *  No,  I  do  not  understand  that,'  said  Adela,  thinking  of  her  love, 
and  the  worldly  prudence  of  him  who  should  have  been  her  lover. 

*  That  is  it — you  do  not  understand  me ;  and  yet  it  is  not  selfish- 
neSB  on  my  part.  I  would  marry  a  man  in  tL  hope  of  making 
him  happy.' 

'  Certainly,'  said  Adela ;  *  no  girl  should  marry  unless  she  have 
reasonable  hope  that  she  can  do  that.' 

*  He  would  wish  me  to  go  to  him  now,  at  once ;  when  we  have 
no  sufficient  income  to  support  us.' 

*  Four  hundred  a  year ! '  said  Adela,  reproachfully. 

*  What  would  four  hundred  a  year  do  in  London  ?  "Were  I  to 
consent,  in  a  year  or  two  he  would  be  sick  of  me.  He  would  be 
a  wretched  man,  unless,  indeed,  his  law-courts  and  his  club  kept 
him  frt>m  being  wretched ; — his  home  would  not  do  so.' 

Adela  silently  compared  the  matter  with  her  own  affairs :  her 
ideas  were  so  absolutely  different.  '  If  he  could  have  contented 
himself  to  live  upon  potatoes,'  she  had  once  thought  to  herself,  *  I 
could  have  contented  myself  to  live  on  the  parings.'  She  said 
nothing  of  this  however  to  Caroline.  Their  dispositions  she  knew 
were  different.  After  all,  it  may  be  that  Miss  Waddington  had 
a  truer  knowledge  of  human  nature. 

*  No,  I  shall  not  consent ;  I  will  not  consent  to  be  the  cause  of 


156  THE  BERTRAMS. 

his  misery  and  poverty ;  and  then  he  will  be  angry  with  me,  and 
we  shall  quarrel.     He  can  be  very  stern,  Adela ;  very.' 

.  *  He  is  impetuous  ;  but  however  angry  he  may  be,  he  forgives 
immediately.  He  never  bears  malice,*  said  Adela,  remembering 
her  early  dealings  with  the  boy-friend  of  her  girlhood. 

*  He  can  be  very  stem  now.  I  know  it  will  come  to  our  quar- 
relling ;  and  when  he  finds  that  he  cannot  have  his  own  way,  that 
I  cannot  yield  to  him,  his  proiid  heart  will  revolt  from  me  ;  I  know 
it  wiU.' 

Adela  could  only  say  that  were  she  in  her  friend's  place  she 
would  not  think  so  much  about  income ;  but  her  gentle  speech,  the 
eloquence  of  which  had  an  inward,  rather  than  an  outward  tendency, 
had  no  effect  on  Caroline.  If  Bertram  could  not  persuade  her,  it 
certainly  was  not  probable  that  Adela  Gauntlet  should  do  so. 

Messrs.  Harcourt  and  Bertram  reached  Littlebath  quite  safely. 
Harcourt  was  to  dine  with  the  ladies  in  Montpellier  Crescent — ^it 
was  in  Montpellier  Crescent  that  Miss  Baker  lived — and  as  some 
sort  of  party  was  necessary  for  his  honour,  the  curate  was  again 
invited,  as  were  also  the  two  Miss  Gauntlets. 

*  You'll  go  on  first,  I  suppose  ?  '  said  Harcourt,  when  they  had 
secured  their  rooms  at  the  '  Plough,'  and  were  preparing  to  dress. 
Bertram  was  well  known  at  the  *  Plough '  now,  and  there  was  not  a 
boots  or  chambermaid  about  the  house  who  did  not  know  why  he 
came  to  Littlebath. 

*  Oh,  no,'  said  Bertram,  *  I'll  wait  for  you.' 

*  I  didn't  know ;  I  thought  there  might  be  some  lovers*  privi- 
leges to  be  exercised,  for  which  the  eyes  of  the  world  might  be 
inconvenient.' 

*  They  shall  be  postponed  on  your  behalf,  my  dear  fellow.'  And 
so  the  two  went  off  together. 

They  found  Miss  Baker  in  her  drawing-room,  and  with  her  Adela 
and  aunt  Penelope. 

*  And  where  is  Caroline  ?'  said  George,  when  the  introductions 
had  been  duly  performed.  He  had  to  make  a  little  effort  to  say 
this  in  a  voice  that  should  signify  that  he  was  at  home  there,  but 
which  should  not  savour  too  much  of  the  lover.  On  the  whole,  he 
succeeded  pretty  well. 

*Why,  to  tell  the  truth,'  said  Miss  Baker,  laughing,  *she  is 
doing  duty  at  this  moment  as  head-butler  in  the  dining-room.  If 
you  feel  any  vocation  that  way,  you  may  go  and  help  her.' 

*  Well,'  I  am  a  fairish  good  hand  at  drawin'g  a  cork,'  said  Ber- 
tram, as  he  lefb  the  room. 

'  So  the  lovers'  privileges  are  all  arranged  for/  thought  Harcourt 
to  himself. 
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When  Bertram  entered  the  dining-room,  the  butler's  duties 
seemed  to  be  complete ;  at  any  rate,  Miss  Waddington  was  not 
engaged  in  their  performance.  She  was  leaning  on  the  mantel- 
piece, and  was  apparently  engaged  in  contemplating  a  bouquet  of 
flowers  which  Bertram  had  contrived  to  send  to  the  house  since 
his  arrival  at  Littlebath.  It  was  no  wonder  that  the  boots  should 
know  all  about  it. 

Let  us  agree  to  say  nothing  about  the  lovers'  privileges.  Caro- 
line Waddington  was  not  a  girl  to  be  veiy  liberal  of  such  favours, 
and  on  the  occasion  in  question  she  was  not  more  liberal  than 
usual. 

*  Is  Mr.  Harcourt  here  ? '  said  she. 

*  Yes,  of  course  he  is.    He  is  upstairs.' 

*  And  I  am  to  go  up  to  be  looked  at.  How  vain  you  men  are 
of  your  playthings !  Not  that  you  have  anything  in  this  respect 
of  which  you  ought  to  be  vain.' 

*  But  a  great  deal  of  which  I  ought  to  be,  and  am,  very  proud. 
I  am  proud  of  you,  Caroline ;  proud  at  this  moment  that  my 
friend  should  see  how  beautiful  is  the  girl  that  loves  me.' 

*  Tush  ! '  said  Caroline,  putting  the  back  of  her  nosegay  up  to 
his  mouth.  *  What  delightful  nonsense  you  can  talk.  But  come, 
your  London  friend  won't  much  appreciate  my  excellence  if  I  keep 
him  waiting  for  his  dinner.'     And  so  they  went  upstairs. 

But  Caroline,  though  she  laughed  at  her  lover  for  showing  hep 
off,  had  not  failed  to  make  the  best  of  herself.  She  was  sufficiently 
anxious  that  Bertram  should  be  proud  of  her,  should  have  cause 
to  be  proud  of  her ;  and  she  seemed  to  be  aware  that  if  she  could 
satisfy  Mr.  Harcourt' s  fastidiojus  judgment,  she  might  probably 
hope  to  pass  as  approved  of  among  his  other  friends.  She  deter- 
mined, therefore,  to  look  her  best  as  she  walked  into  the  drawing- 
room  ;  and  she  did  look  her  best. 

*  Mr.  Harcourt,  my  niece.  Miss  Waddington,'  said  Miss  Baker. 
Harcourt,  as  he  rose  and  bowed,  was  lost  in  wonder. 

Bertram  fell  immediately  into  conversation  with  Miss  Penelope 
Gauntlet,  but  even  while  listening  to  her  enthusiasm  as  to  Arthur 
Wilkinson's  luck  in  getting  the  living  of  Hurst  Staple,  and  her 
praise  of  Lord  Stapledean,  he  contrived  to  keep  an  e^e  on  his 
friend  Harcourt.  *  Yes,  indeed,  quite  fortunate ;  wasn't  it  ? '  But 
as  he  thus  spoke,  his  very  soul  within  him  was  rejoicing  at  his 
own  triumph.  He  had  said  nothing  about  Caroline  personally ; 
he  bad  refrained  his  tongue,  and  now  he  had  his  reward.  • 

We  have  said  that  Harcourt  was  lost  in  wonder,  and  such  was 
literally  the  case.  He  had  taught  himself  to  believe  that  Caroline 
Waddington  was  some  tall,  sharp-nosed  dowdy ;  with  bright  eyes. 
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probably,  and  even  teeth ;  with  a  simpering,  would-be-witty  smile, 
and  full  of  little  quick  answers  such  as  might  suit  well  for  the 
assembly-rooms  at  Littlebath.  When  he  heard  that  she  was  en- 
gaged in  seeing  that  the  sherry-bottles  were  duly  decantered,  the 
standard  of  her  value  did  not  at  all  rise  in  his  estimation.  Candle- 
ends  and  cold  mutton  would  doubtless  be  her  forte,  an  economical 
washing-bill  her  strong  point. 

So  was  he  thinking,  much  distressed  in  mind — ^for,  to  do  him 
justice,  he  was  as  anxious  on  behalf  of  Bertram  as  it  was  in  his 
nature  to  be  anxious  for  any  one — when  a  Juno  entered  the  room. 
She  did  not  swim  in,  or  fly  in,  or  glide  in,  but  walked  in,  as  women 
should  walk  if  they  properly  understood  their  parts.  She  walked 
in  as  though  she  were  mistress  of  her  own  soul,  and  a&aid  to  meet 
no  pair  of  eyes  which  any  human  being  could  bend  upon  her.  He 
had  intended  in  his  good-nature  to  patronize  her ;  but  that  other 
question  instantly  occurred  to  him — would  she  patronize  him? 
Bertram  he  had  known  long  and  intimately,  and  held  him  there- 
fore somewhat  cheap  in  many  respects,  as  we  are  all  accustomed 
to  hold  our  dearest  friends.  But  now,  at  once  he  rose  in  his  esti- 
mation a  hundred  per  cent.  What  might  not  be  expected  of  a 
man  whom  such  a  woman  would  acknowledge  that  she  loved  ? 

A  Juno  had  entered  the  rpom ;  for  her  beauty,  as  we  have  said 
before,  was  that  rather  of  the  queen  of  the  gods.  George  imme- 
diately acknowledged  to  himsell'  that  he  had  never  before  seen  her 
look  so  grandly  beautiful.  Her  charms  have  been  related,  and  that 
relation  shall  not  be  repeated ;  but  when  first  seen  by  Harcourt, 
their  power  was  more  thoroughly  acknowledged  by  him,  much  more 
thoroughly  than  they  had  been  by  her  lover  when  he  had  first  met 
her.  Then,  however,  she  had  been  sitting  at  dinner  between  her 
aunt  and  Mr.  M'Gabbery,  quite  unconscious  that  any  one  was 
arriving  whose  existence  could  be  of  importance  to  her. 

There  was  no  time  for  conversation  then.  The  surprise  arising 
from  her  entrance  had,  on  Harcourt's  part,  hardly  subsided,  when 
the  servant  announced  dinner,  and  he  was  called  on  to  give  his  arm 
to  Miss  Baker. 

*  I  hope  you  approve  your  friend's  choice,'  said  that  lady,  smiling. 

*  Miss  Waddington  is  certainly  the  most  lovely  girl  I  ever  be- 
held,' replied  he,  with  enthusiasm. 

The  Eev.  Mr.  Meek  handed  down  Miss  Penelope  Gauntlet,  and 
Bertram  followed  with  the  two  girls,  happy  and  high-spirited.  He 
first  tendered  his  arm  to  Adela,  who  positively  refused  it ;  then  to 
Caroline,  who  was  equally  determined.  Then,  putting  a  hand 
behind  the  waist  of  each  of  them,  he  pushed  them  through  the 
door  before  him.    There  are  certainly  some  privileges  which  an 
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accepted  lover  may  take  in  a  house,  and  no  one  but  an  accepted 
lover. 

George  took  his  seat  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  as  though  he 
were  quite  at  home ;  and  Harcourt,  happy  sinner !  found  himself 
seated  between  Adela  and  Caroline.  He  was  not  good  enough  for 
such  bliss.  But  had  his  virtues  been  ever  so  shining,  how  could 
they  have  availed  him  ?  Neither  of  his  neighbours  had  a  portion 
of  a  heart  left  to  call  her  own. 

But  he  was  able  to  perceive  that  Caroline  was  not  only  beautiful. 
She  talked  to  him  almost  exclusively,  for  she  had  capriciously  seated 
herself  away  from  her  lover,  and  next  to  her  aunt.  *  Adela,'  she 
had  whispered,  going  downstairs,  '  I  shall  look  to  you  to  talk  to 
Greorge  all  the  evening,  for  I  mean  to  make  a  new  conquest.' 

Bertram  was  delighted.  It  was  hardly  in  him  to  be  jealous, 
even  had  there  been  a  shadow  of  cause.  As  it  was,  his  love  was 
doing  exactly  that  which  he  wished  her  to  do.  She  was  vindicating 
his  choice  to  the  man  whose  judgment  on  the  matter  was  most 
vitally  essential  to  him. 

When  the  ladies  left  the  dining-room,  both  Bertram  and  Har- 
court heartily  wished  that  Miss  Baker  had  not  been  so  scrupulously 
hospitable.  They  hardly  knew  what  to  do  with  Mr.  Meek.  Mr. 
Meek  remarked  that  Miss  Baker  was  a  very  nice  person,  that 
Miss  Waddington  was  a  charming  person,  that  Miss  Penelope 
Gauntlet  was  a  very  nice  person  indeed,  and  that  Miss  Adela  was 
a  very  sweet  person ;  and  then  it  seemed  that  all  conversation  was 
at  an  end.  '  £h !  what !  none  especially ;  that  is  to  say,  the  Mid d It? 
Temple.'  Such  had  been  Harcourt' s  reply  to  Mr.  Meek's  inquiry 
as  to  what  London  congregation  he  frequented;  and  then  the 
three  gentlemen  seemed  to  be  much  occupied  with  their  wine  and 
biscuits.  This  invitation  to  Mr.  Meek  had  certainly  been  a  mis- 
take on  Miss  Baker's  part. 

But  the  misery  did  not  last  long.  Of  the  first  occasion  on  which 
Mr.  Meek's  glass  was  seen  to  be  well  empty,  George  took  advan- 
tage. *  If  you  don't  tAke  any  more  wine,  Mr.  Meek,  we  may  as 
weU  BO  upstairs ;  eh,  Harcourt  ?'  and  he  looked  suppliantly  at  his 
mend. 

*  Oh,  I  never  take  any  more  wine,  you  know.  I'm  an  anchorite 
on  such  occasions  as  these.'  And  so  they  went  into  the  drawing- 
room,  long  before  Miss  Baker  had  her  coffee  ready  for  them. 

*  Tou  see  a  good  deal  of  Arthur  now,  I  suppose  ?'  said  Bertram, 
addressing  Adela. 

*  Yes ;  that  is,  not  a  very  great  deal.  He  has  been  busy  since 
he  took  up  the  parish.     But  I  see  Mary  frequently.' 

'  Do  you  think  Arthur  likes  it  ?    He  seemed  to  me  to  be  hardly 
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80  much  gratified  as  I  should  have  thought  he  would  have  been. 
The  living  is  a  good  one,  and  the  marquis  was  certainly  good-na- 
tured about  it.' 

'  Oh,  yes,  he  was,'  said  Adela. 

'  It  will  be  a  long  time,  I  know,  before  I  earn  five  hundred 
pounds  a  year.  Do  you  know,  he  never  wrote  about  it  as  though 
he  thought  he'd  been  lucky  in  getting  it.' 

'Didn't  he?' 

'  Never ;  and  I  thought  he  was  melancholy  and  out  of  spirits 
when  I  saw  him  the  other  day.  He  ought  to  marry ;  that's  the 
fact.    A  young  clergyman  with  a  living  should  always  get  a  wife.' 

*  You  are  like  the  fox  that  lost  its  tail,'  said  Adela,  trying  hard 
to  show  that  she  joined  in  the  conversation  without  an  effort. 

*  Ah !  but  the  case  is  very  difierent.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Arthur  ought  to  lose  his  tail.  His  position  in  the  world  is 
one  which  especially  requires  him  to  lose  it.' 

'  He  has  his  mother  and  sisters,  you  know.' 

*  Oh,  mother  and  sisters !  Mother  and  sisters  are  all  very  well, 
or  not  very  well,  as  the  case  may  be ;  but  the  vicar  of  a  parish 
should  be  a  married  man.  K  you  can't  get  a  wife  for  him  down 
there  in  Hampshire,  I  shall  have  hiui  up  to  London,' and  look  one 
out  for  him  there.  Pray  take  the  matter  in  hand  when  you  go 
home.  Miss  Gauntlet.' 

Adela  smiled,  and  did  not  blush ;  nor  did  she  say  that  she  quite 
agreed  with  him  that  the  vicar  of  a  parish  should  be  a  married  man. 

*  Well,  I  shan't  ask  any  questions,'  said  Bertram,  as  soon  as  he 
and  Harcourt  were  in  the  street,  *  or  allow  you  to  offer  any  opinion ; 
because,  as  we  have  both  agreed,  you  have  not  pluck  enougli  to 
give  it  impartially.'  Bertram  as  he  said  this  could  hardly  preserve 
himself  from  a  sHght  tone  of  tnumph. 

*  She  is  simply  the  most  most  lovely  woman  that  my  eyes  ever 
beheld,'  said  Harcourt. 

*  Tush !  can't  you  make  it  a  little  more  out  of  the  common  way 
than  that  ?  But,  Harcourt,  without  joke,  you  need  not  trouble 
yourself.  I  did  want  you  to  see  her ;  but  I  don't  care  twopence 
as  to  your  liking  her.  I  shall  think  much  more  of  your  wife  liking 
her — if  you  ev^r  have  a  wife.' 

*  Bertram,  upon  my  word,  I  never  was  less  in  a  mood  to  joke.' 

'  That  is  sayiDg  very  little,  for  you  are  always  in  a  mood  to  joke.* 
Bertram  understood  it  all ;  saw  clearly  what  impression  Miss  Wad- 
dington  had  made,  and  for  the  moment  was  supremely  happy. 

*  How  ever  you  had  the  courage  to  propose  yourself  and  your 
two  hundred  pounds  a  year  to  such  a  woman  as  that!' 

*  Ha !  ha!  ha !    Why,  Harcourt,  you  are  not  at  all  like  yourselE 
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If  jou  admire  her  so  much,  I  shall  beg  you  not  to  come  to  Little- 
bath  any  more.' 

*  Perhaps  I  had  better  not.  But,  Bertram,  I  beg  to  congratulate 
you  most  heartily.    There  is  this  against  your  future  happiness — ' 

*  What  ? ' 

*  Why,  you  will  never  be  known  as  Mr.  George  Bertram ;  but 
always  as  Mrs.  George  Bertram's  husband.  With  such  a  bride- 
elect  as  that,  you  cannot  expect  to  stand  on  your  own  bottom.  If 
you  can  count  on  being  lord  chancellor,  or  secretary  of  state,  you 
may  do  so ;  otherwise,  you'll  always  be  known  as  an  appendage.' 

'  Oh,  I'll  put  up  with  that  misery.' 

This  visit  of  inspection  had  been  very  successful,  and  George 
went  to  bed  in  the  highest  spirits.  In  the  highest  spirits  also  he 
walked  to  church  with  Harcourt,  and  there  met  the  two  ladies. 
There  was  something  especially  rapturous  in  the  touch  of  his  fin- 
gers as  he  shook  hands  with  Caroline  when  the  service  was  over; 
and  Miss  Baker  declared  that  he  looked  almost  handsome  when  he 
went  home  with  them  to  lunch. 

But  that  afternoon  his  bliss  was  destined  to  receive  something 
of  a  check.  It  was  imperative  that  Harcourt  should  be  in  town 
early  on  the  Monday  morning,  and  therefore  it  had  been  settled 
that  they  should  return  by  the  latest  train  that  Sunday  evening. 
They  would  just  be  able  to  dine  with  Miss  Baker,  and  do  this 
afterwards.  Harcourt  had,  of  course,  been  anxious  to  be  allowed 
to  return  alone ;  but  Bertram  had  declined  to  appear  to  be  too 
much  in  love  to  leave  his  mistress,  and  had  persisted  that  he 
would  accompany  him. 

This  having  been  so  decided,  he  had  been  invited  to  a  little  con- 
ference at  Miss  Baker's,  to  be  holden  upstairs  in  her  private  little 
sitting-room  before  dinner.  He  had  had  one  or  two  chats  with 
Miss  Baker  in  that  same  room  before  now,  and  therefore  did  not 
think  so  much  of  the  invitation ;  but  on  this  occasion  he  also  found 
Caroline  there.  He  felt  at  once  that  he  was  to  be  encountered 
with  opposition. 

Miss  Baker  opened  the  battle.  '  George,'  said  she,  *  Caroline 
has  made  me  promise  to  speak  to  you  before  you  go  up  to  town. 
Won't  you  sit  down  ? ' 

*  Upon  my  word,'  said  he,  seating  himself  on  a  sofa  next  to  Caro- 
line ;  '  I  hardly  know  what  to  say  to  it.  You  look  so  formal  both 
of  you.  If  I  am  to  be  condemned,  my  lord,  I  hope  you'll  give  me 
a  long  day.' 

*  That's  just  it,'  said  Miss  Baker;  '  it  must  be  a  long  day,  I'm 
afraid,  George.' 

*  Wliat  do  you  mean  ? ' 
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'  Why  this ;  we  think  the  marriage  must  be  put  off  till  after 
you  have  been  called.     You  are  both  young  you  know.' 

*  Nonsense ! '  said  George,  rather  too  imperiously  for  a  lover. 

*  Nay,  but  George,  it  is  not  nonsense,'  said  Caroline,  in  her 
sweetest  voice,  almost  imploringly.  *  Don't  be  impetuous  ;  don't 
be  angry  with  us.     It  is  for  your  sake  we  say  so.' 

*  For  my  sake ! ' 

*  Yes,  for  your  sake ;  for  your  sake ; '  and  she  put  his  hand 
inside  her  arm,  and  almost  pressed  it  to  her  bosom.  *  For  your 
sake,  certainly,  George  ;  you  of  whom  we  are  so  much  bound  to 
think.' 

*  Then  for  my  own  sake  I  disdain  any  such  solicitude.  I  know 
the  world,  at  any  rate,  as  well  as  either  of  you — ' 

*  Ah !  I  am  not  sure  of  that,'  said  Caroline. 

*  And  I  know  well,  that  our  joint  income  should  be  ample  for 
the  next  four  or  five  years.  You  will  have  to  give  up  your  horse — ' 

*  I  should  think  nothing  of  that,  George ;  nothing.' 

*  And  that  is  all.  How  many  thousand  married  couples  are  there, 
do  you  suppose,  in  London,  who  are  now  living  on  less  than  w^hat 
our  income  wiU  be  ? ' 

*  Many  thousands,  doubtless.  But  very  few,  probably  not  one, 
so  living  happily,  when  the  husband  has  been  brought  up  in  such 
a  manner  as  has  been  Master  George  Bertram.' 

*  Caroline,  my  belief  is,  that  you  know  nothing  about  it.  Some 
of  your  would-be-grand  fHends  here  in  Littlebath  have  been  fright- 
ening you  on  the  score  of  income.' 

*  I  have  no  friend  in  Littlebath  to  whom  I  would  condescend  to 
%peak  on  such  a  matter,  except  aunt  Mary.'  Caroline's  tone  as 
she  said  this  showed  some  slight  ofience ;  but  not  more  than  she 
had  a  right  to  show. 

*  And  what  do  you  say,  aunt  Mary  ?  ' 

*  "Well,  I  really  agree  with  Caroline ;  I  really  do.' 

*  Ah,  she  has  talked  you  over.'     This  was  true. 

*  And  what  is  the  date.  Miss  Waddington,  that  you  are  now  kind 
enough  to  name  for  our  wedding-day  ?'  asked  George,  in  a  tone 
half  of  anger  and  half  of  banter.  To  Caroline's  ear,  the  anger 
seemed  to  predominate. 

'  The  day  after  you  shall  have  been  called  to  the  bar,  Mr.  Ber- 
tram. That  is,  if  the  press  of  two  such  great  events  together  will 
not  be  too  much  for  you.' 

*  Of  course  you  know  that  that  is  putting  it«off  for  nearly  three 
years  ? ' 

*  For  more  than  two,  I  believe,  certainly.' 

'  And  you  can  talk  quite  coolly  about  such  a  delay  as  that  ? ' 
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'  Not  quite  coolly,  George ;  but,  at  any  rate,  with  a  fixed  pur- 
pose.' 

*  And  am  not  I  then  to  have  a  fixed  purpose  also  ?  * 

*  Certainly,  dearest,  you  can.  You  can  say,  it'  you  are  cruel 
enough,  that  it  shall  be  postponed  for  two  years  again  after  that. 
Or  you  can  say,  if  you  will  do  so,  that  under  such  circumstances 
you  will  not  marry  me  at  all.  We  have  each  got  what  you  lawyers 
call  a  veto.  Now,  George,  I  put  my  veto  upon  poverty  for  you, 
and  discomfort,  and  an  untidy  house,  and  the  perils  of  a  complain- 
ing, fretful  wife.  If  I  can  ever  assist  you  to  be  happy,  and  pro- 
sperous, and  elate  before  the  world,  I  will  try  my  best  to  do  so ; 
but  I  will  not  come  to  you  like  a  clog  round  your  neck,  to  impede 
all  your  efforts  in  your  first  struggle  At  rising.  If  I  can  wait, 
George,  surely  you  can  ?  An  unfulfilled  engagement  can  be  no 
impediment  to  a  man,  whatever  it  may  be  to  a  girl.' 

It  may  have  been  perceived  by  this  time  that  Miss  Waddington 
was  not  a  person  easy  to  be  talked  over.  On  this  occasion,  Ber- 
tram failed  altogether  in  moving  her.  Even  though  at  one  moment 
aunt  Mary  had  almost  yielded  to  him,  Caroline  remained  steady  as 
a  rock.  None  of  his  eloquence — and  he  was  very  eloquent  on  the 
occasion — changed  her  at  all.  She  became  soft  in  her  tone,  and 
affectionate,  almost  caressing  in  her  manner ;  but  nothing  would 
induce  her  to  go  from  her  point.  Bertram  got  on  a  very  high 
horse,  and  spoke  of  the  engagement  as  being  thus  practically  broken 
off.  She  did  not  become  angry  or  declare  that  she  took  him  at  his 
word  ;  but  with  a  low  voice  she  said  that  she  was  aware  that  her 
determination  gave  him  an  option  in  the  matter.  He  would  cer- 
tainly be  justified  in  so  resolving ;  nay,  might  do  so  without  the 
slightest  stain  upon  his  faith.  She  herself  would  not  violate  the 
truth  by  saying  that  such  a  decision  would  give  her  pleasure  ;  that 
it  would — would — '  Here  for  the  first  time  she  became  rather 
agitated,  and  before  she  could  finish,  George  was  at  her  feet, 
swearing  that  he  could  not,  would  not  live  without  her;  that  she 
knew  that  he  could  not,  and  would  not  do  so. 

And  so  the  little  conference  ended.  George  had  certainly  gained 
nothing.  Caroline  had  gained  this,  that  she  had  made  known  her 
resolution,  and  had,  nevertheless,  not  lost  her  lover.  To  all  the 
expressions  of  her  determination  not  to  marry  till  Geol'ge  should 
be  a  barrister,  aunt  Mary  had  added  a  little  clause — that  such 
decision  might  at  any  moment  be  changed  by  some  new  act  of 
liberality  on  the  part  of  uncle  Bertram.  In  aunt  Mary's  mind, 
the  rich  uncle,  the  rich  grandfather,-  was  still  the  god  that  was  to 
come  down  upon  the  stage  and  relieve  them  from  their  great 
difficulty. 
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As  George  returned  to  town  with  his  friend,  his  love  was  not 
quite  so  triumphant  as  it  had  been  that  morning  on  his  road  to 
church. 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

THE   NEW  MEMBEB  FOB  THE   BATTEESEA  HAMLETS. 

I  MTJST  now  ask  my  readers  to  pass  over  two  years  with  me.  It  is 
a  terrible  gap  in  a  story ;  but  in  these  days  the  unities  are  not 
much  considered,  and  a  hiatus  which  would  formerly  have  been 
regarded  as  a  fault  utterly  fatal  is  now  no  more  than  a  slight  im- 
propriety. 

But  something  must  be  told  of  the  occurrences  of  these  two 
years.  In  the  first  place,  no  marriage  had  taken  place — that  is, 
among  our  personages  ;  nor  had  their  ranks  been  thinned  by  any 
death.  In  our  retrospective  view  we  will  give  the  pas  to  Mr.  Har- 
^ourt,  for  he  had  taken  the  greatest  stride  in  winning  that  world's 
success,  which  is  the  goal  of  all  our  ambition.  He  had  gone  on 
and  prospered  greatly ;  and  nowadays  all  men  at  the  bar  said  all 
manner  of  good  things  of  him.  He  was  already  in  Parliament  as 
the  honourable  member  for  the  Battersea  Hamlets,  and  was  not 
only  there,  but  listened  to  when  it  suited  him  to  speak.  But  when 
he  did  speak,  he  spoke  only  as  a  lawyer.  He  never  allowed  him- 
self to  be  enticed  away  from  his  own  profession  by  the  meretricious 
allurements  of  general  politics.  On  points  of  law  reform,  he  had 
an  energetic  opinion ;  on  matters  connected  with  justice,  he  had 
ideas  which  were  very  much  his  own — or  which  at  least  were 
stated  in  language  which  was  so ;  being  a  denizen  of  the  common 
law,  he  was  loud  against  the  delays  and  cost  of  Chancery,  and  was 
supposed  to  have  supplied  the  legal  details  of  a  very  telling  tale 
which  was  written  about  this  time  with  the  object  of  upsetting  the 
lord  chancellor  as  then  constituted. 

But  though  he  worked  as  a  member  only  in  legal  matters,  of 
course  he  was  always  ready  to  support  his  party  with  his  vote  in 
all  matters.  His  party !  here  had  been  his  great  difficulty  on  first 
entering  the  House  of  Commons.    What  should  be  his  party  ? 

He  had  worked  hard  as  a  lawyer.  In  so  doing  no  party  had 
been  necessary  to  him.  Honest  hard  work — honest,  that  is,  as  re- 
garded the  work  itself,  if  not  always  as  regarded  the  object.  Ho- 
nest hard  work,  and  some  cunning  in  the  method  of  his  eloquence, 
had  at  first  sufficed  him.     He  was  not  called  upon  to  have,  or  at 
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any  rate  to  state,  any  marked  political  tenets.  But  no  man  can 
rise  to  great  note  as  a  lawyer  without  a  party.  Opulence  without 
note  would  by  no  means  have  sufficed  with  Mr.  Harcourt. 

When,  therefore,  he  found  it  expedient  in  the  course  of  his  pro- 
fession to  go  into  Parliament,  and  with  this  object  presented  him- 
self to  the  inhabitants  of  the  Battersea  Hamlets,  it  was  necessary 
that  he  should  adopt  a  party.  At  that  time  the  political  watch- 
word of  the  day  was  the  repeal  of  the  com  laws.  Now  the  elec- 
tors of  the  Battersea  Hamlets  required  especially  to  know  whether 
Mr.  Harcourt  was  or  was  not  for  free  trade  in  corn. 

To  tell  the  truth,  he  did  not  care  two  straws  about  com.  He 
cored  only  for  law — for  that  and  what  was  to  be  got  by  it.  It  was 
necessary  that  he  should  assume  some  care  for  corn — learn  a  good 
deal  about  it,  perhaps,  so  as  to  be  able,  if  called  on,  to  talk  on  the 
subject  by  the  hour  at  a  stretch  ;  but  it  was  not  a  matter  on  which 
he  was  personally  solicitous  a  fortnight  or  so  before  he  began  his 
canvass. 

.  The  Conservatives  were  at  that  time  in,  and  were  declared  foes 
to  free  trade  in  corn.  They  were  committed  to  the  maintenance 
of  a  duty  on  imported  wheat — if  any  men  were  ever  politically 
committed  to  anything.  Indeed,  it  had  latterly  been  their  great 
shibboleth — latterly ;  that  is,  since  their  other  greater  shibboleths 
had  been  cut  from  under  their  feet. 

At  that  time  men  had  not  learnt  thoroughly  by  experience,  as 
now  they  have,  that  no  reform,  no  innovation — experience  almost 
justifies  us  in  saying  no  revolution — stinks  so  foully  in  the  nostrils 
of  an  English  Tory  politician  as  to  be  absolutely  irreconcilable  to 
him.  When  taken  m  the  refreshing  waters  of  office  any  such  pill 
can  be  swallowed.  This  is  now  a  fact  recognized  in  politics  ;  and 
it  is  a  great  point  gained  in  favour  of  that  party  that  their  power 
of  deglutition  should  be  so  recognized.  Let  the  people  want  what 
they  will,  Jew  senators,  cheap  com,  vote  by  ballot,  no  property 
qualification,  or  anything  else,  the  Tories  will  carry  it  for  them  if 
the  Whigs  cannot.  A  poor  Whig  premier  has  none  but  the  Libe- 
rals to  back  him  ;  but  a  reforming  Tory  will  be  backed  by  all  the 
world — except  those  few  whom  his  own  dishonesty  will  personally 
have  disgusted. 

But  at  that  time — some  twelve  or  fifteen  years  since — all  this 
was  not  a  part  of  the  political  ABC;  and  Harcourt  had  much 
doubt  in  his  own  mind  as  to  the  party  which  ought  to  be  blessed 
with  his  adherence.  Lord  chancellorships  and  lord  chief-justice- 
ships, though  not  enjoyed  till  middle  life,  or,  indeed,  till  the  even- 
ing of  a  lawyer's  days,  must,  in  fact,  be  won  or  lost  in  the  heyday 
of  his  career.   One  false  step  in  his  political  novitiate  may  cost  him 
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eveiytliing,  A.  man  when  known  as  a  recognized  Whig  may  fight, 
battle  after  battle  with  mercenary  electors,  sit  yawning  year  after 
year  till  twelve  o'clock,  ready  to  attack  on  every  point  the  tactics 
of  his  honourable  and  learned  friend  on  the  Treasury  seats,  and 
yet  see  junior  after  junior  rise  to  the  bench  before  him — and  all 
because  at  starting  he  decided  wrongly  as  to  his  party. 

If  Harcourt  had  predilections,  they  were  with  the  Whigs ;  but 
he  was  not  weak  enough  to  let  any  predilection  be  a  burden  to  hia 
interests.  Where  was  the  best  opening  for  him  ?  The  Tories — 
I  still  prefer  the  name,  as  being  without  definite  meaning ;  the  di-. 
rect  falsehood  implied  in  the  title  of  Conservative  amounts  almost 
to  a  libel — ^the  Tories  were  in ;  but  from  the  fact  of  being  in,  were 
always  liable  to  be  turned  out.  Then,  too,  they  were  of  course 
provided  with  attorneys  and  solicitors-general,  lords-advocate  and 
legal  hangers-on  of  every  sort.  The  coming  chances  might  be 
better  with  the  Whigs. 

Under  these  circumstances,  he  went  to  his  old  friend  Mr.  Die, 
Mr.  Neversaye  Die,  the  rich,  quiet,  hard-working,  old  chancery 
barrister,  to  whose  fostering  care  he  had  some  time  since  recom- 
mended his  friend  Bertram.  Every  one  has  some  quiet,  old,  fa- 
mily, confidential  friend ;  a  man  given  to  silence,  but  of  undoubted 
knowledge  of  the  world,  whose  experience  is  vast,  and  who,  though 
he  has  not  risen  in  the  world  himself,  is  always  the  man  to  help 
others  to  do  so.  Every  one  has.  such  a  friend  as  this,  and  Mr. 
Neversaye  Die  was  Harcourt' s  friend.  Mr.  Die  himself  was  sup- 
posed to  be  a  Tory,  quite  of  the  old  school,  a  Lord  Eldon  Tory ; 
Dut  Harcourt  knew  that  this  would  in  no  way  bias  his  judgment. 
The  mind  of  a  barrister  who  has  been  for  fifty  years  practising  in 
court  will  never  be  biassed  by  his  predilections. 

Mr.  Die  soon  understood  the  whole  matter.  His  young  friend 
Harcourt  was  going  into  Parliament  with  the  special  object  of  be- 
coming a  solicitor-general  as  soon  as  possible.  He  could  so  become 
by  means  only  of  two  moving  powers.  He  must  be  solicitor-gene- 
pal  either  to  the  Whigs  or  to  the  Tories.  To  which  he  should  be 
80  was  a  question  mainly  indifferent  to  Mr.  Harcourt  himself,  and 
also  to  Mr.  Die  in  framing  his  advice. 

Mr.  Die  himself  of  course  regarded  corn-law  repeal  as  an  inven* 
tion  of  the  devil.  He  had  lived  long  enough  to  have  regarded  Ca- 
tholic emancipation  and  Parliamentary  reform  in  the  same  light. 
Could  you  have  opened  his  mind,  you  would  probably  have  found 
there  a  settled  conviction  that  the  world  was  slowly  coming  to  an 
end,  that  end  being  brought  about  by  such  devilish  works  as  these., 
But  you  would  also  have  found  a  conviction  that  the  Three  per 
Centa.  would  last  hia  time,  and  tbat  \nB  iieM  iot  \\x^iv)Ajv3LT^Tai\^ht  with 
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safety  be  thrown  forward,  so  as  to  appertain  to  the  fourth  or  fifth, 
or,  perhaps,  even  to  the  tenth  or  twelfth  coming  generation.  Mr. 
Die  was  not,  therefore,  personally  wretched  lender  his  own  politi- 
cal creed. 

*  I  should  be  inclined  to  support  the  government  if  I  were 
going  into  Parliament  as  a  young  man,'  said  Mr.  Die. 

*  There  are  nine  seniors  of  mine  in  the  House  who  now  do  so.' 
By  seniors,  Mr.  Harcourt  alluded  to  his  s^iors  at  the  bar. 

*  Yes ;  but  they  like  young  blood  nowadays.  I  think  it's  th^ 
safest.' 

*  I  shall  never  carry  the  Battersea  Hamlets  unless  I  pledge  my- 
self on  this  corn-law  question.' 

*  Well,'  said  Mr.  Die — *  well ;  a  seat  is  certainly  a  great  thing, 
and  not  to  be  had  at  any  moment.  I  think  I  should  be  inclined  to 
yield  to  the  electors.' 

'  And  commit  myself  to  the  repeal  of  the  com  laws  ?' 

*  Commit  yourself!'  said  Mr.  Die,  with  a  gentle  smile.  *  A  public 
man  has  to  commit  himself  to  many  things  nowadays.  But  my  opir 
nion  is,  that — that  you  may  hold  the  popular  opinion  about  freetraaQ| 
and  be  not  a  whit  the  less  useful  to  Sir  Bobert  on  that  account.* 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  still  a  young  man,  and  was,  therefore,  excu- 
sable in  not  seeing  to  the  depths  of  Mr.  Die's  wisdom.  He  cer- 
tainly did  not  see  to  the  depth  of  it ;  but  he  had  come  to  his  oracle 
with  faith,  and  wisely  resolved  to  be  guided  by  wisdom  so  much 
superior  to  his  own. 

*  Never  bind  yourself  wantonly  to  an  expiring  policy,'  said  Mr^ 
Pie.  *  The  man  who  does  so  has  surely  to  unbind  himself;  and^ 
to  say  the  least  of  it,  that  always  takes  time.' 

So  Mr.  Harcourt  presented  himself  to  the  electors  of  the  Bat-r 
tcrjiea  Hamlets  as  a  man  very  anxious  in  their  behalf  in  all  things^ 
but  anxious  in  their  behalf  above  all  things  for  free  trade  in  com, 
*  Is  it  credible,  that  now,  in  this  year  of  grace  184-, — '  and  so  on. 
Such  were  the  eloquent  words  which  he  addressed  to  the  electorsi 
on  this  subject,  and  so  taken  were  they  by  his  enthusiasm  thatj 
they  returned  him  by  a  large  majority. 

Mr.  Dod,  therefore,  in  his  remarkably  useful  little  parliamenn 
tary  compendium,  put  down  Mr.  Harcourt  as  a  liberal :  this  he 
had  an  opportunity  of  doing:  immediately  after  Mr.  Harcourt's 
election :  in  his  next  edition,  however,  he  added,  *  but  supports^ 
the  general  policy  of  Sir  Bobert  Peel's  government.' 

Mr.  Harcourt  had  altogether  managed  this  little  affair  so  well 
that,  despite  his  youth,  despite  also  those  nine  political  seniors  of 
his,  men  Degan  to  talk  of  him  as  one  who  might  ahoYtl^  Vvor^^  \.^ 
fill  high  places.    He  made  himself  very  uae?u\  m  >^^  IS.oxx'e*^^  «sA. 
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did  80  in  a  quiet,  business-like,  unexciting  manner,  very  pleasant 
to  the  leading  politician  of  the  Treasury  bench. 

And  then  there  came  the  Irish  famme,  and  all  the  bindings  of 
all  the  Tories  were  scattered  to  the  winds  like  feathers.  The 
Irishman's  potato-pot  ceased  to  be  full,  and  at  once  the  great  ter- 
ritorial magnates  of  England  were  convinced  that  they  had  clung 
to  the  horns  of  a  false^  altar.  They  were  convinced ;  or  at  least 
had  to  acknowledge  such  conviction.  The  prime  minister  held 
short  little  debates  with  his  underlings — with  dukes  and  mar- 
quises, with  earls  and  viscounts ;  held  short  debates  with  them, 
but  allowed  to  no  underling — to  no  duke,  and  to  no  viscount — to 
have  any  longer  an  opinion  of  his  own.  The  altar  had  been  a 
false  altar :  it  was  enough  for  them  that  they  were  so  told.  With 
great  wisdom  the  majority  of  them  considered  that  this  was 
enough ;  and  so  the  bill  for  the  repeal  of  the  corn  laws  was  brought 
before  the  House,  and  the  world  knew  that  it  would  be  carried. 

And  now  there  was  a  great  opportunity  for  Mr.  Harcourt. 
He  could  support  the  prime  minister  and  merit  all  manner  of  legal 
generalships  without  any  self-unbinding.  Alas !  such  comfort  as 
this  can  only  belong  to  the  young  among  politicians !  Up  to  this 
period  he  had  meddled  only  with  law  questions.  Now  was  the 
time  for  'him  to  come  out  with  that  great  liberal  speech,  which 
should  merit  the  eternal  gratitude  of  the  Tory  leader.  Just  at 
the  time  at  which  we  recommence  our  tale  he  did  come  out  with  a 
very  great  liberal  speech,  in  which,  as  an  independent  member,  he 
vehemently  eulogized  the  daring  policy  of  that  great  man  who,  as 
he  said,  was  brave  enough,  and  wise  enough,  and  good  enough  to 
save  his  country  at  the  expense  of  his  party.  Whether  there  were 
not  men  who  could  have  saved  their  country  without  betraying 
their  friends — who  would  have  done  so  had  not  Sir  Robert  been 
ready  with  his  apostasy :  who  in  fact  did  so  by  forcing  Sir  Robert 
to  his  apostasy — as  to  that,  Mr.  Harcourt  then  said  nothing. 
What  might  not  be  expected  from  the  hands  of  a  man  so  eulo- 
gized ?  of  a  man  who  was  thus  able  to  keep  the  votes  of  the  Tories 
and  carry  the  measures  of  the  Liberals  ?  of  a  man  of  whom  it  might 
now  be  predicted  that  his  political  power  would  end  only  with  his 
political  life  ?  We  should  be  going  on  too  fast  were  we  to  declare 
in  how  few  months  after  this  triumph  that  great  political  chief- 
tain was  driven  from  the  Treasury  bench. 

Mr.  Harcourt's  name  was  now  mentioned  in  all  clubs  and  all 

dining-rooms.  He  was  an  acute  and  successful  lawyer,  an  eloquent 

debater,  and  a  young  man.     The  world  was  at  his  feet,  and  Mr. 

J?ie  was  rerjr proud  of  him.    Mr.  Die  was  proud  of  him,  and  proud 

sJso  of  hia  own  advice.     He  said  nottimg  «^o\3l\.  ife  ^n^tl  to  Har- 
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court  himself,  for  to  Mr.  Die  had  been  given  the  gift  of  reticence; 
but  his  old  eye  twinkled  as  his  wisdom  was  confessed  by  the  youth 
at  his  feet.  *  In  politics  one  should  always  look  forward,'  he  said, 
as  he  held  up  to  the  light  the  glass  of  old  port  which  he  was  about 
to  sip ;  *  in  real  life  it  is  better  to  look  back, — if  one  has  any- 
thing to  look  back  at.'  Mr.  Die  had  something  to  look  back  at. 
He  had  sixty  thousand  pounds  in  the  funds. 

And  now  we  must  say  a  word  of  Mr.  Harcourt,  with  reference 
to  the^  other  persons  of  our  story.  He  was  still  very  intimate 
with  Bertram,  but  he  hardly  regarded  him  in  the  same  light  as  he 
bad  done  two  years  before.  Bertram  had  not  hitherto  justified 
the  expectation  of  his  friends.  This  must  be  explained  more  at 
length  in  the  next  two  chapters  ;  but  the  effect  on  Harcourt  had 
been  that  he  no  longer  looked  up  with  reverence  to  his  friend's 
undoubted  talents.  He  had  a  lower  opinion  of  him  than  for- 
merly. Indeed,  he  himself  had  risen  so  quickly  that  he  had  left 
Bertram  immeasurably  below  him,  and  the  difference  in  their  pur- 
suits naturally  brought  them  together  less  frequently  than  here- 
tofore. 

But  if  Harcourt  was  less  concerned  than  he  had  been  with 
George  Bertram  junior,  he  was  much  more  concerned  than  he  had 
been  with  George  Bertram  senior.  He  had  in  former  days  known 
nothing  of  the  old  merchant :  now  he  was,  within  certain  bounds, 
almost  intimate  with  him ;  occasionally  dined  down  at  Hadley, 
and  frequently  consulted  him  on  money  matters  of  deep  import. 

With  Miss  Baker,  also,  and  Caroline  Waddington,  Mr.  Har- 
court was  intimate.  Between  him  and  Miss  Baker  there  existed 
a  warm  friendship,  and  with  Caroline,  even,  he  was  on  such  terms 
that  she  often  spoke  to  him  as  to  the  deep  troubles  of  her  Iovq 
and  engagement.  For  these  were  deep  troubles,  as  will  be  seen 
also  in  the  coming  chapters. 

George  Bertram  had  been  told  by  Miss  Baker  that  Caroline 
was  the  granddaughter  of  old  Mr.  Bertram,  and  George  in  his 
confidence  with  his  Mend  had  told  him  the  secret.  Indeed, 
there  had  been  hardly  any  alternative,  for  George  had  been  driven 
to  consult  his  friend  more  than  once  as  to  this  delay  in  his  mar- 
riage ;  and  who  can  ever  considt  a  friend  with  advantage  on  any 
subject  without  telling  him  all  the  circumstances  ? 

l!t  was  after  this  that  Harcourt  and  Miss  Baker  became  so  inti- 
mate. The  ladies  at  Littlebath  had  many  troubles,  and  during 
those  troubles  the  famous  young  barrister  was  very  civil  to  them. 
In  the  latter  of  those  two  years  that  are  now  gone,  circumstances 
had  brought  them  up  to  London  for  a  coupVe  o?  TCLati>i)ci^  \cl  Skv^ 
spring;  and  then  they  saw  much  of  Mr.  Haxco\sit,\i\vJbTic?0«xxi%^^ 
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George  Bertram,  though  George  was  still  the  affianced  husband  of 
Miss  Waddington. 


CHAPTEE  XVir. 

HETEOSPECTITE. — ^TIItST   TEAB. 


George  Bebtbam  had  returned  to  town  that  Sunday  after  th6 
conference  in  Miss  Baker's  little  room  not  in  the  very  best  of 
moods.  He  had  talked  glibly  enough  on  his  way  back,  because  it 
had  been  necessary  for  him  to  hide  his  chagrin :  but  he  had  done 
BO  in  a  cynical  tone,  which  had  given  Harcourt  to  understand  that 
something  was  wrong.  For  some  ten  days  after  that  there  had 
been  no  intercourse  between  him  and  Littlebath :  and  then  he 
had  written  a  letter  to  Caroline,  full  of  argument,  full  also  of  ten- 
derness, in  which  he  essayed  to  move  her  from  her  high  resolve. 
He  had  certainly  written  strongly,  if  not  well.  *  He  was  working,' 
lie  said,  *  nearly  as  hard  as  a  man  could  work,  in  order  to  ensure 
success  for  her.  Nothing,  he  was  aware,  but  the  idea  that  he  was 
already  justified  in  looking  on  her  as  his  wife  would  have  induced 
}iim  to  labour  so  strictly ;  and  for  this  he  was  grateful  to  her.  She 
had  given  him  this  great  and  necessary  incitement ;  and  he  there- 
fore thanked  God  that  he  had  on  his  shoulders  the  burden,  as  well 
as  in  his  heart  the  blessing,  of  such  an  engagement.  But  the 
strain  would  be  too  great  for  him  if  the  burden  were  to  remain 
present  to  him  daily,  while  the  blessing  was  to  be  postponed  for 
so  long  a  time.  He  had  already  felt  his  spirits  numbed  and  his 
energy  weakened.  It  seemed  to  him  in  all  his  daily  work  that  his 
great  hope  had  been  robbed  from  him.  His  dreams  told  him  that 
he  was  to  be  happy,  but  his  waking  moments  brought  him  back 
to  disappointment.  He  knew  that  he  could  not  endure  it,  that 
he  could  not  remain  there  at  his  post,  diligent  as  he  fain  would  be, 
if  his  reward  were  to  be  postponed  for  so  long.  As  being  under 
a  holy  engagement  to  you,'  he  wrote,  perhaps  almost  too  solemnly, 
*  I  have  given  up  that  sort  of  life  to  which  my  natural  disposition 
might  have  led  me.  Do  not  suppose  that  I  say  this  with  regret. 
I  rejoice  to  have  done  so,  rejoice  to  be  so  doing ;  but  it  is  for  you 
that  I  do  it.  Should  I  not  look  to  you  for  my  reward  P  Granting 
that  there  may  be  risk,  shall  not  I  share  it  ?  Supposing  that 
there  may  be  suffering,  shall  not  I  endure  it  ?  And  if  a  man  with 
his  best  efforts  may  protect  a  woman  from  suffering,  I  will  protect 

you. '    So  he  had  written,  and  had  ended  by  imploring  her  to  let 

t/iew  be  married  that  autumn. 


BETROSPECTIVE.— FIEST  YEAR.  171 

By  return  of  post  he  got  three  lines  from  her,  calling  him  her 
dearest,  dearest  George,  and  requesting  that  he  would  allow  her 
a  week  to  answer  his  letter  at  length.  It  could  not  he  answered 
without  deep  thought.  This  gratified  him  much,  and  he  wrote 
another  note  to  her,  hegging  her  on  no  account  to  hurry  herself; 
that  he  would  wait  for  her  reply  with  the  utmost  patience ;  but 
again  imploring  her  to  be  merciful.  It  was,  however,  apparent 
in  the  tone  of  his  note,  apparent  at  least  to  Caroline,  that  he 
judged  the  eloquence  of  his  letter  to  be  unanswerable,  and  that 
he  was  already  counting  on  her  surrender.  This  lessened  the 
effect  of  it  on  Caroline's  heart : — for  when  first  received  it  had 
had  a  strong  effect. 

On  that  first  morning,  when  she  read  it  in  her  bedroom  be- 
fore  she  went  down  to  breakfast,  it  certainly  had  a  strong  effect 
on  her.  She  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  say  nothing 
about  it  to  her  aunt,  at  any  rate  on  that  day.  Her  aunt  would 
have  advised  her  to  yield  at  once,  and  she  would  have  preferred 
some  counsellor  of  a  sterner  sort.  So  she  put  the  letter  in  her 
pocket,  went  down  tranquilly  to  breakfast,  and  after  breakfast 
wrote  the  note  which  we  have  mentioned. 

All  that  day  she  thought  about  it  to  herself,  and  all  the  next 
day.  On  the  evening  of  the  second  day  she  had  all  but  brought 
herself  to  give  in.  Then  came  George's  note,  and  the  fancied  tone 
of  triumph  hardened  her  heart  once  more.  On  the  evening  of 
that  diiy  she  was  firm  to  her  principles.  She  had  acted  hitherto, 
and  would  continue  to  act,  according  to  the  course  she  had  laid 
down  for  herself. 

On  the  fourth  day  she  was  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  alone — 
for  her  aunt  had  gone  out  of  Littlebath  for  the  day — when  Adela 
Gtiuntlet  came  to  call  on  her.  Adela  she  knew  would  counsel  her 
to  yield,  and  therefore  she  would  certainly  not  have  gone  to  Adela 
for  advice.  But  she  was  sad  at  heart ;  and  sitting  there  with  the 
letter  among  her  threads  and  needles  before  her,  she  gradually 
found  it  impossible  not  to  talk  of  it — to  talk  of  it,  and  at  last  to 
hand  it  over  to  be  read. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  at  all  as  to  the  nature  of  Adela's  ad- 
vice; but  Caroline  had  had  no  conception  of  the  impetuosity  of 
matured  conviction  on  the  subject,  of  the  impassioned  eloquence 
with  which  that  advice  would  be  given.  She  had  been  far  from 
thinking  that  Adela  had  any  such  power  of  passion. 

*  Well,'  said  she,  as  Adela  slowly  folded  the  sheet  and  put  it 
back  into  its  envelope ;  *  well ;  what  answer  shall  I  make  to  it  ? ' 

*Can  you  doubt,  Caroline?'  said  Adela,  at\A.Mi«»  ^xms^^'O^ 
eyes  »hone  aa  Caroline  had  never  before  Sjceix  tViem  ^\T2l<&. 
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*  Indeed,  I  do  doubt ;  doubt  very  much.  Not  that  I  ought  to 
doubt.  What  I  knew  to  be  wise  a  week  ago,  I  know  also  to  be 
wise  now.  But  one  is  so  weak,  and  it  is  so  hard  to  refuse  those 
whom  we  love.' 

*  Hard,  indeed !'  said  Adela.  *  To  my  thinking,  a  woman  would 
have  a  stone  instead  of  a  heart  who  could  refuse  such  a  request  as 
that  from  a  man  to  whom  she  has  confessed  her  love.' 

*  But  because  you  love  a  man,  would  you  wish  to  make  a  beggar 
ofhim?' 

*  We  are  too  much  afraid  of  what  we  call  beggary,'  said  Adela. 
*  Beggary,  Caroline,  with  four  hundred  pounds  a  year !  You  had 
no  right  to  accept  a  man  if  you  intended  to  decline  to  live  with 
him  on  such  an  income  as  that.  He  should  make  no  request ;  it 
should  come  from  him  as  a  demand.' 

*  A  demand  ?     No  ;  his  time  for  demands  has  not  yet  come.' 

*  But  it  has  come  if  you  are  true  to  your  word.  You  should 
have  thought  of  all  this,  and  no  doubt  did  think  of  it,  before  you 
accepted  him.     You  have  no  right  now  to  make  him  wretched.' 

*  And,  therefore,  I  will  not  make  him  poor.' 

*  Poor,  poor !  How  fearfully  afraid  we  are  of  poverty !  Is  there 
nothing  worse  than  poverty,  what  you  call  poverty — poverty  that 
cannot  have  its  gowns  starched  above  once  a  week  ?  '  Caroline 
stared  at  her,  but  Adela  went  on.  *  Broken  hearts  are  not  half  so 
bad  as  that ;  nor  daily  tears  and  disappointed  hopes,  nor  dry,  dull, 
dead,  listless  despondency  without  one  drop  of  water  to  refresh  it! 
All  that  is  as  nothing  to  a  well-grounded  apprehension  as  to  one's 
larder !  Never  marry  till  you  are  sure  that  will  be  full,  let  the 
heart  bo  ever  so  empty.' 

'Adela!' 

*  For  others  there  may  be  excuse,'  she  continued,  thinking  then, 
as  always,  of  that  scene  at  West  Putford,  and  defending  to  herself 
him  whom  to  herself  she  so  often  accused ;  *  but  for  you  there  can 
be  none.  If  you  drive  him  from  you  now,  whatever  evil  may 
befall  him  will  lie  like  a  weight  of  lead  upon  your  heart.  If  you 
refuse  him  now,  he  is  not  the  man  to  take  it  quietly  and  wait.' 

*  I  can  live  without  him.' 

*  Yes ;  it  is  your  pride  to  say  so ;  and  I  believe  you  could  live 
without  him.  But  I  think  too  well  of  you  to  believe  that  you 
could  live  happily  without  him  ;  nor  will  he  be  happy  without  you. 
You  will  both  be  proud,  and  stony-hearted,  and  wretched — stony- 
hearted at  least  in  appearance;  not  fortunate  enough  to  become  so 
in  reality.' 

'  Why,  Adela^  one  would  think  that  you  yourself  were  the  victim 
of  some  pa88ion  nipped  in  its  bud  \)y  a  ctu€\  ^xxxdeii^i^,' 
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'  And  so  I  am.'  As  she  said  this  she  rose  from  her  seat  as  though 
she  intended,  standing  there  before  her  companion,  to  go  on  with 
her  impassioned  warning.  But  the  effect  was  too  much  for  her ; 
and  falling  down  on  her  knees,  with  her  face  buried  in  her  hands, 
she  rested  them  on  the  sofa,  and  gave  way  to  sobs  and  tears. 

Caroline  was  of  course  much  shocked,  and  did  what  she  could 
to  relieve  her ;  but  Adela  merely  begged  that  she  might  be  left  to 
herself  one  minute.  *  One  minute,'  she  said,  plaintively,  in  a  voice 
80  different  from  that  she  had  used  just  now ;  '  one  minute  and  I 
shall  be  well  again.  I  have  been  very  foolish,  but  never  say  any- 
thing about  it ;  never,  never,  not  to  any  one ;  promise  me,  promise 
me,  Caroline.  Dear  Caroline,  you  do  promise  me  ?  No  one  knows 
it ;  no  one  must  know  it.' 

Caroline  did  promise ;  but  with  a  natural  curiosity  she  wanted 
to  know  the  whole  story.  Adela,  however,  would  tell  her  nothing, 
would  say  no  more  about  herself.  In  the  agony  of  her  strong 
feeling  she  had  once  pointed  to. herself  as  a  beacon;  but  even  she 
herself  could  not  endure  to  do  this  again.  She  would  say  nothing 
further  about  that ;  but  in  a  more  plaintive  and  softer  tone  she 
did  not  cease  to  implore  her  friend  not  to  throw  away  from  her  the 
rich  heart  which  was  still  within  her  grasp. 

A  scene  such  as  this  could  not  but  have  an  effect  on  Caroline ; 
but  it  did  not  ultimately  have  that  which  Adela  had  wished.  It 
was  Miss  Waddington's  doctrine  that  she  should  not  under  any 
circumstances  of  life  permit  herself  to  be  carried  away  by  passion. 
"Why  then  should  she  allow  Adela' s  passion  to  convmce  her? 
"What  were  the  facts  ?  Of  Adela's  own  case  she  knew  nothing. 
It  might  be  that  she  had  been  cruelly  treated.  Her  friends,  her 
lover,  or  even  she  herself  might  have  been  in  fault.  But  it  would 
surely  be  the  extreme  of  folly  for  her,  Caroline  Waddington,  to 
allow  herself  to  be  actuated  by  the  example  of  one  who  had  not 
even  shown  her  of  what  that  example  consisted. 

The  upshot  of  it  all  was,  that  at  the  end  of  the  week  she  wrote 
to  George,  declaring  that,  grieved  as  she  was  to  grieve  him,  she 
felt  herself  obliged  to  adhere  to  her  former  resolution.  She  also 
wrote  strongly,  and  perhaps  with  more  force  of  logic  than  her  lover 
had  done.  *  1  trust  the  time  will  come,'  she  said,  *  when  you  will 
acknowledge  that  I  have  been  right.  But  of  this  I  am  quite  sure, 
that  were  I  now  to  yield  to  you,  the  time  would  come  very  quickly 
when  you  would  acknowledge  me  to  have  been  wrong ;  and  that 
you  should  then  think  me  to  have  been  wrong  would  kill  me. 
I  am  not,  I  know,  fitted,  either  by  disposition  or  education,  to  be 
ft  poor  man's  wife.  I  say  this  with  no  pride  •,  t\vow^\i  \i  ^o\v.<:?aa^%^ 
to  take  it  for  pride,  I  cannot  help  myself.    IS  ox  oc^  ^oM^XXfc^^*^ 
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be  the  husband  of  a  poor  wife.  Your  love  and  enthusiasm  now 
make  you  look  on  want  as  a  slight  evil ;  but  have  you  ever  tried 
want  ?  Since  you  left  school,  have  you  not  haj^  everything  that 
money  could  buy  you  ?  Have  you  ever  been  called  on  to  deny 
yourself  any  reasonable  wish  ?  Never,  I  believe.  Nor  have  I. 
.  W  hat  right  have  we  then  to  suppose  that  we  can  do  that  for  each 
other  which  we  have  never  yet  done  for  ourselves? 

*  Tou  talk  of  the  misery  of  waiting.  Is  it  not  because  you  have 
as  yet  known  no  misery  ?  Have  not  all  men  to  wait  who  look  for 
success  in  life  ? — to  work,  and  wait,  and  bide  their  time  ?  Your 
present  work  is,  I  know,  too  hard.  In  whatever  you  do,  you  have 
too  much  enthusiasm.  Do  not  kill  yourself  by  work.  For  my 
sake,  if  I  may  still  plead  my  own  sake,  do  not  do  so.  You  say 
you  have  given  up  that  sort  of  life  to  which  your  disposition  would 
have  led  you.  I  do  not  believe  your  disposition  to  be  bad,  and  I 
should  be  grieved  to  think  that  you  debar  yourself  from  pleasures 
that  are  not  bad  because  you  are  engaged  to  me.'  There  was  that 
in  the  eagerness  of  Bertram's  protestations  on  this  point  which 
could  not  but  be  flattering  to  any  girl ;  but  Caroline,  when  she 
thought  of  it,  did  not  wish  to  be  so  flattered.  She  required  less 
passion  in  her  lover  and  more  judgment.  She  wanted  him  to  be 
more  awake  to  the  fact  that  the  true  meaning  of  their  engage- 
ment was  this,  that  they  two  should  join  themselves  topjether  in 
their  world's  battle,  in  order  that  together  each  might  fight  that 
battle  more  successfully  than  either  of  them  could  do  apart. 

*  I  write  this  with  great  grief,'  she  continued,  '  as  I  know  that 
what  I  write  will  grieve  you.  But  I  write  it  under  a  conviction 
that  I  am  doing  my  duty  by  you.  I  am  ready,  however,  to  ac- 
knowledge that  such  a  delay  may  not  be  in  consonance  with  your 
intentions  when  you  proposed  to  me.  That  neither  of  us  have 
deceived  the  other  wilfully  I  am  quite  sure ;  but  it  may  be  that 
we  have  misunderstood  each  other.  If  so,  dear  George,  let  all  this 
be  as  though  it  had  never  been.  I  do  not  say  this  on  my  own 
behalf.  If  you  so  wish  it,  I  am  ready  to  hold  myself  as  yours,  and 
to  wait.  Eeady,  I  have  said !  That  is  a  cold  word,  and  you  may 
supply  any  other  that  your  heart  wishes.  But  if  this  waiting  be 
contrary  to  your  wishes,  be  what  you  are  not  willing  to  endure, 
then  consider  the  matter  as  altogether  in  your  own  hands.  I  cer- 
tainly have  no  right  to  bind  you  to  my  will ;  all  that  I  ask  in  such 
case  is,  that  your  decision  shall  not  be  delayed.' 

Such  was  Miss  Waddington's  letter ;  a  portion  of  it,  at  least, 
for  not  above  the  half  has  been  given  here.  Its  efl^ect  upon  Ber- 
tram had  not  been  exhilarating.  In  his  heart  he  called  her  cold 
and  heartless,  and  at  first  resolved  to  take  her  at  her  word  and 
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break  off  from  ber.  He  would  willingly  have  done  so  as  far  as  she 
was  concerned ;  but  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  do  it  on  his  own 
part.  He  could  not  endure  to  part  with  her,  though  he  would 
willingly  have  punished  her  by  telling  her  that  she  had  forfeited 
her  claim  to  him.  As  it  was,  he  did  nothing.  For  three  weeks  he 
neither  answered  the  letter  nor  went  near  her,  nor  gave  her  any 
token  that  he  was  thinking  about  her. 

Then  came  a  note  from  Miss  Baker,  asking  him  to  come  to 
Littlebath.  It  was  good-humoured,  playful,  almost  witty;  too 
much  so  for  Miss  Baker's  unassisted  epistle-craft,  and  he  at  once 
saw  that  Caroline  had  dictated  it.  Her  heart  at  any  rate  was  light. 
He  answered  it  by  one  equally  good-humoured  and  playful,  and 
perhaps  more  witty,  addressed  of  course  to  Miss  Baker,  in  which 
he  excused  himself  at  present  in  consequence  of  the  multiplicity  of 
his  town  engagements.  It  was  June,  and  he  could  not  get  away 
without  making  himself  guilty  of  all  manner  of  perjuries ;  but  in 
August  he  would  certainly  take  Littlebath  on  his  way  to  Scotland. 

lie  had  intended  that  every  light  word  should  be  a  dagger  in 
Caroline's  bosom  ;  but  there  was  not  a  pin's  prick  in  the  whole  of 
it.  Sullen  grief  on  his  part  would  have  hurt  her.  And  it  would 
have  hurt  her  had  he  taken  her  at  her  word  and  annulled  their  en- 
gagement ;  for  she  had  begun  to  find  that  she  loved  him  more  than 
she  had  thought  possible.  She  had  talked  in  her  prudence,  and 
written  in  her  prudence,  of  giving  him  up ;  but  when  the  time 
came  in  which  she  might  expect  a  letter  from  him,  saying  that  so 
it  should  be,  her  heart  did  tremble  at  the  postman's  knock ;  she 
did  feel  that  she  had  something  to  fear.  But  his  joyous,  clever, 
laughing  answer  to  her  aunt  was  all  that  she  could  wish.  Though 
she  loved  him,  she  could  wait ;  though  she  loved  him,  she  did  not 
wish  him  to  be  sad  when  he  was  away  from  her.  She  had  reason 
and  measure  in  her  love  ;  but  it  was  love  as  she  began  to  find — 
almost  to  her  own  astonishment. 

George  had  alluded  not  untruly  to  his  own  engagements.  On 
the  day  after  he  received  Caroline's  letter  he  shut  up  Coke  upon 
Lyttleton  for  that  term,  and  shook  the  dust  off  his  feet  on  the 
threshold  of  Mr.  Die's  chambers.  "Why  should  he  work  ?  why  sit 
there  filling  his  brain  with  cobwebs,  pouring  over  old  fusty  rules 
couched  in  obscure  languages,  and  useful  only  for  assisting  man- 
kind to  cheat  each  other  ?  He  had  an  object ;  but  that  was  gone. 
He  had  wished  to  prove  to  one  heart,  to  one  soul,  that,  young  as 
lie  was,  poor  as  he  was,  she  need  not  fear  to  trust  herself  to  his 
guardianship.  Despite  his  musty  toils,  she  did  fear.  Therefore, 
he  would  have  no  more  of  them.  No  more  of  them  at  any  rate 
then,  while  the  sun  was  shining  so  brightly.     So  he  went  down  to 
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Bicbmond  with  Twistleton  and  Maddon,  and  Hopgood  and  For- 
tesque.  Heaven  knows  what  they  did  when  they  got  back  to 
town  that  night — or,  rather,  perhaps  heaven's  enemy.  And  why 
not  ?  Caroline  did  not  care  whether  or  no  he  amused  himself  as 
other  men  do.  For  her  sake  he  had  kept  himself  from  these  things. 
As  she  was  indifferent,  why  need  he  care  ?  He  cared  no  longer. 
There  was  no  more  law  that  term  ;  no  more  eulogy  from  gratified 
Mr.  Die  ;  but  of  jovial  days  at  Bichmond  or  elsewhere  there  were 
plenty  ;  plenty  also  of  jovial  Bacchanalian  nights  in  London.  Miss 
Waddington  had  been  very  prudent ;  but  there  might  perhaps 
have  been  a  prudence  yet  more  desirable. 

He  did  go  down  to  Littlebath  on  his  way  to  Scotland,  and  re- 
mained there  three  days.  He  made  up  his  mind  as  he  journeyed 
down  to  say  nothing  about  their  late  correspondence  to  Caroline 
till  she  should  first  speak  of  it ;  and  as  she  had  come  to  an  exactly 
similar  resolution  on  her  part,  and  as  both  adhered  to  their  inten- 
tions, it  so  fell  out  that  nothing  in  the  matter  was  said  by  either 
of  them.  Caroline  was  quite  satisfied ;  but  not  so  Bertram.  He 
again  said  to  himself  that  slie  was  cold  and  passionless  ;  as  cold  as 
she  is  beautiful,  he  declared  as  he  walked  home  to  the  *  Plough.' 
How  very  many  young  gentlemen  have  made  the  same  soliloquy 
when  their  mistresses  have  not  been  so  liberal  as  they  would  have 
had  them ! 

The  lovers  passed  the  three  days  together  at  Littlebath  with  ap- 
parent satisfaction.  They  rode  together,  and  walked  together,  and 
on  one  evening  danced  together ;  nay,  they  talked  together,  and 
Miss  Baker  thought  that  everything  was  smooth.  But  Bertram, 
as  he  went  off  to  Scotland,  said  to  himself  that  she  was  very,  very 
cold,  and  began  to  question  with  himself  whether  she  did  really 
love  him. 

*  Do  write  to  me,  and  tell  me  what  sport  you  have,'  Caroline  had 
said  when  he  went  away.  What  a  subject  for  a  woman  to  choose 
for  her  lover's  letters  !  She  never  said,  *  Write,  write  often  ;  and 
always  when  you  write,  swear  that  you  love  me.'  '  Oh,  yes,  I'll 
write,'  said  Bertram,  laughing.  *  I'll  give  you  a  succinct  account 
of  every  brace.'  *  And  send  some  of  them  too,'  said  Miss  Baker. 
*  Certainly,'  said  George ;  and  so  he  did. 

He  was  joined  with  Harcourt  and  one  or  two  others  in  this  trip 
to  Scotland,  and  it  was  then  that  he  told  his  friend  how  much  he 
was  disturbed  by  Miss  Waddington's  obstinacy ;  and  how  he 
doubted,  not  as  to  her  heart  being  his,  but  as  to  her  having  a  heart 
to  belong  to  any  one.  In  answer  to  this,  Harcourt  gave  him  pretty 
nearly  the  same  counsel  as  she  had  done.  *  Wait,  my  dear  fellow, 
with  a  little  patience ;  you'll  have  lota  oi  \.vHi^\i«^Qit^  ^o\l  for  mar- 
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ried  troubles:  What's  the  use  of  a  man  having  half-a-score  of  chil- 
dren round  him  just  when  he  is  beginning  to  enjoy  life  ?  It  is  that 
that  Miss  Waddington  thinks  about ;  though,  of  course,  she  can't 
teU  you  so.' 

And  then,  also — ^that  is  to  say,  on  some  occasion  a  little  subse- 
quent to  the  conversation  above  alluded  to — Bertram  also  told  his 
friend  what  he  knew  of  Miss  "Waddington's  birth. 

*  Whew-w-w,'  whistled  Harcourt ;  *  is  that  the  case  ?  Well,  now 
I  am  surprised.' 

*  It  isj  indeed.' 

*  And  he  has  agreed  to  the  marriage  ?' 

^  He  knows  of  it,  and  has  not  disagreed.  Indeed,  he  made  some 
peddling  little  offer  about  money.' 

*  But  what  has  he  said  to  you  about  it  ?* 

*  Nothing,  not  a  word.  I  have  only  seen  him  once  since  Christ- 
mas, and  then  I  did  not  speak  of  it ;  nor  did  he.' 

Harcourt  asked  fifty  other  questions  on  the  matter,  all  eagerly, 
as  though  he  considered  this  newly-learned  fact  to  be  of  the  great- 
est importance  :  all  of  which  Bertram  answered,  till  at  last  he  was 
tired  of  talking  of  his  uncle. 

*I  cannot  see  that  it  makes  any  difference,'  said  he,  'whose 
granddaughter  she  is.' 

*  But  it  does  make  the  greatest  difference.  I  own  that  I  am  sur- 
prised now  that  Miss  Waddington  should  wish  to  delay  the  mar- 
riage. I  thought  I  understood  her  feelings  and  conduct  on  the; 
matter,  and  must  say  that  I  regarded  them  as  admirable.  But  I 
cannot  quite  understand  her  now.  It  certainly  seems  to  me  that 
with  such  a  guarantee  as  that  she  needs  be  afraid  of  nothing. 
Whichever  of  you  he  selected,  it  would  come  to  the  same  thing.' 

*  Harcourt,  if  she  would  marry  me  tomorrow  because  by  doing 
80  she  would  make  sure  of  my  uncle's  money,  bv  heaven,  1  would 
not  take  her !  If  she  will  not  take  me  for  myself,  and  what  I  can 
do  for  her,  she  may  let  me  alone.'  Thus  maiestically  spoke  Ber- 
tram,  sitting  with  his  friend  on  the  side  of  a  Scottish  mountain, 
with  a  flask  of  brandy  and  a  case  of  sandwiches  between  them. 

'  Then,'  said  Harcourt,  *  you  are  an  ass ;'  and  as  he  spoke  he 
finished  the  flask. 

Bertram  kept  his  word,  and  told  his  lady-love  all  particulars  as 
to  the  game  he  killed ;  some  particulars  also  he  gave  her  as  to 
scenery,  as  to  his  friends,  and  as  to  Scotch  people.  He  wrote  nice^ 
chatty,  amusing  letters,  such  as  most  people  love  to  get  from  their 
friends  ;  but  he  said  little  or  nothing  about  love.  Once  or  twice 
he  ventured  to  tell  her  of  some  pretty  girl  t\iat  "Vie  t£\^\.^  Q?l  ^wss.^ 
kdventure  with  a  laird'a  daughter ;  nay,  iiiamvxate^^axji^'va.^  'O^vaJi* 
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he  had  not  escaped  from  it  quite  hearfc-whole.  Caroline  answered 
his  letter  in  the  same  tone ;  told  him,  with  excellent  comedy,  of 
the  leading  facts  of  life  in  Littlebath ;  recommended  him  by  all 
means  to  go  back  after  the  laird^s  daughter ;  described  the  joy  of 
her  heart  at  unexpectedly  meeting  Mr.  M*Gkibbery  in  the  pump- 
room,  and  her  subsequent  disappointment  at  hearing  that  there 
was  now  a  Mrs.  M'Gabbery.  He  had  married  that  Miss  Jones, 
of  whom  the  parental  Potts  had  so  strongly  disapproved.  All  this 
was  very  nice,  very  amusing,  and  very  friendly.  But  Bertram,  as 
a  lover,  knew  that  he  was  not  satisfied. 

When  he  had  done  with  the  grouse  and  the  laird's  daughter  he 
went  to  Oxford,  but  he  did  not  then  go  again  to  Littlebath.  He 
went  to  Oxford,  and  from  thence  to  Arthur  Wilkinson's  parsonage. 
Here  he  saw  much  of  Adela ;  and  consoled  himself  by  talking  with 
her  about  Caroline.  To  her  he  did  not  conceal  his  great  anger. 
While  he  was  still  writiug  good-humoured,  witty  letters  to  his  be- 
trothed, he  was  saying  of  her  to  Adela  Gauntlet  things  harsh — 
harsher  perhaps  in  that  they  were  true. 

*  I  had  devoted  myself  to  her,'  he  said.  *  I  was  working  for  her 
as  a  galley-slave  works,  and  was  contented  to  do  it.  I  would  have 
borne  anything,  risked  anything,  endured  anything,  if  she  would 
have  borne  it  with  me.  All  that  I  have  should  have  gone  to  shield 
her  from  discomfort.  I  love  her  still.  Miss  Gauntlet ;  it  is  perhaps 
my  misery  that  I  love  her.  But  I  can  never  love  her  now  as  I 
should  have  done  had  she  come  to  me  then.' 

*  How  can  I  work  now  ?'  he  said  again.  *  I  shall  be  called  to  the 
bar  of  course ;  there  is  no  difficulty  in  that ;  and  may  perhaps  earn 
what  will  make  us  decently  respectable.  But  the  spurit,  the  high 
spirit  is  gone.  She  is  better  pleased  that  it  should  oe  so.  She  is 
intolerant  of  enthusiasm.  Is  it  not  a  pity,  Miss  Gauutlet,  that  we 
should  be  so  different  ?' 

What  could  Adela  say  to  him  ?  Every  word  that  he  uttered  was 
to  her  a  truth — -a  weary,  melancholy  truth  ;  a  repetition  of  that 
truth  which  was  devouring  her  own  heart.  She  sympathized  with 
him  fully,  cordially,  ardently.  She  said  no  word  absolutely  in  dis- 
praise of  Caroline ;  but  she  admitted,  and  at  last  admitted  so  often, 
that,  according  to  her  thinking,  Caroline  was  wrong. 

*  Wrong !'  Bertram  would  shout.  *  Can  there  be  a  doubt  ?  Can 
any  one  with  a  heart  doubt  ?'  Adela  said, '  No ;  no  one  with  a 
heart  could  doubt,' 

*  She  has  no  heart,'  said  Bertram.  *  She  is  lovely,  clever,  fasci* 
nating,  elegant.     She  has  everything  a  woman  should  have  except 

a  heart — except  a  heart.'     And  then,  as  he  turned  away  his  face, 
Adela  could  see  that  he  brushed  \nB  Widi  8y(sco^^\iY&  ^^^. 
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What  could  she  do  bdt  weep  too  ?  And  is  it  not  known  to 
all  men — certainly  it  is  to  all  women — how  dangerous  are  such 
tears? 

Thus  during  his  stay  at  Hurst  Staple,  Bertram  was  firequently 
at  "West  Putford.  But  he  observed  that  Adela  was  not  often  at 
his  cousin's  vicarage,  and  that  Arthur  was  very  seldom  at  West 
Putford.  The  families,  it  was  clear,  were  ou  as  good  terms  as 
ever.  Adela  and  Mary  and  Sophia  would  be  together,  and  old 
Mr.  Gauntlet  would  dine  at  Hurst  Staple,. and  Arthur  would  talk 
about  the  old  rector  freely  enough.  But  Bertram  rarely  saw  Adela 
unless  he  went  to  the  rectory,  and  though  he  dined  there  with  the 
Wilkinson  girls  three  or  four  times,  Arthur  only  dined  there 
once. 

*  Have  you  and  Arthur  quarrelled?'  said  he  to  Adela  one  day, 
laughing  as  he  spoke. 

*  Oh,  no,'  said  she  ;  but  she  could  not  keep  down  her  rebellious 
colour  as  she  answered  him,  and  Bertram  at  once  took  the  hint. 
To  her  he  said  nothing  further  on  that  matter. 

*  And  why  don't  you  marry,  Arthur  ? '  he  asked  the  next 
morning. 

And  Arthur  also  blushed,  not  thinking  then  of  Adela  Gauntlet, 
but  of  that  pledge  which  ho  had  given  to  Lord  Stapledean — a 
pledge  of  which  he  has  repented  every  day  since  he  had  given  it.- 

And  here  it  may  be  explained,  that  as  Arthur  Wilkinson  had 
repented  of  that  pledge,  and  had  felt  more  strongly  from  day  to 
day  that  it  had  put  him  in  a  false  and  imworthy  position,  so  did 
his  mother  from  day  to  day  feel  with  less  force  the  compunction 
which  she  had  at  first  expressed  as  to  receiving  her  son's  income. 
This  had  become  less  and  less,  and  now,  perhaps,  it  could  no 
longer  boast  of  an  existence.  The  arrangement  seemed  to  her  to 
be  so  essentially  a  good  one,  her  children  were  provided  for  in  so 
convenient  and  so  comfortable  a  manner,  it  was  so  natural  that 
she  should  regard  herself  as  the  mistress  of  that  house,  that  per- 
haps no  blame  is  due  to  her  in  that  this  compunction  ceased.  No 
blame  is  now  heaped  upon  her,  and  the  fact  is  merely  stated.  She 
had  already  learned  to  regard  herself  as-  the  legal  owner  of  that 
ecclesiastical  income ;  and  seeing  that  her  son  deducted  a  stipend 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  for  merely  doing  the  duty — a  ' 
curate  would  have  only  had  the  half  of  that  sum,  as  she  sometimes 
said  to  herself— and  seeing  also  that  he  had  his  fellowship,  she 
had  no  scruple  in  making  him  pay  fairly  for  whatever  extra  ac- 
commodation he  received  at  home — exactly  as  she  would  h.i\N^ 
done  had  poor  dear  old  Mr.  Wilkinson  not  \)eeii  o\3l\i  o^  ^%  ^^» 
Considering  all  these  comfortable  circumataiice^.,  looot  ^^«x  ^^ 
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Mr.  Wilkinson  was  perhaps  not  regretted  quite  so  much  as  might 
otherwise  have  been  the  case. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  many  things  from 
day  to  day  in  praise  of  that  good  Lord  Stapledean,  who  had  so 
generously  thought  of  her  and  her  widowhood.  When  she  did  so 
Arthur  would  look  grim  and  say  nothing,  and  his  mother  would 
know  that  he  was  displeased.  *  Surely  he  cannot  begrudge  us 
the  income,'  she  had  once  said  to  her  eldest  daughter.  *  Oh,  no ; 
I  am  sure  he  does  not,'  said  Mary ;  *  but  somehow  he  is  not  so 
happy  about  things  as  he  used  to  be.'  *  Then  he  must  be  a  very 
ungrateful  boy,'  said  the  mother.  Indeed,  what  more  could  a 
young  full-fledged  vicar  want  than  to  have  a  comfortable  house 
under  his  mother's  apron-string  ? 

*  And  why  don't  you  marry  ? '  Bertram  had  asked  his  cousin. 
It  was  odd  that  Arthur  should  not  marry,  seeing  that  Adela 
Gauntlet  lived  so  near  him,  and  that  Adela  was  so  very,  very 
beautiful. 

Up  to  that  day,  Bertram  had  heard  nothing  of  the  circumstances 
under  which  the  living  had  been  given.  Then  did  Wilkinson  tell 
him  the  story,  and  ended  by  saying — *  You  now  see  that  my  mar- 
riage is  quite  out  of  the  question.' 

Then  Bertram  began  to  think  that  he  understood  why  Adela 
also  remained  unmarried,  and  he  began  to  ask  himself  whether  all 
the  world  were  as  cold-hearted  as  his  Caroline.  Could  it  be  that 
Adela  also  had  refused  to  venture  till  her  future  husband  should 
have  a  good,  comfortable,  disposable  income  of  his  own  ?  But,  if 
so,  she  would  not  have  sympathized  so  warmly  with  him ;  and  if 
so,  what  reason  could  there  be  why  she  and  Arthur  should  not 
meet  each  other  ?  Could  it  then  be  that  Arthur  Wilkinson  was 
such  a  coward  ? 

He  said  nothing  on  the  matter  to  either  of  them,  for  neither 
of  them  had  confided  to  him  their  sorrows — if  they  had  sorrows^ 
He  had  no  wish  to  penetrate  their  secrets.  WTiat  he  had  said, 
and  what  he  had  learnt,  he  had  said  and  learnt  by  accident.  He 
himself  had  not  their  gift  of  reticence,  so  he  talked  of  his  love  oc- 
casionallv  to  Arthur,  and  he  talked  of  it  very  often  to  Adela. 

And  the  upshot  of  his  talking  to  Adela  was  always  this  :  *  Why, 
oh  why,  was  not  his  Caroline  more  like  to  herP'  Caroline  was. 
doubtless  the  more  beautiful,  doubtless  the  more  clever,  doubtless 
the  more  fascinating.  But  what  ai^  beauty  and  talent  and  fasci- 
nation without  a  heart  P  He  was  quite  sure  that  Adela's  heart 
was  warm. 

He  went  to  Littlebath  no  more  that  year.    It  was  well  perhaps 
that  be  did  not.    Well  or  ill  aa  tti©  caa^  m^jXi^.    "SadL  tka  done 
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80,  he  would,  in  his  then  state  of  mind,  most  assuredly  have  broken 
with  Miss  Waddington.  In  lieu,  however,  of  accepting  Miss 
Saker's  invitation  for  Christmas,  he  went  to  Hadley  and  spent 
two  or  three  days  there,  uncomfortable  himself,  and  making  the 
old  man  uncomfortable  also. 

Up  to  this  time  he  had  been  completely  idle — at  any  rate,  as  far 
as  the  law  was  concerned^ — since  the  dav  of  his  great  break-down 
on  the  receipt  of  Miss  Waddington' s  letter.  He  still  kept  his 
Temple  chambers,  and  when  the  day  came  round  in  October,  he 
made  another  annual  payment  to  Mr.  Die.  On  that  occasion  Mr. 
Die  had  spoken  rather  seriously  to  him  ;  but  up  to  that  time  his 
period  of  idleness  had  mainly  been  the  period  of  the  long  vacation, 
and  Mr.  Die  was  willing  to  suppose  that  this  continued  payment 
was  a  sign  that  he  intended  to  settle  again  to  work. 

*  Will  it  be  impertinent  to  ask,'  his  uncle  at  Hadley  had  said  to 
him — '  will  it  be  impertinent  to  ask  what  you  and  Caroline  intend 
to  do?'  At  this  time  Mr.  Bertram  was  aware  that  his  nephew 
knew  in  what  relationship  they  all  stood  to  each  other. 

*  No  impertinence  at  all,  sir.  But,  unfortunately,  we  have  no 
intentions  in  common.  We  are  engaged  to  be  married,  and  I 
want  to  keep  my  engagement.' 

*  And  she  wants  to  break  hers.  Well,  I  cannot  but  say  that  she 
ia  the  wiser  of  the  two.' 

*  I  don't  know  that  her  wisdom  goes  quite  so  far  as  that.  She 
is  content  to  abide  the  evil  day  ;  omy  she  would  postpone  it.' 

*  That  is  to  say,  she  has  some  prudence.  Are  you  aware  that  I 
have  proposed  to  make  a  considerable  addition  to  her  fortune — to 
hers,  mind — on  condition  that  she  would  postpone  her  marriage 
till  next  summer?' 

*  I  did  hear  something  about  some  sum  of  money — that  you  had 
spoken  to  Miss  Baker  about  it,  1  believe  ;  but  I  quite  forgot  the 
particulars.' 

*  You  are  very  indifferent  as  to  money  matters,  Mr.  Barrister.' 

'  I  am  indifferent  as  to  the  money  matters  of  other  people,  sir. 
I  had  no  intention  of  marrying  Miss  Waddington  for  her  money 
before  I  knew  that  she  was  your  granddaughter ;  nor  have  I  now 
that  I  do  know  it.' 

*  For  her  money  !  If  you  marry  her  for  more  money  than  hep 
own  fortune,  and  perhaps  a  couple  of  thousands  added  to  it,  you 
are  likely  to  be  mistaken.' 

'  I  shall  never  make  any  mistake  of  that  kind.  As  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  you  are  quite  welcome,  for  me,  to  keep  your  two  thou- 
land  pounds.' 

*Th&VBkjndofjrou.' 
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^  I  would  marry  her  tomorrow  without  it,  .1  am  not  at  all  sure 
that  I  will  marry  her  next  year  with  it.  If  you  exercise  any  au- 
thority over  her  as  her  grandfather,  I  wish  you  would  tell  her  so, 
as  coming  from  me.' 

*  Upon  my  word  you  carry  it  high  as  a  lover.' 
'  ]Not  too  high,  I  hope,  as  a  man.' 

'  Well,  George,  rememher  this  once  for  all' — and  now  the  old 
man  spoke  in  a  much  more  serious  voice—*  I  wiU  not  interfere  at 
all  as  ner  grandfather.  Nor  will  I  have  it  known  that  I  am  such. 
Do  you  understand  that  ?' 

*  I  understand,  sir,  that  it  is  not  your  wish  that  it  should  be  ge- 
nerally talked  of.' 

*  And  I  trust  that  wish  has  been,  and  will  be,  complied  with  by 
you.' 

This  last  speech  was  not  put  in  the  form  of  a  question ;  but 
George  understood  that  it  was  intended  to  elicifc  from  him  a  pro- 
mise for  the  future  and  an  assurance  as  to  the  past. 

*  I  have  mentioned  the  circumstance  to  one  intimate  friend  with 
whom  I  was  all  but  obliged  to  discuss  the  matter — ' 

*  Obliged  to  discuss  my  private  concerns,  sir!' 

*  With  one  friend,  sir ;  with  two,  indeed ;  I  think — indeed,  I 
fear  I  have  mentioned  it  to  three.' 

*  Oh  !  to  three !  obliged  to  discuss  your  own  most  private  con- 
cerns as  well  as  mine  with  three  intimate  friends !  You  are  lucky, 
sir,  to  have  so  many  intimate  friends.  As  my  concerns  have  been 
made  known  to  them  as  well  as  your  own,  may  I  ask  who  they 
are?' 

George  then  gave  up  the  three  names.  They  were  those  of  Mr. 
,^X  Harcourt,  the  Eev.  Arthur  Wilkinson,  and  Miss  Adela  Gauntlet. 
His  uncle  was  very  angry.  Had  he  utterly  denied  the  fact  of  his 
ever  having  mentioned  the  matter  to  any  one,  and  had  it  been 
afterwards  discovered  that  such  denial  was  false,  Mr.  Bertram 
would  not  have  been  by  much  so  angry.  The  offence  and  the  lie 
together,  but  joined  with  the  fear  and  deference  to  which  the  lie 
would  have  testified,  would  be  nothing  so  black  as  the  offence 
without  the  lie,  and  without  the  fear,  and  without  the  deference. 

His  uncle  was  very  angry,  but  on  that  day  he  said  nothing  fur- 
ther on  the  matter ;  neither  on  the  next  day  did  he ;  but  on  the 
third  day,  just  as  George  was  about  to  leave  Hadley,  he  said,  in 
his  usual  bantering  tone,  'Don't  have  any  more  intimate  friends, 
George,  as  far  as  my  private  matters  are  concerned.' 

*  No,  sir,  I  will  not,'  said  George. 

It  was  in  conidequence  of  what  Mr.  Bertram-  had  then  learnt 
that  be  became  acquainted  with  M.r.  "ELarcovuc^i.  k&^x.iL<a£CQ\irt 
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had  heard  this  about  his  grandchild,  he  thought  it  better  to  se^ 
that  learned  gentleman.     He  did  see  him ;  and,  as  has  been  be^ 
fore  stated,  they  hecame  intimate  with  each  other. 
And  so  ended  the  first  of  these  two  years. 


CHAPTBE  XVIII. 
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The  next  year  passed  almost  more  uncomfortably  for  Oeorge 
Bertram  and  for  the  ladies  at  Littlebath  than  had  the  latter 
months  of  the  last  year.  Its  occurrences  can,  I  hope,  be  stated 
less  in  detail,  so  that  we  may  get  on  without  too  great  delay  to 
the  incidents  of  the  period  which  is  to  be  awhile  for  us  the  present  - 
existing  time. 

This  year  was  Harcourt's  great  year.  In  January  and  Pebru- 
ary  and  March  he  did  great  things  in  Chancery.  In  April  he 
came  into  Parliament.  In  May  and  June  and  July  he  sat  on 
committees.  In  August  he  stuck  to  his  work  till  London  was  no 
longer  endurable.  In  the  latter  part  of  autumn  there  was  an  ex- 
traordinary session,  during  which  he  worked  like  a  horse.  He 
studied  the  corn-law  question  as  well  as  sundry  legal  reforms  all 
the  Christmas  week,  and  in  the  following  spring  he  came  out  with 
his  great  speech  on  behalf  of  Sir  Robert  Peel.  But,  nevertheless, 
he  found  time  to  devote  to  the  cares  and  troubles  of  Miss  Baker 
and  Miss  Waddington. 

In  the  spring  Bertram  paid  one  or  two  visits  to  Littlebath ;  but 
it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  made  himself  altogether  agreeable 
there.  He  stated  broadly  that  he  was  doing  little  or  nothing  at 
his  profession :  he  was,  he  said,  engaged  on  other  matters ;  the 
great  excitement  to  work,  under  which  he  had  commenced,  had 
been  withdrawn  from  him ;  and  under  these  circumstances  he  was 
not  inclined  to  devote  himself  exclusively  to  studies  which  cer- 
tainly were  not  to  his  taste.  He  did  not  condescend  again  to  ask 
Caroline  to  revoke  her  sentence ;  he  pressed  now  for  no  marriage; 
but  he  made  it  quite  apparent  that  all  the  changes  in  himself  for 
the  worse— and  there  had  been  changes  for  the  worse — were 
owing  to  her  obstinacy. 

He  was  now  living  a  life  of  dissipation.    I  do  not  intend  that 
it  should  be  understood  that  he  utterly  gave  himself  up  to  plea- 
sures disgraceful  in  themselves,  that  he  altoget\iQT  ^^ixl^oxi^^'^^ 
reins,  and  allowed  himself  to  live  Buc\i  a  \\Se  «k&  S&  ^*^%^^  V^ 
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some  voung  men  in  London.  His  tastes  and  appetites  were  too 
high  for  this.  He  did  not  sink  into  a  slough  of  despond.  He 
did  not  become- filthy  and  vicious,  callous  and  bestial ;  but  he  de- 
parted very  widely  astray  from  those  rules  which  governed  him 
during  his  first  six  months  in  London. 

All  this  was  well  known  at  Littlebath  ;  nor  did  Bertram  at  all 
endeavour  to  conceal  the  truth.  Indeed,  it  may  be  said  of  him, 
that  he  never  concealed  anything.  In  this  especial  case  he  took 
a  pride  in  letting  Caroline  know  the  full  extent  of  the  evil  she 
had  done. 

It  was  a  question  with  them  whether  he  had  not  now  given  up 
the  bar  as  a  profession  altogether.  He  did  not  say  that  he  had 
done  so,  and  it  was  certainly  his  intention  to  keep  his  terms,  and 
to  be  called ;  but  he  had  now  no  longer  a  legal  Gamaliel.  Some 
time  in  the  April  of  this  year,  Mr.  Die  had  written  to  him  a  very 
kind  little  note,  begging  him  to  call  one  special  morning  at  the 
chambers  in  Stone  Buildings,  if  not  very  inconvenient  to  him. 
Bertram  did  call,  and  Mr.  Die,  with  many  professions  of  regard 
and  regret,  fionestly  returned  to  him  his  money  paid  for  that 
year's  tutelage.  *  It  had  been,'  he  said,  *  a  pleasure  and  a  pride 
to  him  to  have  Mr.  Bertram  in  his  chambers ;  and  would  still  be 
•so  to  have  him  there  again.  But  he  could  not  take  a  gentleman's 
money  under  a  false  pretence ;  as  it  seemed  to  be  no  longer  Mr. 
Bertram's  intention  to  attend  there,  he  must  beg  to  refund  it.' 
Ajid  he  did  refund  it  accordingly.  This  also  was  made  known  to 
the  ladies  at  Littlebath. 

He  was  engaged,  he  had  said,  on  other  matters.  This  also  waa 
true.  During  the  first  six  months  of  his  anger,  he  had  been  con- 
tent to  be  idle ;  but  idleness  did  not  suit  him,  so  he  sat  himself 
down  and  wrote  a  book.  He  published  this  book  without  his 
name,  but  he  told  them  at  Littlebath  of  his  authorship;  and 
some  one  also  told  of  it  at  Oxford.  The  book — or  booklmg,  for 
it  consisted  but  of  one  small  demy-octavo  volume — was  not  such 
as  delighted  his  fidends  either  at  Littlebath  or  at  Oxford,  or  even 
at  those  two  Hampshire  parsonages.  At  Littlebath  it  made  Miss 
Baker's  hair  stand  on  end,  and  at  Oxford  it  gave  rise  to  a  sugges- 
tion in  some  orthodox  quarters  that  Mr.  Bertram  should  be  re- 
quested to  resign  his  fellowship. 

It  has  been  told  how,  sitting  on  the  Mount  of  Olives,  he  had 
been  ready  to  devote  himself  to  the  service  of  the  church  to  which 
he  belonged.  Could  his  mind  have  been  known  at  that  time,  how 
proud  might  one  have  been  of  him!  His  mind  was  not  then 
known  ;  but  now,  after  a  lapse  of  two  years,  he  made  it  as  it  were 
public,  and  Oriel  was  by  no  means  proud  of  him. 
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The  name  of  his  little  book  was  a  very  awful  name.  It  was 
called  the  *  Bomance  of  Scripture.'  He  began  in  his  first  chapter 
with  an  earnest  remoDstrance  against  that  condemnation  which 
he  knew  the  injustice  of  the  world  would  pronounce  against  him. 
There  was  nothing  in  his  book,  he  said,  to  warrant  any  man  in 
accusing  him  of  unbelief.  Let  those  who  were  so  inclined  to 
accuse  him  read  and  judge.  He  had  called  things  by  their  true 
names,  and  that  doubtless  by  some  would  be  imputed  to  him  as  a 
sin.  But  it  would  be  found  that  he  had  gone  no  further  in  im- 
pugning the  truth  of  Scripture  than  many  other  writers  before 
nim,  some  of  whom  had  since  been  rewarded  for  their  writings  by 
high  promotion  in  the  church.  The  bishops'  bench  was  the  re- 
ward for  orthodoxy  ;  but  there  had  been  a  taste  for  liberal  deans. 
He  had  gone  no  further,  he  said,  than  many  deans. 

It  .was  acknowledged,  he  went  on  to  say^  that  all  Scripture 
statements  could  not  now  be  taken  as  true  to  the  letter  ;  particu- 
larly not  as  true  to  the  letter  as  now  adopted  by  Englishmen.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  the  generality  of  his  countrymen  were  of 
opinion  that  the  inspired  writers  had  themselves  written  in  En- 
glish. It  was  forgotten  that  they  were  Orientals,  who  wrote  in 
the  language  natural  to  them,  with  the  customary  grandiloquence 
of  orientalism,  with  the  poetic  exaggeration  which,  in  the  East, 
was  the  breath  of  life.  It  was  forgotten  also  that  they  wrote  in 
ignorance  of  those  natural  truths  which  men  had  now  acquired 
by  experience  and  induction,  and  not  by  revelation.  Their  truth 
was  the  truth  of  heaven,  not  the  truth  of  earth.  No  man  thought 
that  the  sun  in  those  days  did  rise  and  set,  moving  round  the 
earth,  because  the  prolongation  of  the  day  had  been  described  by 
the  sun  standing  still  upon  Gibeon.  And  then  he  took  the  book 
of  Job,  and  measured  that  by  the  light  of  his  own  caudle — and 
so  on. 

The  book  was  undoubtedly  clever,  and  men  read  it.  Women 
also  read  it,  and  began  to  talk,  some  of  them  at  least,  of  the 
blindness  of  their  mothers  who  had  not  had  wit  to  see  that  these 
old  chronicles  were  very  much  as  other  old  chronicles.  *  The 
liomance  of  Scripture '  was  to  be  seen  frequently  in  booksellers' 
advertisements,  and  Mr.  Mudie  told  how  ho  always  had  two  thou- 
sand copies  of  it  on  his  shelves.  So  our  friend  did  something  in 
the  world ;  but  what  he  did  do  was  unfortunately  not  applauded 
by  his  friends. 

Harcourt  very  plainly  told  him  that  a  man  who  scribbled  never 
did  any  good  at  the  bar.  The  two  trades,  he  said,  were  not  com- 
patible. 

*  No/  said  Oeorge,  *  I  believe  not.    An  author  must  be  nothing 
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if  he  do  not  love  truth ;  a  barrister  must  be  nothing  if  he  do.' 
Harcourt  was  no  whit  annoyed  by  the  repartee,  but  having  given 
his  warning,  went  his  way  to  his  work. 

It  was  very  well  known  that  the  *  Bomance  of  Scripture '  was 
Bertram's  work,  and  there  was  a  comfortable  row  about  it  at  Ox- 
ford. The  row  was  all  private,  of  course — as  was  necessary,  the 
book  having  been  pubhshed  without  the  author's  name.  But 
much  was  said,  and  many  letters  were  written.  Bertram,  in 
writing  to  the  friend  at  Oriel  who  took  up  the  cudgels  in  his  de- 
fence, made  three  statements.  First,  that  no  one  at  Oxford  had 
a  right  to  suppose  that  he  was  the  author.  Second,  that  he  was 
the  author,  and  that  no  one  at  Oxford  had  a  right  to  find  fault 
with  what  he  had  written.  Thirdly,  that  it  was  quite  a  matter  of 
indifference  to  him  who  did  find  fault.  To  this,  however,  he 
added,  that  he  was  ready  to  resign  his  fellowship  tomorrow  if  the 
Common-room  at  Oriel  wished  to  get  nd  of  him. 

So  the  matter  rested — for  awhile.  Those  who  at  this  time 
knew  Bertram  best  were  confident  enough  that  his  belief  was 
shaken,  in  spite  of  the  remonstrance  so  loudly  put  forth  in  his 
first  pages.  He  had  intended  to  be  honest  in  his  remonstrance ; 
but  it  is  not  every  man  who  exactly  knows  what  he  does  believe. 
!^very  man!  Is  there,  one  may  almost  ask,  any  man  who  has 
such  knowledge  ?  "We  all  believe  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body; 
we  say  so  at  least,  but  what  do  we  believe  by  it  ? 

Men  may  be  firm  believers  and  yet  doubt  some  Bible  state- 
ments— doubt  the  letter  of  such  statements.  But  men  who  are 
firm  believers  will  not  be  those  to  put  forth  their  doubts  with  all 
their  eloquence.  Such  men,  if  they  devote  their  time  to  Scripture 
history,  will  not  be  arrested  by  the  sun's  standing  on  Oibeon.  If 
they  speak  out  at  all,  they  will  speak  out  rather  as  to  all  they  do 
believe  than  as  to  the  little  that  they  doubt.  It  was  soon  known 
to  Bertram's  world  that  those  who  regarded  him*  as  a  freethinker 
did  him  no  great  injustice. 

This  and  other  things  made  them  very  unhappy  at  Littlebath. 
The  very  fact  of  George  having  written  such  a  book  nearly  scared 
Miss  Baker  out  of  her  wits.  She,  according  to  her  own  lights, 
would  have  placed  freethinkers  in  the  same  category  with  mur- 
derers, regicides,  and  horrid  mysterious  sinners  who  commit  orimes 
too  dreadful  for  women  to  think  of.  She  would  not  believe  that 
Bertram  was  one  of  these ;  but  it  was  fearful  to  think  that  any 
one  should  so  call  him.  Caroline,  perhaps,  would  not  so  much 
have  minded  this  flaw  in  her  future  husband's  faith  if  it  had  not 
been  proof  of  his  unsteadiness,  of  his  unfitness  for  the  world's 
battle.    She  remembered  what  lie  TiiaA.  ^«k\^  ^  Vet  V«ci  ^oasa  aince 
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on  the  Mount  of  Olives ;  and  then  thought  of  what  he  was  saying 
now.  Everything  with  him  was  impulse  and  enthusiasm.  All 
judgment  was  wanting.  How  should  such  as  he  get  on  in  the 
wond  ?  And  had  she  indissolubly  linked  her  lot  to  that  of  one 
who  was  so  incapable  of  success  ?  No ;  indissolubly  she  had  not 
so  linked  it ;  not  as  yet. 

One  night  she  opened  her  mind  to  her  aunt,  and  spoke  very 
seriously  of  her  position.  *  I  hardly  know  what  I  ougtit  to  do,' 
she  said.  '  I  know  how  much  I  owe  him ;  I  know  how  much  he 
has  a  right  to  expect  from  me.  And  I  would  pay  him  all  I  owe ; 
I  would  do  my  duty  by  him  even  at  the  sacrifice  of  myself  if  I 
could  plainly  see  what  my  duty  is.' 

*  But,  Caroline,  do  you  wish  to  give  him  up  ?' 

*  No,  not  if  I  could  keep  him ;  keep  him  as  he  was.  My  high 
hopes  are  done  with ;  my  ambition  is  over ;  I  no  longer  look  for 
much.  But  I  would  fain  know  that  he  still  loves  me  before  I 
marry  him.  I  would  wish  to  be  sure  that  he  means  to  live  with 
me.  In  his  present  mood,  how  can  I  know  aught  of  him  ?  how  be 
sure  of  any  tning  ?' 

Her  aunt,  after  remaining  for  some  half-hour  in  consideration, 
at  last  and  with  reluctance  gave  her  advice. 

'  It  all  but  breaks  my  heajrt  to  say  so ;  but,  Caroline,  I  think  I 
would  abandon  it :  I  think  I  would  ask  him  to  release  me  from  my 
promise.' 

It  may  well  be  imagined  that  Miss  Waddington  was  not  herself 
i¥hen  she  declared  that  her  high  hopes  were  done  with,  that  her 
ambition  was  over.  She  was  not  herself.  Anxiety,  sorrow,  and 
doubt — doubt  as  to  the  man  whom  she  had  pledged  herself  to  love, 
whom  she  did  love — had  made  her  ill,  and  she  was  not  herself. 
She  had  become  thin  and  pale,  and  was  looking  old  and  wan.  She 
sat  silent  for  awhile,  leaning  with  her  head  on  her  hand,  and  made 
1^0  answer  to  her  aunt's  suggestion. 

*  I  really  would,  Caroline ;  indeed  I  would.  I  know  you  are  not 
happy  as  you  are.'  * 

•Happy!' 

'  You  are  looking  wretchedly  ill,  too.  I  know  all  this  is  wearing 
you.  Take  my  advice,  Caroline,  and  write  to  him.' 

'  There  are  two  reasons  against  it,  aunt ;  two  strong  reasons.' 

*  What  reasons,  love  ?' 

'  In  the  first  place,  I  love  him.'  Aunt  Mary  sighed.  She  had  no 
other  answer  but  a  sigh  to  give  to  this.  '  And  in  the  next  place,  I 
have  no  right  to  ask  anythmg  of  him.' 

'  Why  not,  Caroline  ?' 

*  He  msde  his  request  to  me,  and  I  refused  it.  13l'8A\  oicyc^^^T^^^ 
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to  many  him  last  year,  all  this  would  have  been  different.  I  in* 
tended  to  do  right,  and  even  now  I  do  not  think  that  I  was  wrong. 
But  I  cannot  impute  fault  to  him.  He  does  all  this  in  order  that 
I  may  impute  it,  and  that  then  he  may  have  his  revenge.' 

Nothing  more  was  said  on  the  matter  at  that  time,  and  things 
went  on  for  awhile  again  in  tjie  same  unsatisfactory  state. 

Early  in  the  summer,  Miss  Waddington  and  her  aunt  went  up 
for  a  few  weeks  to  London.  It  had  been  Miss  Baker's  habit  to 
spend  some  days  at  Hadley  about  this  time  of  the  year.  She  sug- 
gested to  Caroline,  that  instead  of  her  doing  so,  they  should  both 
go  for  a  week  or  so  to  London.  She  thought  that  the  change 
would  be  good  for  her  niece,  and  she  thought  also,  though  of  this 
she  said  nothing,  that  Caroline  would  see' something  of  her  lover. 
If  he  were  not  to  be  given  up,  it  would  be  well — so  Miss  Baker 
thought — that  this  marriage  should  be  delayed  no  longer.  Ber- 
tram was  determined  to  prove  that  marriage  was  necessary  to  tame 
him ;  he  had  proved  it — at  any  rate  to  Miss  Baker's  satisfaction. 
There  would  now  be  money  enough  to  live  on,  as  uncle  Bertram's 
two  thousand  pounds  had  been  promised  for  this  summer.  On  this 
little  scheme  Miss  Baker  went  to  work. 

Caroline  made  no  opposition  to  the  London  plan.  She  said  no- 
thing about  George  in  connection  with  it;  out  her  heart  was 
somewhat  softened,  and  she  wished  to  see  him.     . 

Miss  Baker  therefore  wrote  up  for  rooms.  She  would  naturally, 
one  would  say,  have  written  to  George,  but  there  were  now  little 
jealousies  and  commencements  of  hot  blood  even  between  them. 
George,  though  still  Caroline's  engaged  lover,  was  known  to  have 
some  bitter  feelings,  and  was  believed  perhaps  by  Miss  Baker  to 
be  more  bitter  than  he  really  was.  So  the  lodgings  were  taken 
without  any  reference  to  him.  When  they  reached  town  they  found 
that  he  was  abroad. 

Then  Miss  "Waddington  was  really  angry.  They  had  no  right, 
it  is  true,  to  be  annoyed  in  that  he  was  not  there  to  meet  them. 
They  had  not  given  him  the  opportunity.  But  it  did  appear  to 
them  that,  circumstanced  as  they  were,  considering  the  acknow- 
ledged engagement  between  them,  he  was  wrong  to  leave  the  coun- 
try without  letting  them  have  a  word  to  say  whither  he  was  going 
■»or  for  how  long.  It  was  nearly  a  fortnight  since  he  had  written  to 
Caroline,  and,  for  anything  they  knew,  it  might  be  months  before 
she  again  heard  from  him. 

It  was  then  that  they  sent  for  Harcourt,  and  at  this  period  that  - 
they  became  so  intimate  with  him.     Bertram  had  told  nim  of  this 
foreign  trip,  bat  only  a  day  or  two  before  he  had  taken  his  depar- 
ture.   It  was  j  oat  at  this  time  that  t\ieTe\iadL\>^«ii>^^  lysiSssfe  ^bout 


BETROSPECTIVE. — SECOND  YEAB.  189 

the  *  fiomance  of  Scripture.'  Bertram  had  defended  himself  in 
one  or  two  newspapers,  had  written  his  defiant  letter  to  his  friend 
at  Oxford,  and  then  started  to  meet  his  father  at  Paris.  He  was 
going  no  further,  and  might  be  back  in  a  week.  This  however 
must  be  uncertain,  &s  his  return  would  depend  on  that  of  Sir 
Lionel.     Sir  Lionel  intended  to  come  to  London  with  him. 

Mr.  Harcourt  was  very  attentive  to  them — in  spite  of  his  being 
at  that  time  so  useful  a  public  man.  He  was  very  attentive  to 
both,  being  almost  as  civil  to  the  elder  lady  as  he  was  to  the 
younger,  which,  for  an  Englishman,  showed  very  good  breeding. 
By  degrees  they  both  began  to  regard  him  with  confidence — with 
sufficient  confidence  to  talk  to  him  of  Bertram ;  with  sufficient 
even  to  tell  him  of  all  their  fears.  By  degrees  Caroline  would  talk 
to  him  alone,  and  when  once  she  permitted  herself  to  do  so,  she 
concealed  nothing. 

Harcourt  said  not  a  word  against  his  friend.  That  friend  himself 
might  perhaps  have  thought  that  his  friend,  speaking  of  him  be- 
hind his  back,  might  have  spoken  more  warmly  in  his  praise.  But 
it  was  hard  at  present  to  say  much  that  should  be  true  in  BeN 
tram's  praise.  He  was  not  living  in  a  wise  or  prudent  manner ; 
not  preparing  himself  in  any  way  to  live  as  a  man  should  live  by 
the  sweat  of  his  brow.  Harcourt  could  not  say  m.uch  in  his  fia- . 
vour.  That  Bertram  was  clever,  honest,  true,  and  high-spirited^ 
that  Miss  Waddington  knew ;  that  Miss  Baker  knew :  what  they 
wanted  to  learn  was,  that  he  was  making  prudent  use  of  these  high 
qualities.     Harcourt  could  not  say  that  he  was  doing  so. 

'  That  he  will  fall  on  his  legs  at  last,'  said  Harcourt  once  when 
he  was  alone  with  Caroline, '  1  do  not  doubt ;  with  his  talent,  and 
his  high,  honest  love  of  virtue,  it  is  all  but  impossible  that  he 
should  i;hrow  himself  away.  But  the  present  moment  is  of  such 
vital  importance !  It  is  so  hard  to  make  up  for  the  loss  even  of 
twelve  months ! ' 

'  I  am  sure  it  is,'  said  Caroline ;  *  but  I  would  not  care  for  that 
so  much  if  I  thought — ' 

*  Thought  what.  Miss  Waddington  ?' 

*  That  his  disposition  was  not  altered.  He  was  so  frank,  so  can- 
did, so — ^so — so  affectionate.' 

'  It  is  the  manner  of  men  to  change  in  that  respect.  They  be- 
come, perhaps,  not  less  affectionate,  but  less  demonstrative.' 

To  this  Miss  Waddington  answered  nothing.     It  might  proba- 
bly be  so.    It  was  singular  enough  that  she,  with  her  ideas,  should 
be  complaining  to  a  perfect  stranger  of  an  uncaressing,  unloving 
manner  in  her  lover ;  she  who  had  professed  to  Yiex^c^  >i)cv^  ^^ 
liyed  so  little  for  love  I    Had  George  been  even  \LTi^«Jiaii%  ^  V«t 
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knee,  her  heart  would  have  been  stem  enough.    It  was  only  by 
'feeling  a  woman's  wrong  that  she  found  herself  endowed  with  a 
woman's  priTilege. 

*  I  do  not  think  that  Bertram's  heavt  is  changed,'  continued 
Harcourt ;  '  he  is  doubtless  very  angry  that  his  requests  to  you 
last  summer  were  not  compHed  with.' 

*  But  how  could  we  have  married  then,  Mr.  Harcourt  ?  Think 
what  our  income  would  have  been ;  and  he  as  yet  without  any 
profession!' 

*  I  am  not  blaming  you.  I  am  not  taking  his  part  against  you, 
I  only  say  that  he  is  very  angry.' 

*  But  does  he  bear  malice,  Mr.  Harcourt  ?' 

'  No,  he  does  not  bear  malice ;  men  may  be  angry  without  bear- 
ing malice.  He  thinks  that  you  have  shown  a  want  of  confidence 
in  him,  and  are  still  showing  it.' 

*  And  has  he  not  justified  that  want  of  confidence  9* 

To  this  Harcourt  answered  nothing,  but  he  smiled  slightly. 

'  Well,  has  he  not  ?  What  could  I  have  done  ?  What  ought  I 
to  have  done  ?  Tell  me,  Mr.  Harcourt.  It  distresses  me  beyond 
measure  that  you  should  think  I  have  been  to  blame.' 

'  I  do  not  think  so  ;  far  from  it.  Miss  Waddington.  Bertram 
is  my  dear  friend,  and  I  know  his  fine  qualities ;  but  I  cannot  but 
own  that  he  justified  you  in  that  temporary  want  of  confidence 
which  you  now  express.' 

Mr.  Harcourt,  though  a  member  of  Parliament  and  a  learned 
pundit,  was  nevertheless  a  very  young;  man.  He  was  an  unmarried 
man  also,  and  a  man  not  yet  engaged  to  be  married.  It  may  be 
surmised  that  George  Bertram  would  not  have  been  pleased  had 
he  known  the  sort  of  conversations  that  were  held  between  his 
dear  friend  and  his  betrothed  bride.  And  yet  Caroline  at  this 
period  loved  him  better  than  ever  she  had  done. 

A  week  or  ten  days  after  this  three  letters  arrived  from  Ber- 
tram, one  for  Caroline,  one  for  Miss  Baker,  and  one  for  Harcourt. 
Caroline  and  her  aunt  had  lingered  in  London,  both  doubtless  in 
the  hope  that  Bertram  would  return.  There  can  be  little  doubt 
now  that  had  he  returned,  and  had  he  been  anxious  for  the  mar- 
riage, Miss  Waddington  would  have  consented.  She  was  becoming 
ill  at  ease,  dissatisfied,  what  the  world  calls  heart-broken.  Now 
that  she  was  tried,  she  found  herself  not  to  be  so  strong  in  he^ 
own  resolves.  She  was  not  sick  from  love  alone ;  her  position  was 
altogether  wretched — though  she  was  engaged,  and  persisted  in 
adhering  to  her  engagement,  she  felt  and  often  expressed  to  her 
aunt  a  preaentiment  that  she  and  Bertram  would  never  be  mai^ 
n'ed 
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Tbey  waited  for  awhile  in  the  hope  that  he  might  return ;  but 
instead  of  himself,  there  came  three  letters.  Hareourt,  it  seemed, 
had  written  to  him,  and  hence  arose  these  epistles.  That  to  Miss 
Baker  was  very  civil  and  friendly.  Had  that  come  alone  it  would 
have  created  no  complaint.  He  explained  to  her  that  had  he  ex- 
pected her  visit  to  London,  he  would  have  endeavoured  to  meet 
ner  ;  that  he  could  not  now  return,  as  he  had  promised  to  remain 
awhile  with  his  father.  Sy*  Lionel  had  been  unwell,  and  the  waters 
of  Vichy  had  been  recommended.  He  was  going  to  Vichy  with  Sip 
Lioiiel,  and  would  not  be  in  London  till  August.  Hi&  plans  after 
that  were  altogether  unsettled,  but  he  would  not  be  long  in  London 
before  he  came  to  Littlebath.     Such  was  his  letter  to  Miss  Baker. 

To  Harcourt  he  wrote  very  shortly.  He  was  obliged  to  him 
for  the  interest  he  took  in  the  welfare  of  Miss  Waddmgton,  and 
for  his  attention  to  Miss  Baker.  That  was  nearly  all  he  said. 
There  was  not  an  angry  word  in  the  letter ;  but,  nevertheless, 
his  friend  was  able  to  deduce  from  it,  short  as  it  was,  that  Ber- 
tram was  angiy. 

But  on  the  head  of  his  betrothed  he  poured  out  the  vial  of  his 
wrath.  He  had  never  before  scolded  her,  had  never  written  in  an 
angry  tone.  Now  in  very  truth  he  did  so.  An  angry  letter,  espe- 
cially if  the  writer  be  well  loved,  is  so  much  fiercer  than  any  angry 
speech,  so  much  more  unendurable !  There  the  words  remain, 
scorching,  not  to  be  explained  away,  not  to  be  atoned  for  by  a 
kiss,  not  to  be  softened  down  by  the  word  of  love  that  may  follow 
BO  quickly  upon  spoken  anger.  Heaven  defend  me  from  angry 
letters !  They  should  never  be  written,  unless  to  schoolboys  and 
men  at  college ;  and  not  often  to  them  if  they  be  any  way  tender- 
hearted. This  at  least  should  be  a  rule  through  the  letter- writing 
world :  that  no  angry  letter  be  posted  till  four-and-twenty  hours 
shall  have  elapsed  since  it  was  written.  We  all  know  how  absurd 
is  that  other  rule,  that  of  saying  the  alphabet  when  you  are  angry. 
Trash !  Sit  down  and  write  your  letter ;  write  it  with  all  the  venom 
in  your  power ;  spit  out  your  spleen  at  the  fullest ;  'twill  do  you 
good ;  you  think  you  have  been  injured ;  say  all  that  you  can  say 
with  all  your  poisoned  eloquence,  and  gratify  yourself  by  reading 
it  while  your  temper  is  still  hot.  Then  put  it  m  your  desk ;  and, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  bum  it  before  breakfast  the  following  morn- 
ing.    Believe  me  that  you  will  then  have  a  double  gratification. 

A  pleasant  letter  I  hold  to  be  the  pleasantest  thing  that  this 
world  has  to  give.    It  should  be  good-humoured ;  witty  it  maybe, 
but  with*  a  gentle  diluted  wit.     Concocted  brilliancy  will  spoil  it 
altogether.    Not  long,  so  that  it  be  tedious  m  tti'ft  Te%iic«i^\  T^sst 
brie^  bo  that  the  delight  suffice  not  to  make  \tae\E  iA\».    ^  ^oviiA 
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be  written  specially  for  the  reader,  and  should  apply  altogether  to 
him,  and  not  altogether  to  any  other.  It  should  ne^er  flatter. 
Flattery  is  always  odious.  But  underneath  the  visible  stream  of 
pungent  water  there  may  be  the  slightest  undercurrent  of  eulogy, 
80  that  it  be  not  seen,  but  only  understood.  Censure  it  may  con- 
tain freely,  but  censure  which  in  arraigning  the  conduct  implies 
no  doubt  as  to  the  intellect.  It  should  be  legibly  written,  so  that 
it  may  be  read  with  comfort ;  but  no  more  than  that.  Caligraphy 
betokens  caution,  and  if  it  be  not  ligRt  in  hand  it  is  nothmg. 
That  it  be  fairly  grammatical  and  not  ill  spelt  the  writer  owes 
to  his  schoolmaster ;  but  this  should  come  of  habit,  not  of  care. 
Then  let  its  page  be  soiled  by  no  business  ;  one  touch  of  utility 
will  destroy  it  aU. 

If  you  ask  for  examples,  let  it  be  as  unlike  Walpole  as  may  be. 
If  you  can  so  write  it  that  Lord  Byron  might  have  written  it, 
you  will  not  be  very  far  from  high  excellence. 

But,  above  all  things,  see  that  it  be  good-humoured. 

Bertram's  letter  to  the  lady  that  he  loved  was  by  no  means 
one  of  this  sort.  In  the  first  place,  it  was  not  good-humoured ; 
it  was  very  far  from  being  so.  Had  it  been  so,  it  would  utterly 
have  belied  his  feelings.  Harcourt  had  so  written  to  him  as  to 
make  him  quite  clearly  understand  that  all  his  sins  and — which 
was  much  more  to  him — all  his  loves  had  been  fully  discussed 
between  his  friend  and  Miss  "Waddington — between  his  Caroline 
and  another  man.  To  the  pride  of  his  heart  nothing  could  be 
more  revolting.  It  was  as  though  his  dearest  possession  had  been 
ransacked  in  his  absence,  and  rifled  and  squandered  by  the  very 
guardian  to  whom  he  had  left  the  key.  There  had  been  sore  mis- 
givings, sore  differences  between  him  and  Caroline;  but, neverthe- 
less, she  had  had  all  his  heart.  Now,  in  his  absence,  she  had 
selected  his  worldly  friend  Harcourt,  and  discussed  that  posses- 
sion and  its  flaws  with  him  !  There  was  that  in  all  this  of  which 
he  could  not  write  with  good-humour.  Nevertheless,  had  he  kept 
his  letter  to  the  second  morning,  it  may  probably  be  said  that  he 
would  have  hesitated  to  send  it. 

*  My  dearest  Caroline,'  it  began.  Now  I  put  it  to  all  lovers 
whether,  when  they  wish  to  please,  they  ever  write  in  such  man- 
ner to  their  sweethearts.  Is  it  not  alwavs,  *  My  own  love  P' 
'Dearest  love?'  *My  own  sweet  pet?'  teut  that  use  of  the 
Christian  name,  which  is  so  delicious  in  speaking  duiring  the 
first  days  of  intimacy,  does  it  not  always  betoken  something  stem 
at  the  Deginning  of  a  lover's  letter  ?  Ah,  it  may  betoken  some- 
thing  very,  stern  I  *  Mv  dearest  Jane,  I  am  sorry  to  say  it,  but  I 
could  not  approve  of'^the  way  in  7j\i\e\i  -jom  ^'KMsfc^  ^tfci  Ma^op 
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Simkins  last  night.'  '  My  dearest  Lucy,  I  was  at  Kensington- 
garden  gate  yesterday  at  four,  and  remained  absolutely  till  five. 
You  really  ought — .*  Is  not  that  always  the  angry  lover's  tone  ? 
I  fear  that  I  must  give  Bertram's  letter  entire  to  make  the 
matter  sufficiently  clear. 

My  dearest  Caroline, 

'  I  learn  from  Mr.  Harcourt  that  you  and  Miss  Baker  are  in 
town,  and  I  am  of  course  sorry  to  miss  you.  Would  it  not  have 
been  better  that  I  should  have  heard  this  from  yourself  ? 

*  Mr.  Harcourt  tells  me  that  you  are  dissatisfied ;  and  I  under- 
stand from  his  letter  thac  you  have  explained  your  dissatisfaction 
very  fully  to  him.  It  might  have  been  better,  I  think,  that  the 
explanation  should  have  been  made  to  me  ;  or  had  you  chosen  to 
complain,  you  might  have  done  so  to  your  aunt,  or  to  your  grand- 
father. I  cannot  think  that  you  were  at  liberty  to  complain  of  me 
to  Mr.  Harcourt.  My  wish  is,  that  you  have  no  further  conver- 
sation with  him  on  our  joint  concerns.  It  is  not  seemly ;  and,  if 
feminine,  is  at  any  rate  not  ladylike. 

*  I  am  driven  to  defend  myself.  What  is  it  of  which  you  com- 
plain, or  have  a  right  to  complain  ?  We  became  engaged  more 
than  twelve  months  since,  certainly  with  no  understanding  that 
the  matter  was  to  stand  over  for  three  years.  My  understanding 
was  that  we  were  to  be  married  as  soon  as  it  might  reasonably  be 
arranged.  You  thei\  took  on  yourself  to  order  this  delay,  and 
kindly  offered  to  give  me  up  as  an  alternative.  I  could  not  force 
you  to  marry  me ;  but  I  loved  you  too  well,  and  trusted  too  much 
in  your  love  to  be  able  to  think  that  that  giving  up  was  neces- 
sary.    Perhaps  I  was  wrong. 

*  But  the  period  of  this  wretched  interval  is  at  my  own  disposal. 
Had  you  married  me,  my  time  would  have  been  yours.  It  would 
have  been  just  that  you  sliould  know  how  it  was  spent.  Each 
would  then  have  known  so  much  of  the  other.  But  you  have 
chosen  that  this  should  not  be ;  and,  therefore,  I  deny  your  right 
now  to  make  inquiry.  If  I  have  departed  from  any  hopes  you  had 
formed,  you  have  no  one  to  blame  but  yourself. 

*  You  have  said  that  I  neglect  you.  I  am  ready  to  marry  you 
tomorrow  ;  I  have  been  ready  to  io  so  any  day  since  our  engage- 
ment. You  yourself  know  how  much  more  than  ready  I  have 
been.  I  do  not  profess  to  be  a  very  painstaking  lover ;  nay,  if 
you  will,  the  life  would  bore  me,  even  if  in  our  case  the  mawkish- 
ness  of  the  delay  did  not  do  more  than  bore.  At  any  rate,  I  will 
not  go  through  it.  I  loved,  and  do  love  you  truly,  1  to\^^ovst  ^^ 
it  truly  when  I  £rat  knew  it  myself,  and  urged  my  sv3l\\i\S^.\V^^^^ 
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definite  answer.  You  accepted  me,  and  now  there  needs  be  nothing 
further  till  we  are  married. 

'  But  I  insist  on  this,  that  I  will  not  have  my  affairs  discussed 
bj  you  with  persons  to  whom  you  are  a  stranger. 

*  You  will  see  my  letter  to  your  aunt.  I  have  told  her  that  I 
will  visit  her  at  Littlebath  as  soon  as  I  have  returned  to  England. 

*  Yours  ever  affectionately, 

'  G.  B.' 

This  letter  was  a  terrible  blow  to  Caroline.  It  seemed  to  her 
to  be  almost  incredible  that  she,  she,  Caroline  Waddington,  should 
be  forced  to  receive  such  a  letter  as  that  under  any  circumstances 
and  from  any  gentleman.  Unseemly,  unfeminine,  unladylike! 
These  were  the  epithets  her  lover  used  in  addressing  her.  She 
was  told  that  it  bored  him  to  play  the  lover ;  that  his  misconduct 
was  her  fault ;  and  then  she  was  accused  of  mawkishness !  He 
was  imperative,  too,  in  laying  his  orders  to  her.  ;  I  insist  on  this !' 
Was  it  incumbent  on  her  to  comply  with  his  insistings  ? 

Of  course  she  showed  the  letter  to  her  aunt,  whose  advice  re- 
sulted in  this — that  it  would  be  better  that  she  should  pocket  the 
affront  silently  if  she  were  not  prepared  to  give  up  the  engagement 
altogether.  If  she  were  so  prepared,  the  letter  doubtless  would 
give  her  the  opportunity. 

And  then  Mr.  Harcourt  came  to  her  while  her  anger  was  yet  at 
the  hottest.  His  manner  was  so  kind,  his  temper  so  sweet,  his 
attention  so  obliging,  that  she  could  not  but  be  glad  to  see  him. 
If  George  loved  her,  if  he  wished  to  guide  her,  wished  to  persuade 
her,  why  was  not  he  at  her  right-hand  P  Mr.  Harcourt  was  there 
instead.  It  did  not  bore  him,  multifold  as  his  duties  were,  to  be 
near  her. 

Then  she  committed  the  first  great  fault  of  which  in  this  history 
she  will  be  shown  as  being  guilty.  She  showed  her  lover's  letter 
to  Mr.  Harcourt.  Of  course  this  was  not  done  without  some 
previous  converse ;  till  he  had  found  out  that  she  was  wretched, 
and  inquired  as  to  her  wretchedness ;  till  she  had  owned  that  she 
was  ill  with  sorrow,  beside  herself,  and  perplexed  in  the  extreme. 
Then  at  last,  saying  to  herself  that  she  cared  not  now  to  obey  Mr. 
Bertram,  she  showed  the  letter  to  Mr.  Harcourt. 

*  It  is  ungenerous,'  said  Harcourt. 

'  It  is  ungentlemanlike,'  said  Caroline.  '  But  it  was  written  in 
passion,  and  I  shall  not  notice  it.'  And  so  she  and  Miss  Baker 
went  back  again  to  Littlebath. 

It  waa  September  before  Bertram  returned,  and  then  Sir  Lionel 
eawe  with  him.     We  have  not  s^^ace  to  tdl  much  of  what  had 
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passed  between  the  father  and  the  son ;  but  they  reached  London 
apparently  on  good  terms  with  each  other,  and  Sir  Lionel  settled 
himself  in  a  bedroom  near  to  his  son's  chambers,  and  near  also 
to  his  own  club.  There  was,  however,  this  great  ground  of  dis-» 
agreement,  between  them.  Sir  Lionel  was  very  anxious  that  his 
son  should  borrow  money  from  Mr.  Bertram,  and  George  very  re- 
solutely declined  to  do  so.  It  was  now  clear  enough  to  8ir  Lionel 
that  his  son  could  not  show  his  filial  disposition  by  advancing  on 
his  own  behalf  much  money  to  his  father,  as  he  was  himself  by  no 
means  in  affluent  circumstances. 

He  went  down  to  Littlebath,  and  took  his  father  with  him. 
The  meeting  between  the  lovers  was  again  unloverlike ;  but  no- 
thing could  be  more  affectionate  than  Sir  Lionel.  He  took  Caro- 
line in  his  arms  and  kissed  her,  called  her  his  dear  daughter,  and 
praised  her  beauty.  I  believe  he  kissed  Miss  Baker.  Indeed, 
I  know  that  he  made  an  attempt  to  do  so ;  and  I  think  it  not  at  all 
improbable  that  in  the  overflowing  of  his  affectionate  heart,  he 
made  some  overture  of  the  same  kind  to  the  exceedingly  pretty 
parlour-maid  w^ho  waited  upon  them.  "Whatever  might  be  thought 
of  George,  Sir  Lionel  soon  became  popular  there,  and  his  popu- 
larity was  not  decreased  when  he  declared  that  he  would  spend 
the  remainder  of  the  autumn,  and  perhaps  the  winter,  at  Little- 
bath. 

He  did  stay  there  for  the  winter.  He  had  a  year's  furlough, 
during  which  he  was  to  remain  in  England  with  full  pay,  and  he 
made  it  known  to  the  ladies  at  Littlebath  that  the  chief  object 
of  his  getting  this  leave  was  to  be  present  at  the  nuptials  of 
dear  Caroline  and  his  son.  On  one  occasion  he  borrowed  thirty 
pounds  from  Miss  Baker ;  a  circumstance  which  their  intimacy, 
perhaps,  made  excusable.  He  happened,  however,  to  mention 
this  little  occurrence  casually  to  his  son,  and  George  at  once  re- 
paid that  debt,  poor  as  he  was  at  the  time. 

'You  could  have  that  and  whatever  more  you  chose  merely 
for  the  asking,'  said  Sir  Lionel  on  that  occasion,  in  a  tone  almost 
of  reproach. 

And  so  the  winter  passed  away.  George,  however,  was  not 
idle.  He  fully  intended  to  be  called  to  the  bar  in  the  follow- 
ing autumn,  and  did,  to  a  certain  extent,  renew  his  legal  studies. 
He  did  not  return  to  Mr.  Die,  prevented  possibly  by  the  diffi- 
culty he  would  have  in  preparing  the  necessary  funds.  But  his 
great  work  through  the  winter  and  in  the  early  spring  was  an- 
other small  volume,  which  he  published  in  March,  and  which  he 
called,  *  The  Fallacies  of  Early  History.' 

We  need  not  give  any  minute  criticism,  on  tVoa  '^otV.    'V^  ^^ 
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suffice  to  say  that  the  orthodox  world  declared  it  to  be  much 
more  heterodox  than  the  last  work.  Heterodox,  indeed  !  It  was 
so  bad,  they  said,  that  there  was  not  the  least  glimmer  of  any 
doxy  whatever  left  about  it.  The  early  history  of  which  he  spoke 
was  altogether  Bible  history,  and  the  fallacies  to  which  he  alluded 
were  the  plainest  statements  of  the  book  of  Genesis.  Nay,  he 
had  called  the  whole  story  of  Creation  a  myth ;  the  whole  story  as 
there  given :  so  at  least  said  the  rabbis  of  Oxford,  and  among 
them  outspoke  more  loudly  than  any  others  the  outraged  and 
very  learned  rabbis  of  Oriel. 

Bertram  however  denied  this.  He  had,  he  said,  not  called  any- 
thing a  myth.  There  was  the  printed  book,  and  one  might  have 
supposed  that  it  would  be  easy  enough  to  settle  this  question. 
But  it  was  far  from  being  so.  The  words  myth  and  mythical  were 
used  half-a-dozen  times,  and  the  rabbis  declared  that  they  were 
applied  to  the  statements  of  Scripture.  Bertram  declared  that 
they  were  applied  to  the  appearance  those  statements  must  have 
as  at  present  put  before  the  English  world.  Then  he  said  som^ 
thing  not  complimentary  to  the  translators,  and  something  also 
very  uncivil  as  to  want  of  intelligence  on  the  part  of  the  Oxford 
rabbis.  The  war  raged  warmly,  and  was  taken  up  by  the  metro- 
politan press,  till  Bertram  became  a  lion — a  lion,  however,  with- 
out a  hide,  for  in  the  middle  of  the  dispute  he  felt  himself  called 
on  to  resign  his  fellowship. 

He  lost  that  hide ;  but  he  got  another  in  lieu  which  his  friends 
assured  him  was  of  a  much  warmer  texture.  His  uncle  had  taken 
considerable  interest  in  this  dispute,  alleging  all  through  that  the 
Oxford  men  were  long-eared  asses  and  bigoted  monks.  It  may 
be  presumed  that  his  own  orthodoxy  was  not  of  a  high  class.  He 
had  never  liked  George's  fellowship,  and  had  always  ridiculed  the 
income  which  he  received  from  it.  Directly  he  heard  that  it  had 
been  resigned,  he  gave  his  nephew  a  thousand  pounds.  He  said 
nothing  about  it ;  he  merely  told  Mr.  Fritchett  to  arrange  the 
matter. 

Sir  Lionel  was  delighted.  As  to  the  question  of  orthodoxy 
he  was  perfectly  indilferent.  It  was  nothing  to  him  whether  his 
son  called  the  book  of  Genesis  a  myth  or  a  gospel ;  but  he  had 
said  much,  very  much  as  to  the  folly  of  risking  the  fellowship ; 
and  more,  a  great  deal  more,  as  to  the  madness  of  throwing  it 
away.  But  now  he  was  quite  ready  to  own  himself  wrong,  and 
did  do  so  in  the  most  straightforward  manner.  After  all,  what 
was  a  fellowship  to  a  man  just  about  to  be  married?  In  his 
position  Bertram  had  of  course  been  free  to  speak  out.  If,  indeed, 
£here  had  been  any  object  in  l[io\Amg^o\^'b^o^<i^<i,t\i«iLtlie  ex- 
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pression  of  such  opinions,  let  alone  their  publication,  would  not 
nave  been  judicious. 

As  it  was,  however,  nothing  could  have  been  more  lucky.  Hia 
son  had  shown  his  independence.  The  rich  uncle  had  shown  the 
warm  interest  which  he  still  took  in  his  nephew,  and  Sir  Lionel 
was  able  to  borrow  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  a  sum  of  money 
which,  at  the  present  moment,  was  very  grateful  to  him.  Ber- 
tram's triumph  was  gilded  on  all  sides ;  for  the  booksellers  had 
paid  him  handsomely  for  his  infidel  manuscript.  Infidelity  that 
can  make  itself  successful  will,  at  any  rate,  bring  an  income. 

And  this  brings  us  to  the  period  at  which  we  may  resume  our 
story.  One  word  we  must  say  as  to  Caroline.  During  the  winter 
she  had  seen  her  lover  repeatedly,  and  had  written  to  him  re- 
peatedly. Their  engagement,  therefore,  had  by  no  means  been 
broken.  But  their  meetings  were  cold,  and  their  letters  equally 
so.  She  would  have  married  him  at  once  now  if  he  would  ask 
her.  But  he  would  not  ask  her.  He  was  quite  willing  to  marry 
her  if  she  would  herself  say  that  she  was  willing  so  far  to  recede 
from  her  former  resolutions.  But  she  could  not  bring  herself  to 
do  this.  Each  was  too  proud  to  make  the  first  concession  to  the 
other,  and  therefore  no  concession  was  made  by  either. 

Sir  Lionel  once  attempted  to  interfere ;  but  he  failed.  George 
gave  him  to  understand  that  he  could  manage  his  own  affairs  him- 
self. When  a  son  is  frequently  called  on  to  lend  money  to  his 
father,  and  that  father  is  never  called  on  to  repay  it,  the  parental 
authority  is  apt  to  grow  dull.  It  had  become  very  dull  in  this 
case. 


CHAPTEB  XIX. 

BICHMOKD. 


It  was  in  the  midst  of  this  noise  about  Bertram's  new  book  that 
the  scene  is  presumed  to  be  reopened.  He  had  resigned  his  fel- 
lowship, and  pocketed  his  thousand  pounds.  Neither  of  these 
events  had  much  depressed  his  spirits,  and  he  appeared  now  to  his 
friends  to  be  a  happy  man  in  spite  of  his  love  troubles.  At  the 
same  time,  Harcourt  also  was  sufficiently  elate.  He  had  made  his 
great  speech  with  considerable  Sclat,  and  his  sails  were  full  of 
wind — of  wind  of  a  more  substantial  character  tAiau  t\v»i\.  V^  N5\^0ct 
Bertram's  vesseJ  was  waited. 
And  Just  now  Harcourt  and  Bertram  were  again  T£i\i(^^^^^^*' 
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A  few  months  since  it  had  appeared  to  Harcourt  that  Bertram 
intended  to  do  nothing  in  the  world,  to  make  no  figure.  Even 
now  there  was  but  little  hope  of  his  doing  much  as  a  barrister ; 
but  it  seemed  probable  that  he  might  at  any  rate  make  himself 
known  as  an  author.  Such  triumphs,  as  Harcourt  well  knew, 
were  very  barren ;  but  still  it  was  well  to  know  men  who  were  in 
any  way  triumphant ;  and  therefore  the  barrister,  himself  so  tri- 
umphant, considered  it  judicious  not  to  drop  his  friend. 

It  may  be  said  that  Bertram  had  given  up  all  idea  of  practising 
as  a  barrister.  He  still  intended  to  go  through  the  form  of  being 
called ;  but  his  profession  was  to  be  that  of  an  author.  He  had 
all  manner  of  works  in  hand :  poems,  plays,  political  pamphlets, 
infidel  essays,  histories,  and  a  narrative  of  his  travels  in  the  East. 
He  had  made  up  his  mind  fully  that  there  were  in  England  only 
two  occupations  worthy  of  an  Englishman.  A  man  should  be 
known  either  as  a  politician  or  as  an  author.  It  behoved  a  man 
to  speak  out  what  was  in  him  with  some  audible  voice,  so  that  the 
world  might  hear.  He  might  do  so  either  by  word  of  mouth,  or 
by  pen  and  paper ;  by  the  former  in  Parliament,  by  the  latter  at 
his  desk.  Each  form  of  speech  had  its  own  advantage.  Fate, 
which  had  made  Harcourt  a  member  of  Parliament,  seemed  to  in>- 
tend  him,  Bertram,  to  be  an  author. 

Harcourt,  though  overwhelmed  by  business  at  this  period,  took 
frequent  occasion  to  be  with  Bertram ;  and  when  he  was  with  him 
alone  he  always  made  an  efibrt  to  talk  about  Miss  Waddington. 
Bertram  was  rather  shy  of  the  subject.  He  had  never  blamed 
Harcourt  for  what  had  taken  place  while  he  was  absent  in  Paris^ 
but  since  that  time  he  had  never  volunteered  to  speak  of  his  own 
engagement. 

They  were  together  one  fine  May  evening  on  the  banks  of  the 
river  at  Eichmond.  George  was  fond  of  the  place,  and  whenever 
Harcourt  proposed  to  spend  an  evening  alone  with  him,  they 
would  go  up  the  river  and  dine  there. 

On  this  occasion  Harcourt  seemed  determined  to  talk  about 
Miss  "Waddingtbn.  Bertram,  who  was  not  in  the  best  posedble. 
humour,  had  shown,  one  might  say  plainly  enough,  that  it  was  a 
subject  on  which  he  did  not  wish  to  speak.  One  might  also  say 
that  it  was  a  subject  as  to  talking  on  which  the  choice  certainly 
ought  to  have  been  left  to  himself.  A  man  who  is  engaged  may 
often  choose  to  talk  to  his  fnend  about  his  engaged  bnde ;  but 
the  friend  does  not  usually  select  the  lad  v  as  a  topic  of  conversa- 
tion except  in  conformity  with  the  Benedict's  wishes. 

On  this  occasion,  however,  Harcourt  would  talk  about  Miss 
Waddington,  and  Bertram,  who  had  already  given  one  or  two 
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short  answers,  began  to  feel  that  his  friend  was  almost  imper- 
tinent. 

They  were  cracking  decajed  walnuts  and  sipping  not  the  very 
t>est  of  wine,  and  Bertram  was  expatiating  on  Sir  Robert  Peel's 
enormity  in  having  taken  the  wind  out  of  the  sails  of  the  Whigs, 
and  rehearsing  perhaps  a  few  paragraphs  of  a  new  pamphlet  that 
Was  about  to  come  out,  when  Harcourt  again  suddenly  turned 
the  conversation. 

*  By-the-by,'  said  he,  *  I  believe  there  is  no  day  absolutely  fixed 
for  your  marriage.' 

*  jN'o,'  said  Bertram,  sharply  enough.  '  No  day  has  been  fixed. 
Oould  anything  on  earth  have  been  more  base  than  the  manner 
in  which  he  has  endeavoured  to  leave  Cobden  as  a  necessary  legacy 
to  the  new  government  ?  Would  he  have  put  Cobden  into  any 
place  in  a  government  of  his  own  ? ' 

*  Oh,  d Cobden !     One  has  enough  of  him  in  the  House, — 

quite.' 

*  But  I  have  not  that  advantage.* 

*  You  shall  have,  some  of  these  days.  I'll  make  over  the  Batter- 
sea  Hamlets  to  you  as  soon  as  I  can  get  a  judge's  wig  on  my  head. 
But  I'm  thinking  of  other  things  now.  I  wonder  whether  you 
and  Caroline  Waddington  ever  will  be  man  and  wife  ? ' 

*  Probably  about  the  time  that  you  are  made  a  judge.' 

*  Ha !  ha !  Well,  I  hope  if  you  do  do  it,  it  will  come  off  before 
that.  Bjit  I  doubt  its  coming  off  at  all.  Each  of  you  is  too 
proud  for  the  other.  Neither  of  you  can  forgive  what  the  other 
nas  done.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  ?  But  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Hareouri,  I 
have  no  great  inclination  to  discuss  that  matter  just  at  prese;it. 
If  you  please,  we  will  leave  Miss  Waddington  alone.' 

*  What  1  mean  is  this,'  said  the  embryo  judge,  perse veringly, 
*  that  you  are  too  angry  with  her  on  account  of  this  enforced  de- 
lay, and  she  is  too  angry  with  you  because  you  have  dared  to  be 
angry  with  her.     I  do  not  think  you  will  ever  come  together.' 

Bertram  looked  full  at  Harcourt  as  this  was  said,  and  observed 
that  there  was  not  the  usual  easy,  gentlemanlike  smile  on  the 
barrister's  face  ;  and  yet  the  barrister  was  doing  his  best  to  look 
as  usual.  The  fact  was,  that  Harcourt  was  pla3ring  a  game,  and 
playing  it  with  considerable  skill,  but  his  performance  was  not 
altogether  that  of  a  Garrick.  Something  might  have  been  read 
in  his  face  had  Bertram  been  cunning  enough  to  read  it.  But 
Bertram  was  not  a  cunning  man. 

Bertram  looked  full  in  the  other's  face.  Had  he  been  content 
to  do  so  and  to  say  nothing,  he  would  have  gained  his  point,  and 
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the  subject  would  have  been  at  ouce  dropped.  Harcourt  then 
could  have  gone  no  further.  But  Bertram  was  now  angry,  and, 
being  angry,  he  could  not  but  speak. 

'Harcourt,  you  have  interfered  once  before  between  me  and 
Miss  Waddiiigton — ' 

*  Interfered ! ' 

'Yes,  interfered — in  what  I  then  thought  and  still  think  to 
have  been  a  very  unwarrantable  manner.' 

*  It  was  a  pity  you  did  not  tell  me  of  it  at  the  time.' 

*  It  is  a  pity  rather  that  you  should  drive  me  to  tell  you  of  it 
now ;  but  you  do  so.  "When  I  was  in  Paris,  you  said  to  Miss 
"Waddington  what  you  had  no  right  to  say.' 

*  What  did  I  say  P' 

*  Or,  rather,  she  said  to  you — ' 

*  Ah !  that  was  no  fault  of  mine.' 

*  But  it  was  a  fault  of  yours.  Do  you  think  that  I  cannot  un- 
derstand ?  that  I  cannot  see  P  She  would  have  been  silent  enough 
to  you  but  for  your  encouragement.  I  do  not  know  that  I  was 
ever  so  vexed  as  when  I  received  that  letter  from  you.  You  took 
upon  yourself — ' 

*  I  know  you  were  angry,  very  angry.  But  that  was  not  my 
fault.  I  said  nothing  but  what  a  friend  under  such  circumstances 
was  bound  to  say.' 

*  Well,  let  the  matter  drop  now ;  and  let  Miss  Waddington  and 
myself  settle  our  own  affairs.' 

*  I  cannot  let  the  matter  drop ;  you  have  driven  me  to  defend 
myself,  and  I  must  do  it  as  best  I  may.  I  know  that  you  were 
angry,  exceedingly  angry — 

'Exceedingly  angry!'  he  repeated;  *but  that  was  no  fault  of 
mine.  When  Miss  Baker  sent  for  me,  I  could  not  but  go  to  her. 
When  I  was  there,  I  could  not  but  listen  to  her.  Wheh  Caroline 
told  me  that  she  was  wretched — ' 

'  Miss  Waddington!'  shouted  Bertram,  in  a  voice  that  caused 
the  glasses  to  shake,  and  made  the  waiter  turn  round.  And  then 
suddenly  recollecting  himself,  he  scowled  round  the  room  as  he 
observed  that  he  was  noticed. 

*  Hush,  my  dear  fellow.  It  shall  be  Miss  Waddington ;  but  not 
quite  so  loud.  And  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  hearing  the  lady 
called  by  her  Christian  name  so  often,  both  by  yourself  and  Miss 
Baker,  1  forgot  myself.  When  she  spoke  to  me  of  her  wretched 
state,  what  was  I  to  do  P  Was  I  to  say,  fie  !  fie !  and  take  my 
hat  and  go  away  P' 

'She  was  very  wretched,'  he  continued,  for  Bertram  merely 
scowled  and  said  nothing,  *  and  I  could  no\.  W\i  «^m^^t\;i\2«  with, 


EICHMOND.  201 

her.  Sbe  thought  that  you  had  neglected  her.  It  was  clear  that 
you  had  gone  abroad  withoui^  telling  her.  Was  it  to  be  wondered 
at  that  she  should  be  unhappy  ?' 

*  Her  telling  you  that  she  was  so  was  inexcusable.' 

*At  any  rate,  I  am  blameless.  I  myself  think  that  she  was 
also ;  but  that  is  another  question.  In  what  I  wrote  to  you,  I  did 
my  duty  as  a  friend  to  both  parties.  After  that,  I  do  confess  that 
I  thought  your  anger  too  great  to  allow  you  ever  to  stand  at  the 
altar  with  her.' 

*  Tou  do  not  mean  to  say  that  she  showed  you  my  letter  ?'  said 
Bertram,  almost  leaping  at  him. 

*  Tour  letter !  what  letter  ?' 

*  You  know  what  letter — my  letter  from  Paris  ?  The  letter 
which  I  wrote  to  her  in  reference  to  the  one  I  received  from  you  ? 
I  desire  at  once  to  have  an  answer  from  you.  Did  Caroline  show 
you  that  letter  ? ' 

Harcourt  looked  very  guilty,  extremely  guilty ;  but  he  did  not 
immediately  make  any  reply. 

*  HLarcourt,  answer  me,'  said  Bertram,  much  more  coolly.  *  I 
have  no  feeling  of  anger  now  with  you.  Did  Caroline  show  you 
that  letter?' 

*  Miss  Waddington  did  show  it  to  me.' 

And  thus  the  successful  Mr.  Harcourt  had  been  successful  also 
in  this.  And  now,  having  narrated  this  interview  in  a  manner 
which  does  not  make  it  redound  very  much  to  that  gentleman's 
credit,  I  must  add  to  the  narrative  his  apology.  If  even-handed 
justice  were  done  throughout  the  world,  some  apologv  could  be 
found  for  most  offences.  Not  that  the  offences  would  thus  be 
wiped  away,  and  black  become  white ;  but  much  that  is  now  veir 
black  would  be  reduced  to  that  sombre,  uninviting  shade  of  ordi- 
nary brown  which  is  so  customary  to  humanity. 

Our  apolog^y  for  Mr.  Harcourt  will  by  no  means  make  his  con- 
duct white — will  leave  it,  perhaps  of  a  deeper,  dingier  brown  than 
that  which  is  quite  ordinary  among  men ;  nay,  will  leave  it  still 
black,  many  will  say. 

Mr.  Harcourt  had  seen  that  which  in  his  opinion  proved  that 
Bertram  and  Miss  Waddington  could  never  be  happy  with  each 
other.  He  had  seen  that  which  in  his  opinion  led  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  neither  of  them  really  wished  that  this  marriage  should 
take  place.  But  he  had  seen  that  also  which  made  him  believe 
that  both  were  too  proud  to  ask  for  a  release.  Under  such  cir- 
cumstances, would  he  be  doing  ill  if  he  were  to  release  them  ? 
Caroline  had  so  spoken,  spoken  even  to  him,  t\va\.  \\i  ^^^vel^^ykv- 
possible  to  him  that  Bbe  could  wish  for  tho  matna.^^*    "^et^jwsis^ 
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had  BO  written  that  it  seemed  equally  impossible  that  he  should 
wish  for  it.  Would  it  not,  therefore,  be  madness  to  allow  them  to 
marry  P  He  had  said  as  much  to  Miss  Baker,  and  Miss  Baker 
had  agreed  with  him.  '  He  cannot  love  her,'  Miss  Baker  had  said, 
'  or  he  would  not  neglect  her  so  shamefully.  I  am  sure  he  does 
not  love  her.' 

But  there  was  a  man  who  did  love  her,  who  had  felt  that  he 
could  love  her  from  the  first  moment  that  he  had  seen  her  as  an 
affianced  bride  :  he  had  not  then  courted  her  for  himself;  for  then 
it  was  manifest  that  she  both  loved  and  was  loved.  But  now,  now 
that  this  was  altered,  was  there  good  cause  why  he  should  not 
covet  her  now  P  Mr.  Harcourt  thought  that  there  was  no  suffi* 
cient  cause. 

And  then  this  man,  who  was  not  by  nature  a  vain  man,  who  had 
not  made  himself  apt  at  believing  that  young  beauties  fell  readily 
in  love  with  him,  who  had  not  spent  his  years  in  basking  in  ladies' 
smiles,  imagined  that  he  had  some  ground  to  think  that  Miss 
"Waddington  was  not  averse  to  him.  Oh,  how  she  had  looked  when 
that  part  of  Bertram's  letter  had  been  read,  in  which  he  professed 
that  he  would  not  be  bored  by  any  love-duties  for  his  lady  !  And 
then,  this  man  had  been  kind  to  her ;  he  had  shown  that  such 
service  would  be  no  bore  to  him.  He  had  been  gentle-mannered 
to  her ;  and  she  also,  she  had  been  gentle  to  him : — 

*  The  woman  cannot  be  of  nature's  making 
Whom,  being  kind,  her  misery  makes  not  kinder.' 

And  Caroline  was  kind ;  at  least  so  he  thought,  and  heaven  knows 
she  was  miserable  also.  And  thus  hopes  rose  that  never  should 
have  risen,  and  schemes  were  made  which,  if  not  absolutely  black, 
were  as  near  it  as  any  shade  of  brown  may  be. 

And  then  there  was  the  fact  that  Caroline  was  the  grand- 
daughter, and  might  probably  be  the  heiress,  of  one  of  the  wealth- 
iest men  in  the  city  of  London.  The  consideration  of  this  fact 
had  doubtless  its  weight  also.  The  lady  would  at  least  have  six 
thousand  pounds,  might  have  sixty,  might  have  three  times  sixty. 
Harcourt  would  probably  have  found  it  inexpedient  to  give  way  to 
any  love  had  there  been  no  money  to  gild  the  passion.  He  was 
notoriously  a  man  of  the  world ;  he  pretended  to  be  nothing  else ; 
he  would  have  thought  that  he  had  made  himself  ludicrous  if  he 
had  married  for  love  only.  "With  him  it  was  a  source  of  comfort 
that  the  lady's  pecuniary  advantages  allowed  him  the  hope  that  he 
might  indulge  his  love.     So  he  did  indulge  it. 

He  had  trusted  for  awhile  that  circumstances  would  break  off 
this  ill-assorted  match,  and  that  then  he  could  step  in  himself 
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without  any  previous  intei'ference  in  the  matter.  But  the  time 
was  running  too  close :  unless  something  was  done,  these  two  poor 
young  creatures  would  marry,  and  make  themselves  wretched  for 
me.  Benevolence  itself  required  that  he  should  take  the  matter 
in  hand.  So  he  did  take  it  in  hand,  and  commenced  his  operations 
— ^not  unskilfully,  as  we  have  seen. 

Such  is  our  apology  for  Mr.  Harcourt.  A  very  poor  one,  the 
reader  will  say,  turning  from  that  gentleman  with  disgust.  It  is 
a  poor  one.  Were  we  all  turned  inside  out,  as  is  done  with  ladies 
and  gentlemen  in  novels,  some  of  us  might  find  some  little  diffi* 
culty  in  giving  good  apologies  for  ourselves.  Our  shade  of  brown 
would  often  be  very  dark. 

Bertram  sat  for  awhile  silent  and  motionless  at  the  table,  and 
Harcourt  seeing  his  look  of  grief,  almost  repented  what  he  had 
done.  But,  after  all,  he  had  only  told  the  truth.  The  letter  had 
been  shown  to  him. 

'It  is  incredible,'  said  Bertram,  'incredible, incredible!'  But, 
nevertheless,  his  voice  showed  plainly  enough  that  the  statement 
to  him  was  not  incredible. 

*  Let  it  be  so,'  said  Harcourt,  who  purposely  misunderstood  him. 
^  I  do  not  wish  you  to  believe  me.  Let  us  leave  it  so.  Come,  it 
is  time  for  us  to  go  back  to  town.'  But  Bertram  still  sat  silent, 
saying  nothing. 

Harcourt  called  the  waiter,  and  paid  the  bill.  He  then  told 
Bertram  what  his  share  was,  and  commenced  smoothing  the  silk 
of  his  hat  preparatory  to  moving.  Bertram  took  out  his  purse, 
gave  him  the  necessary  amount  of  shillings,  and  then  again  sat 
silent  and  motionless. 

*  Come,  Bertram,  there  will  be  only  one  train  after  this,  and  you 
know  what  a  crowd  there  is  always  for  that.     Let  us  go.' 

But  Bertram  did  not  move.  *  Harcourt,  if  you  would  not  mind 
it,'  he  said,  very  gently,  *  I  would  rather  go  back  by  myself  today. 
What  you  have  said  has  ^at  me  out.     I  shall  probably  walk.' 

*  Walk  to  town!' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  the  walk  will  be  nothing :  I  shall  like  it.  Don't  wait 
for  me,  there's  a  good  fellow.  I'll  see  you  tomorrow,  or  next  day, 
or  before  long.' 

So  Harcourt,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  and  expressing  some  sur- 
prise at  this  singular  resolve,  put  his  hat  on  his  head  and  walked 
off  by  himself.  What  his  inward  reflections  were  on  his  journey 
back  to  London  we  will  not  inquire  ;  but  will  accompany  our  other 
friend  in  his  walk. 

Hurriedly  as  it  had  been  written,  he  remembered  almost  every 
word  of  that  letter  from  Paris.  He  knew  that  it  had  been  severe, 
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and  he  had  sometimes  perhaps  regretted  its  severity.  But  he 
knew  also  that  the  offence  had  been  great.  What  right  had  his 
affianced  bride  to  speak  of  him  to  another  man  P  Was  it  not  fit 
that  he  should  tell  her  how  great  was  this  sin  F  His  ideas  on  the 
matter  were  perhaps  too  strong,  but  they  certainly  are  not  pecu- 
liar. We — speaking  for  the  educated  male  sex  in  England — do 
not  like  to  think  that  any  one  should  tamper  with  the  ladies  whom 
we  love. 

But  what  was  this  to  that  which  she  had  since  done  ?  To  talk 
of  him  had  been  bad,  but  to  show  his  letters !  to  show  such  a  let- 
ter as  that !  to  show  such  a  letter  to  such  a  person !  to  make  such 
a  confidence,  and  with  such  a  confidant !  It  could  not  be  that  she 
loved  him  ;  it  could  not  be  but  that  she  must  prefer  that  other 
man  to  him. 

As  he  thought  of  this,  walking  on  hurriedly  towards  London  on 
that  soft  May  night,  his  bosom  swelled,  but  with  anger  rather 
than  with  sorrow.  It  must  be  all  over  then  between  them.  It 
could  not  go  on  after  what  he  had  now  been  told.  She  was  will- 
ing, he  presumed,  to  marry  him,  having  pledged  him  her  word  that 
she  would  do  so ;  but  it  was  clear  that  she  did  not  care  for  him. 
He  would  not  hold  her  to  her  pledge ;  nor  would  he  take  to  his  Ikv- 
som  one  who  would  have  a  secret  understanding  with  another  man. 

'  Miss  Baker,'  he  said  to  himself, '  had  treated  him  badly  ;  she 

,  must  have  known  this ;  why  had  she  not  told  him  ?     If  it  were  so 

that  Miss  Waddington  liked  another  better  than  him,  would  it  not 

have  been  Miss  Baker's  duty  to  t^ll  him  so  ?     It  did  not  signify 

however ;  he  had  learnt  it  in  time — luckily,  luckily,  luckily.' 

Should  he  quarrel  with  Harcourt  ?  Wnat  mattered  it  whether 
he  did  or  no  ?  or  what  mattered  it  what  part  Harcourt  took  in  the 
concern  ?  If  that  which  Harcourt  had  said  were  true,  if  Caroline 
had  shown  him  this  letter,  he,  Bertram,  could  never  forgive  that ! 
If  BO,  they  must  part!  And  then,  if  he  did  not  possess  her,  what 
mattered  who  did  ?  Nay,  if  she  loved  Harcourt,  why  should  he 
prevent  their  coming  together  F  But  of  this  he  would  make  him- 
self fully  satisfied ;  he  would  know  whether  the  letter  had  truly 
been  shown.  Harcourt  was  a  barrister ;  and  in  Bertram's  estima- 
tion a  barrister's  word  was  not  always  to  be  taken  implicitly. 

So  he  still  walked  on.  But  what  should  he  first  do  P  how  should 
he  act  at  once  P  And  then  it  occurred  to  him  that,  according  to 
the  ideas  generally  prevalent  in  the  world  on  such  matters,  he 
would  not  be  held  to  be  justified  in  repudiating  his  betrothed  merely 
because  she  had  shown  a  letter  of  his  to  another  gentleman.  He 
felt  in  his  own  mind  that  the  cause  was  quite  sufficient ;  that  the 
state  of  mind  which  such  an  act  diftcloae^  ^«ia  ^^«x\^tlo\.VJg»^^^«» 
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loving,  trusting  wife.  But  others  might  think  differently :  perhaps 
Miss  Baker  might  do  so  ;  or  perhaps  Miss  Waddington. 

But  then  it  was  not  possible  that  she  could  ever  wish  to  marry  him 
after  having  taken  such  a  course  as  that.  Had  he  not  indeed  ample 
cause  to  think  that  she  did  not  wish  to  marry  him  F  She  had  put 
it  off  to  the  last  possible  moment.  She  had  yielded  nothing  to  his 
urgent  request.  In  all  her  intercourse  with  him  she  had  been  cold 
and  unbending.  She  had  had  her  moments  of  confidence,  but  they 
were  not  with  him  ;  they  were  with  one  whom  perhaps  she  liked 
better.  There  was  no  jealousy  in  this,  not  jealousy  of  the  usual 
kind.  His  self-respect  had  been  injured,  and  he  could  not  endure 
that.     He  hardly  now  wished  that  she  should  love  him. 

But  he  would  go  to  Littlebath  at  once  and  ask  her  the  question. 
He  would  ask  her  all  those  questions  which  were  now  burning  in- 
side his  heart.  She  did  not  like  severe  letters,  and  he  would  write 
no  more  such  to  her.  "What  further  communication  might  of  ne- 
cessity take  place  between  them  should  be  by  word  of  mouth.  So 
he  resolved  to  go  down  to  Littlebath  on  the  morrow. 

And  then  he  reached  his  chambers,  weary  and  sad  at  heart.  But 
he  was  no  longer  angry.  He  endeavoured  to  persuade  himself  that 
he  was  absolutely  the  reverse  of  angry.  He  knelt  down  and  prayed 
that  she  might  be  happy.  He  swore  that  he  would  do  anything  to 
make  her  so.  But  that  anything  was  not  to  include  any  chance  of 
a  marriage  with  himself. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 

JUNO. 


Ik  spite  of  his  philosophy  and  his  prayers,  Bertram  went  to  bed 
not  in  a  very  happy  state  of  mind.  He  was  a  man  essentially  of  a 
warm  and  loving  heart.  He  was  exigeant,  and  perhaps  even  selfish 
in  his  love.  Most  men  are  so.  But  he  did  love,  had  loved ;  and 
having  made  up  his  mind  to  part  from  that  which  he  had  loved,  he 
could  not  be  happy.  He  had  ofben  lain  awake,  thinking  of  her 
faults  to  him ;  but  now  he  lay  thinking  of  his  faults  to  her.  It 
was  a  pity,  he  said  to  himself,  that  their  marriage  should  have  been 
so  delayed ;  she  had  acted  foolishly  in  that,  certainly ;  had  not 
known  him,  had  not  understood  his  character,  or  appreciated  his 
affection  ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  might  have  borne  it  better.  He 
felt  that  he  had  been  stern,  almost  savage  to  her*,  thsit  Vv^Vvai^x^- 
aented  her  refusal  to  marry  him  at  once  too  \io\eii>i\.^  \  V*^  ^x€^ 
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beavy  blame  on  bimself.  But  tbrougb  all  tbis,  be  still  felt  tbat 
they  could  not  now  marry.  Was  it  not  clear  to  bim  tbat  Caroline 
would  be  deligbted  to  escape  from  ber  engagement  if  tbe  way  to 
do  80  were  opened  to  ber  ? 

He  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out  bis  plans.  By  an  early  train  on 
tbe  following  day  be  went  down  to  Littlebatb,  and  at  once  went  to 
bis  father's  lodgings.  Eor  Sir  Lionel,  in  order  tbat  he  might  be 
near  his  dear  daughter,  was  still  living  in  Littlebatb.  He  bad 
entered  the  second,  or  lighter  fast  set,  played  a  good  deal  at  cards, 
might  constantly  be  seen  walking  up  and  down  tbe  assembly- 
rooms,  and  did  something  in  horseflesh. 

George  first  went  to  his  father's  lodgings,  and  found  bim  still 
in  bed.  The  lighter  fast  set  at  Littlebatb  do  not  generally  get  up 
early,  and  Sir  Lionel  professed  that  be  bad  not  lately  been  alto- 
gether well.  Littlebatb  was  fearfully,  fearfully  cold.  It  was  now 
May,  and  be  was  still  obliged  to  keep  a  fire.  He  was  in  a  very 
good  humour  however  with  bis  son,  for  the  period  of  tbe  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds'  loan  was  not  long  passed  by.  Gratitude 
for  that  had  not  yet  given  way  to  desire  for  more. 

*  Oh,  George !  is  that  you  ?  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  Gtoing 
np  to  the  terrace,  I  suppose  ?  I  was  with  Caroline  lor  a  few  mi- 
nutes last  night,  and  I  never  saw  ber  looking  better — never.* 

George  answered  by  asking  his  father  where  be  meant  to  dine. 
Sir  Lionel  was  going  to  dine  out.  He  usually  did  dine  out.  He 
was  one  of  those  men  who  have  a  knack  of  getting  a  succession  ot 
gratis  dinners ;  and  it  must  be  confessed  in  his  favour — and  tbe 
admission  was  generally  made  in  tbe  dining-out  world — tbat  Sir 
Lionel  was  worth  bis  dinner. 

*  Then  I  shall  probably  return  this  evening ;  but  I  will  see  you 
before  I  go.' 

Sir  Lionel  asked  why  be  would  not  dine  as  usual  in  Montpellier 
Terrace ;  but  on  this  subject  George  at  present  gave  bim  no  answer. 
He  merely  said  that  he  thought  it  very  improbable  tbat  be  should 
do  so,  and  then  went  away  to  his  work.  It  was  hard  work  tbat  he 
bad  to  do,  and  he  thoroughly  wished  tbat  it  was  over. 

He  did  not  however  allow  bimself  a  moment  to  pause.  On  the 
contrary,  be  walked  so  quick,  that  when  be  found  himself  in  Miss 
Baker's  drawing-room,  be  was  almost  out  of  breath,  and  partlr 
from  tbat  cause,  and  partly  from  his  agitation,  was  unable  to  speak 
to  tbat  lady  in  his  usual  unruffled  manner. 

*  Ah,  how  do  you  do,  Miss  Baker  ?  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you. 
I  have  run  down  today  in  a  great  hurry,  and  I  am  very  anxious 

to  see  Caroline,    Is  she  out  ?' 
Misa  Baker  explained  tbat  ahe^asuo^i  oM^\«sv.d^o\&Id  be  down 
rerjr  shortly. 
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*  I'm  glad  she's  not  away,  for  I  am  very  anxious  to  see  her — ^very/ 
Miss  Baker,  with  her  voice  also  in  a  tremble,  asked  if  anything 

was  the  matter. 

'  No ;  nothing  the  matter.  But  the  truth  is,  I'm  tired  of  this, 
Miss  Baker,  and  I  want  to  settle  it.  I  don't  know  how  she  may 
bear  it,  but  it  has  half  killed  me.' 

Miss  Baker  looked  at  him  almost  aghast,  for  his  manner  was 
energetic  and  almost  wild.  Only  that  he  so  frequently  was  wild, 
she  would  have  feared  that  something  dreadful  was  about  to  hap* 
pen.  She  had  not,  however,  time  to  say  anything  further,  for  Ca- 
roline's step  was  heard  on  the  stairs. 

*  Gould  you  let  us  be  alone  for  ten  minutes  ?'  said  George.  '  But 
I  feel  the  shame  of  turning  you  out  of  your  own  drawing-room. 
Perhaps  Caroline  will  not  mind  coming  down  with  me  into  the 
parlour.' 

But  Miss  Baker  of  course  waived  this  objection,  and  as  she  re« 
treated,  the  two  ladies  met  just  at  the  drawing-room  door.  Caro- 
line was  about  to  speak,  but  was  stopped  by  tne  expression  on  her 
aunt's  face.  Ladies  have  little  ways  of  talking  to  each  other,  with 
nods  and  becks  and  wreathed  smiles,  which  are  quite  beyond  the 
reach  of  men ;  and  in  this  language  aimt  Mary  did  say  something 
as  she  passed  which  gave  her  niece  to  understand  that  the  coming 
interview  would  not  consist  merely  of  the  delights  which  are  com- 
mon among  lovers.  Caroline,  therefore,  as  she  entered  the  room 
composed  her  face  for  solemn  things,  and  walked  slowly,  and  not 
without  some  dignity  in  her  mien,  into  the  presence  of  him  who 
was  to  be  her  lord  and  master. 

*  We  hardly  expected  you,  George,'  she  said. 

His  father  had  been  right.  She  was  looking  well,  very  well. 
Her  figure  was  perhaps  not  quite  so  full,  nor  the  colour  in  her 
cheek  quite  so  high  as  when  he  had  first  seen  her  in  Jerusalem ; 
but,  otherwise,  she  had  never  seemed  to  him  more  lovely.  The 
little  effort  she  had  made  to  collect  herself,  to  assume  a  certain 
majesty  in  her  gait,  was  becoming  to  her.  So  also  was  her  plain 
morning  dress,  and  the  simple  braid  in  which  her  hair  was  collected. 
It  might  certainly  be  boasted  of  Bliss  Waddington  that  she  was  a 
beauty  of  the  morning  rather  than  of  the  night ;  that  her  com- 
plexion was  fitted  for  the  sun  rather  than  for  gaslight. 

He  was  going  to  give  up  all  this !  And  why  P  That  which  he 
saw  before  him,  that  which  he  had  so  often  brought  himself  to 
believe,  that  which  at  this  moment  he  actually  did  believe  to  be  as 
perfect  a  form  of  feminine  beauty  as  might  be  foimd  by  any  search 
in  England,  was  as  yet  his  own.  And  he  might  kee^  \\>  ^<&\ic\&  or^frcu 
He  knew,  or  thought  he  knew  enougk  of  \M&t  to  \)^  %\a^  ^Scl^^V^^ 
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her  feelings  be  what  they  might,  she  would  not  condescend  to 
break  her  word  to  him.  Doubtless,  she  would  marry  him ;  and 
that  in  but  a  few  months  hence  if  only  he  would  marry  her !  Beau- 
tiful as  she  was,  much  as  she  was  his  own,  much  as  he  still  loved 
her,  he  had  come  there  to  reject  her !  All  this  flashed  through  his 
mind  in  a  moment.     He  lost  no  time  in  idle  thoughts. 

*  Caroline,'  he  said,  stretching  out  his  hand  to  her — usually  when 
he  met  her  after  any  absence  he  had  used  his  hand  to  draw  her 
nearer  to  him  with  more  warmth  than  his  present  ordinary  greeting 
showed — *  Caroline,  I  have  come  down  to  have  some  talk  with  you. 
There  is  that  between  us  which  should  be  settled.' 

*  Well,  what  is  it  ?'  she  said,  with  the  slightest  possible  smile. 

*  I  will  not,  if  lean  help  it,  say  any  word  to  show  that  I  am  angry — ' 

*  But  are  you  angry,  George  ?  If  so,  had  fon  not  better  show 
it  ?     Concealment  will  never  sit  well  on  you.' 

*  I  hope  not ;  nor  will  I  conceal  anything  willingly.  It  is  because 
I  so  greatly  dislike  concealment  that  I  am  here.' 

*  You  could  not  conceal  anything  if  you  tried,  George.  It  is 
useless  for  you  to  say  that  you  will  not  show  that  you  are  angry. 
You  are  angry,  and  you  do  show  it.  AVhat  is  it  ?  I  hope  my 
present  sin  is  not  a  very  grievous  one.  By  your  banishing  poor 
aunt  out  of  the  drawing-room,  I  fear  it  must  be  rather  bad.* 

'  I  was  dining  with  Mr.  Harcourt  last  night,  and  it  escaped  him 
in  conversation  that  you  had  shown  to  him  the  letter  which  I  wrote 
to  you  from  Paris.  Was  it  so,  Caroline  ?  Did  you  show  him  that 
very  letter  ?' 

Certainly,  no  indifferent  listener  would  have  said  that  there  was  ^ 
any  tone  of  anger  in  Bertram's  voice ;  and  yet  there  was  that  in 
it  which  made  Miss  Waddington  feel  that  the  room  was  swim« 
ming  round  and  round  her.  She  turned  ruby-red  up  to  her  hair. 
Bertram  had  never  before  seen  her  blush  like  that !  for  he  had 
never  before  seen  her  covered  by  shame.  Oh !  how  she  had 
repented  showing  that  letter!  How  her  soul  had  grieved  over 
it  from  the  very  moment  that  it  had  passed  out  of  her  hand  1 
She  had  done  so  in  the  hotness  of  her  passion.  He  had  written 
to  her  sharp  stinging,  words,  which  had  maddened  her.  Up  to 
that  moment  she  had  never  known  how  sharp,  how  stinging,  now 
bitter  words  might  be.  The  world  had  hitherto  been  so  soft  to  hear  I 
She  was  there  told  that  she  was  unfeminine,  unladylike !  And 
then,  he  that  was  sitting  by  her  was  so  smooth,  so  sympathizing, 
so  anxious  to  please  her !  In  her  anger  and  her  sympathy  she  had 
shown  it ;  and  from  that  day  to  this  she  had  repented  in  the  rough- 
12688  ofsoekcloth  and  the  bitterness  of  ashes.  It  was  possible  that 
Caroline  Waddington  should  so  sin  ^Lg^aim^Xi  ^  ^Qvxkaji's  sense  of 
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propriety ;  that,  alas !  had  been  proved ;  but  it  was  impossible  that 
she  should  so  sin  and  not  know  that  she  had  sinned,  nor  feel  the 
shame  of  it. 

She  did  stand  before  him  red  with  shame ;  but  at  the  first  mo- 
ment she  made  no'  answer.  It  was  in  her  heart  to  kneel  at  his 
feet,  to  kneel  in  the  spirit  if  not  in  the  body,  and  ask  his  pardon ; 
but  hitherto  she  had  asked  pardon  of  no  human  being.  There 
was  an  effort  in  the  doing  oi  it  which  she  could  not  at  once  get 
over.  Had  his  eyes  looked  tenderly  on  her  for  a  moment,  had 
one  soft  tone  fallen  from  his  lips,  she  would  have  done  it.  Down 
she  would  have  gone  and  implored  his  pardon.  And  who  that  he 
had  once  loved  had  ever  asked  aught  in  vain  from  George  Bertram  ? 
Ah,  that  she  had  done  so]  How  well  they  might  have  loved  e^h 
other !    What  joy  there  might  have  been ! 

But  there  was  nothing  tender  in  his  eye,  no  tender  tone  softened 
the  words  which  fell  from  his-  mouth. 

*  "What ! '  he  said,  and  in  spite  of  his  promise,  his  voice  had  never 
before  sounded  so  stern, — '  what !  show  that  letter  to  another  man ; 
show  that  letter  to  Mr.  Harcourt !     Is  that  true,  Caroline  ?' 

A  child  asks  pardon  from  his  mother  because  he  is  scolded.  He 
wishes  to  avert  her  wrath  in  order  that  he  may  escape  punishment. 
So  also  may  a  servant  of  his  master,  or  an  inferior  of  his  superior. 
But  when  one  equal  asks  pardon  of  another,  it  is  because  he  ac- 
knowledges and  regrets  the  injury  he  has  done.  Such  acknowledg- 
ment, such  regret  will  seldom  be  produced  by  a  stem  face  and  a 
harsh  voice.  Caroline,  as  she  looked  at  him  and  listened  to  him, 
did  not  go  down  on  her  knees — not  even  mentally.  Instead  of 
doing  so,  she  remembered  her  dignity,  and  wretched  as  she  was  at 
heart,  she  continued  to  seat  herself  without  betraying  her  misery. 

*  Is  that  true,  Caroline  ?  I  will  believe  the  charge  against  you 
from  no  other  lips  than  your  own.' 

*  Yes,  George  ;  it  is  true.  I  did  show  your  letter  to  Mr.  Har- 
court.' So  stern  had  he  been  in  his  bearing  that  she  could  not 
condescend  even  to  a  word  of  apology. 

He  had  hitherto  remained  standing;  but  on  hearing  this  he. 
flung  himself  into  a  chair  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.    Even 
then  she  might  have  been  softened,  and  he  might  have  relented, 
and  all  might  have  been  well ! 

*  I  was  very  unhappy,  George,'  she  said ;  *  that  letter  had  made, 
me  very  unhappy,  and  I  hardly  knew  where  to  turn  for  relief 

*  What !'  he  said,  jumping  up  and  flashing  before  her  in  a  storm 
of  passion  to  which  his  former  sternness  had  been  as  nothing — 

*  wiiat !  my  letter  made  jou  so  unhappy  ttiat  yow.'^et^  ^5<^^^\fti 
^  to  Mr*  Harcourt  for  relief  I    Tou  appeaieo.  lot  ^^tcl^^^i  Sxws\» 
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me  to  him !  from  mq  who  am— no,  who  was,  your  affianced  hu» 
band !  Had  you  no  id^a  of  the  sort  of  bond  that  existed  between 
you  and  me  ?  Did  you  not  know  that  there  were  matters  in  which 
you  could  not  look  for  sympathy  to  such  as  him  without  being 
false,  nay,  almost  worse  than  false  ?  Have  you  ever  thought  what 
it  is  to  be  the  one  loved  object  of  a  man's  heart,  and  to  have  ac- 
cepted that  love  ?'  She  had  been  on  the  point  of  interrupting  him, 
but  the  softness  of  these  last  words  interrupted  her  for  a  moment. 

*  Such  a  letter  as  that !    Do  you  remember  that  letter,  Caroline  ?' 

*  Yes,  I  remember  it ;  remember  it  too  well ;  I  would  not  keep 
it.    I  would  not  feel  that  such  words  from  you  were  ever  by  me.' 

'  You  mean  that  it  was  harsh  ?' 

*  It  was  cruel.' 

*  Harsh  or  cruel,  or  what  you  will — I  shall  not  now  stop  to  defend 
it — it  was  one  which  from  the  very  nature  of  it  should  have  been 
sacred  between  us. '  It  was  written  to  you  as  to  one  to  whom  } 
had  a  right  to  write  as  my  future  wife.' 

*  No  one  could  have  a  right  to  write  such  a  letter  as  that.' 

*  In  it,  I  particularly  begged  that  Mr.  Harcourt  might  not  be 
made  an  arbiter  between  us.  I  made  a  special  request  that  to  him, 
at  least,  you  would  not  talk  of  what  causes  of  trouble  there  might 
be  between  us  ;  and  yet  you  selected  him  as  your  confidant,  read 
it  with  him,  pored  over  with  him  the  words  which  had  come  hot 
from  my  heart,  discussed  with  him  my  love — my — my — my — 
Bah  !  I  cannot  endure  it ;  had  not  you  yourself  told  me  so,  I  could 
not  have  believed  it.' 

*  George ! — * 

*  Good  God !  that  you  should  take  my  letters  and  read  them 
over  with  him  !  Why,  Caroline,  it  admits  but  of  one  solution ; 
there  is  but  one  reading  to  the  riddle  ;  ask  all  the  world.' 

'  We  sent  for  him  as  your  friend.' 

'  Yes,  and  seem  to  have  soon  used  him  as  your  own.  I  have  no 
friend  to  whom  I  allow  the  privilege  of  going  between  me  and  my 
own  heart's  love.  Yes,  you  were  my  own  heart's  love.  I  have  to 
get  over  that  complaint  now  as  best  I  may.' 

*  I  may  consider  then  that  all  is  over  between  us.' 

'  Yes ;  there.  You  have  back  your  hand.  It  is  again  your  own 
to  dispose  of  to  whom  you  will.  Let  you  have  what  confidences 
you  will,  they  will  no  longer  imply  falsehood  to  me.' 

'  Then,  sir,  if  such  be  the  case,  I  think  you  may  cease  to  scold 
me  with  such  violence.' 

'  I  have  long  felt  that  I  ought  to  give  you  this  release  ;  for  i 
have  known  that  you  have  not  thoroughly  loved  me.' 
MiBB  W&ddingioTL  \ras  too  proud,  too  toii^dou%  o^  >3ckft  tl<^«««b^ 
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to  maintaiii  ber  pride  at  tlie  present  moment,  to  contradict  this. 
But,  nevertheless,  in  her  heart  she  felt  that  she  did  love  him,  that 
she  would  fain  not  give  him  up,  that,  in  spite  of  his  anger,  his 
bitter  railing  anger,  she  would  keep  him  close  to  her  if  she  only 
could  do  so.  But  now  that  he  spoke  of  giving  her  up,  she  could 
not  speak  passionately  of  her  love — she  who  had  never  yet  shown 
any  passion  in  ber  speech  to  him. 

'  It  has  grown  on  me  from  day  to  day ;  and  I  have  been  like  a 
child  in  clinging  to  a  hope  when  I  should  have  known  that  there 
was  no  hope.  I  should  have  known  it  when  you  deferred  our 
marriage  for  three  years.' 

*  Two  years,  George.' 

*  Had  it  been  two  years,  we  should  now  have  been  married.  I 
should  have  known  it  when  I  learned  that  you  and  he  were  in  such 
close  intimacy  in  London.  But  now — J  know  it  now.  Now  at 
least  it  is  all  over.' 

*  I  can  only  be  sorry  that  you  have  so  long  had  so  much  trouble 
in  the  matter.' 

*  Trouble — ^trouble !  But  I  will  not  make  a  fool  of  myself.  I 
believe  at  any  rate  that  you  understand  me.' 

*  Oh !  perfectly,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

But  she  did  not  understand  him ;  nor  perhaps  was  it  very  likely 
that  she  should  understand  him.  What  he  had  meant  her  to  under- 
stand was  this :  that  in  giving  her  ud  he  was  sacrificing  only  him- 
self, and  not  her ;  that  he  did  so  in  the  conviction  that  she  did  not 
care  for  him ;  and  that  he  did  so  on  this  account,  strong  as  his  own 
love  still  was,  in  spite  of  all  her  offences.  This  was  what  he  intended 
her  to  understand ; — but  she  did  not  understand  the  half  of  it. 

*  And  I  may  now  go  ?'  said  she,  rising  from  her  chair.  The 
blusb  of  shame  was  over,  and  mild  as  her  words  sounded,  she  again 
looked  the  Juno.    '  And  I  may  now  go  ?' 

*  Now  go !  yes ;  I  suppose  so.  That  is,  I  may  go.  That  is  what 
you  mean.  WeU,  I  suppose  I  had  better  go.'  Not  a  moment 
since  be  was  towering  with  passion,  and  his  voice,  if  not  loud,  had 
been  masterful,  determined,  and  imperious.  Now  it  was  low  and 
gentle  enough.  Even  now,  could  she  have  been  tender  to  him,  he 
would  have  relented.  But  she  could  not  be  tender.  It  was  her 
profession  to  be  a  Juno.  Though  she  knew  that  when  he  was 
gone  from  her  her  heart  would  be  breaking,  she  would  not  bring 
herself  down  to  use  a  woman's  soilness.  She  could  not  say  that 
she  had  been  wrong.  Wrong  because  distracted  by  her  misery, 
wrong  because  he  was  away  from  her,  wrong  because  disturbed  ta 
her  spirits  by  the  depth  of  the  love  she  felt  5ot  Vvssi  \  ^^  <i«si^^ 
not  confess  this,  and  then,  taking  hia  haad,prom\&<&V\x£v\)t^3^Sl^^ 
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would  remain  close  to  her  she  would  not  so  sin  again.  Ah !  if  she 
could  have  done  this,  in  one  moment  her  head  would  have  been 
on  his  slio older  and  his  arm  round  her  waist;  and  in  twenty 
minutes  more  Miss  Baker  would  have  been  informed,  sitting  as 
she  now  was  up  in  her  bedroom,  that  the  wedding-day  had  been 
fixed. 

But  very  different  news  Miss  Baker  had  to  hear.  Had  things 
turned  out  so,  Miss  Waddington  would  have  been  a  woman  and 
not  a  goddess.  No  ;  great  as  was  the  coming  penalty,  she  could 
not  do  that.  She  had  been  railed  at  and  scolded  as  never  goddess 
was  scolded  before.  Whatever  she  threw,  away,  it  behoved  her  to 
maintain  her  dignity.  She  would  not  bend  to  a  storm  that  had 
come  blustering  over  her  so  uncourteously. 

Bertram  had  now  risen  to  go.  '  It  would  be  useless  for  me  to 
trouble  your  aunt,'  he  said.  *  Tell  her  from  me  that  I  would  not 
have  gone  without  seeing  her  had  I  not  wished  to  spare  her  pain. 
Good-bye,  Caroline,  and  may  God  bless  you ;'  and,  so  saying,  he 
put  out  his  hand  to  her. 

*  Qood-bye,  Mr.  Bertram.'  She  would  have  said  something 
more,  but  she  feared  to  trust  herself  with  any  word  that  might 
have  any  sound  of  tenderness.  She  took  his  hand,  however,  and 
returned  the  pressure  which  he  gave  it. 

She  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  saw  that  they  were  full  of  tears ; 
but  still  she  did  not  speak.  Oh,  Caroline  Waddington,  Caroline 
Waddington  !  if  it  had  but  been  given  thee  to  know,  even  then^ 
how  much  of  womanhood  there  was  in  thy  bosom,  of  warm  woman- 
hood, how  little  of  goddess-ship,  of  cold  goddess-ship,  it  might  still 
have  been  well  with  thee !  But  thou  didst  not  know.  Thou  hadst 
gotten  there,  at  any  rate,  thy  Juno's  pedestal ;  and  having  that, 
needs  was  that  thou  shouldst  stand  on  it. 

*  God  bless  you,  Caroline ;  good-bye,'  he  repeated  again,  and 
turned  to  the  door. 

*  I  wish  to  ask  you  one  question  before  vou  go,'  she  said,  as  his 
hand  was  on  the  handle  of  the  lock ;  and  she  spoke  in  a  voice  that 
was  almost  goddess-like ;  that  hardly  betrayed,  but  yet  that  did 
betray,  the  human  effort.  Bertram  paused,  and  again  turned  to 
her. 

*  In  your  accusation  against  me  just  now — ' 

*  I  made  no  accusation,  Caroline.' 

*  You  not  only  made  it,  Mr.  Bertram,  but  I  pleaded  guilty  to  it. 
But  in  making  it  you  mentioned  Mr.  Harcourt's  name.  While 
jou  were  absent  in  Paris,  I  did  talk  with  that  gentleman  on  our 

private  affaire,  jours  and  mine.  I  hope  I  am  believed  to  have  done 
so  because  I  regarded  Mr.  Harcoutt.  «ka  -^jova  ^rvaiAY 
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Bertram  did  not  understand  her,  and  he  showed  that  he  did  not 
by  his  look. 

*  It  is  difficult  for  me  to  explain  myself — and  now  «he  blushed 
slightly — very  slightly.  *  What  I  mean  is  this ;  I  wish  to  be  a<5- 
quitted  by  you  of  having  had  recourse  to  Mr.  Harcourt  on  my 
own  account — from  any  partiality  of  my  own.' .  She  almost  rose 
in  height  as  she  stood  there  before  him,  uttering  these  words  m 
all  her  cold  but  beautiful  dignity.  Whatever  her  sins  might  have 
been,  he  should  not  accuse  her  of  having  dallied  with  another 
while  her  word  and  her  troth  had  been  his.  She  had  been  wrong. 
She  could  not  deny  that  he  had  justice  on  his  side — stern,  harsh, 
bare  justice — when  he  came  there  to  her  and  flung  back  her  love 
and  promises  into  her  teeth.  He  had  the  right  to  do  so,  and 
she  would  not  complain.  But  he  should  not  leave  her  till  he  had 
acquitted  her  of  the  vile,  missish  crime  of  flirting  with  another  be- 
cause he  was  absent.  Seeing  that  he  still  hardly  understood  her, 
she  made  her  speech  yet  plainer. 

'  At  the  risk  of  being  told  again  that  I  am  unfeminine,  I  must 
explain  myself.  Do  you  charge  me  with  having  allowed  Mr,  Har- 
court to  speak  to  me  as  a  lover  ?' 

'  No ;  I  make  no  such  charge.  Now,  I  have  no  right  to  make 
any  charge  on  such  a  matter.' 

*  No  ;  should  Mr.  Harcourt  be  my  lover  now,  that  is  my  affair 
and  his,  not  yours.  But  had  he  been  so  then — You  owe  it  to  me 
to  say  whether,  among  other  sins,  that  sin  also  is  charged  against 
me?' 

*  I  have  charged  and  do  charge  nothing  against  you,  but  this — 
that  you  have  ceased  to  love  me.  And  that  charge  will  be  made 
nowhere  but  in  my  own  breast.  I  am  not  a  jealous  man,  as  I  think 
you  might  know.  What  I  have  said  to  you  here  today  has  not 
come  out  of  suspicion.  I  have  thought  no  ill  against  you,  and  be- 
lieve no  ill  against  you  beyond  that  which  you  have  yourself  ac- 
knowledged. I  find  that  you  have  ceased  to  love  me,  and  finding 
that,  I  am  indifferent  to  whom  your  love  may  be  given.'  And  so 
saying,  he  opened  the  door  and  went  out ;  nor  did  he  ever  again 
see  Miss  Waddington  at  Littlebath. 

Some  few  minutes  after  he  had  lefb  the  room,  Miss  Baker  en- 
tered it.  She  had  heard  the  sound  of  the  front  door,  and  having 
made  inquiry  of  the  servant,  had  learned  that  their  visitor,  had 
gone.  Then  she  descended  to  her  own  drawing-room,  and  found 
Caroline  sitting  upright  at  the  table,  as  though  in  grief  she  de- 
spised the  adventitious  aid  and  every-day  solace  of  a  sofa.  There 
was  no  tear  in  her  eye,  none  as  yet ;  but  \t  Tec^\t^ftLTiQ\fc'«x^\ft 
teU  her  sunt  that  all  was  not  well.  Judging  \>y  ^\ie  ^«JCfe  ^^  V>^^^ 
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at,  aunt  Mary  was  inclined  to  say  that  all  was  as  little  well  as 
might  be. 

There  was  still  to  be  seen  there  the  beauty,  and  the  dignity,  and 
still  even  in  part  the  composure  of  a  Juno ;  but  it  was  such  com* 
posure  as  Juno  might  have  shown  while  she  devoted  to  a  third 
destruction  the  walls  of  a  thrice-built  Troy;  of  Juno  in  grief, 
in  jealousy,  almost  in  despair ;  but  of  Juno  stiU  mindful  of  her 
pedestal,  still  remembering  that  there  she  stood  a  mark  for  the 
admiration  of  gods  and  men.  How  long  shall  this  Juno  mood 
serve  to  sustain  her  ?    Ah !  how  long  ? 

*•  Has  he  gone  ?'  said  Miss  Baker,  as  she  lookecl  at  her  niece. 

*  Yes,  aunt,  he  has  gone.' 

*  When  will  he  return  ?* 

'  He  will  not  return,  aunt.  He  will  not  come  any  more ;  it  is 
all  over  at  last.' 

Miss  Baker  stood  for  a  moment  trembling,  and  then  threw  her- 
self upon  a  seat.  She  had  at  least  had  no  celestial  gift  by  which 
she  could  compose  herself.     '  Oh,  Caroline !'  she  exclaimed. 

*  Yes,  aunt  Mary  ;  it  is  all  over  now.' 

*  You  mean  that  you  have  quarrelled  ?'  said  she,  remembering 
to  her  comfort,  that  there  was  some  old  proverb  about  the  quarrels 
of  lovers.  .  Miss  Baker  had  great  faith  in  proverbs. 

The  reader  may  find  it  hard  to  follow  Miss  Baker's  mind  on  the 
subject  of  this  engagement.  Some  time  since  she  was  giving  ad- 
vice that  it  should  be  broken  off,  and  now  she  was  au  desespoir 
because  that  result  had  been  reached.  She  had  one  of  those  minds 
that  are  prone  to  veering,  and  which  show  by  the  way  they  turn, 
not  any  volition  of  their  own,  but  the  direction  of  some  external 
wind,  some  external  volition.  Nor  can  one  be  angry  with,  or  de- 
spise Miss  Baker  for  this  weathercock  aptitude.  She  was  the  least 
selfish  of  human  beings,  the  least  opinionative,  the  most  good- 
natured.  She  had  had  her  hot  fits  and  her  cold  fits  with  regard  to 
Bertram ;  but  her  hot  fits  and  her  cold  had  all  been  hot  or  cold 
with  reference  to  what  she  conceived  to  be  her  niece's  chances  of 
happiness.  Latterly,  she  had  fancied  that  Caroline  did  love  Ber- 
tram too  well  to  give  him  up  :  and  circumstances  had  led  her  to 
believe  more  strongly  than  ever  that  old  Mr.  Bertram  wished  the 
marriage,  and  that  the  two  together,  if  married,  would  certainly 
inherit  his  wealth.  So  latterly,  during  the  last  month  or  so,  Miss 
Baker  had  blown  very  hot. 

'  No,  there  has  been  no  quarrel,'  said  Caroline,  with  forced  tran- 
quillity of  voice  and  manner.    *  No  such  quarrel  as  you  mean..  Do 
not  deceive  yourself,  dear  aunt  •,  it  ia  over  now,  over  for  ever,' 
^For  ever,  Cajroline !' 
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*  Tea,  for  ever.  That  has  been  said  which  can  never  be  unsaid. 
Do  not  grieve  about  it' — aunt  Mary  was  now  in  tears — *  it  is  bet- 
ter so ;  I  am  sure  it  is  better.  We  should  not  have  made  each 
other  happy.' 

*  But  three  years,  Caroline ;  three  years ! '  said  aunt  Mary 
through  her  tears,  thinking  of  the  time  that  had  been  so  sadly  lost. 
Aunt  Mary  was  widely  awake  to  the  fact  that  three  years  was 
a  long  period  in  a  girl's  life,  and  that  to  have  passed  three  years 
as  the  betrothed  of  one  man  and  then  to  leave  him  was  injurious 
to  the  matrimonial  prospects  of  a  young  lady.  Miss  Baker  was  full 
of  these  little  mundane  considerations ;  but  then  they  were  never 
exercised,  never  had  been  exercised,  on  her  own  behalf. 

*  Yes,  three  years ! '  and  Caroline  smiled,  even  through  her  grief. 
'  It  cannot  be  helped,  aunt.  And  the  rest  of  it ;  neither  can  that 
be  helped.     Three  years  !  say  thirty,  aunt.' 

Miss  Baker  looked  at  her,  not  quite  understanding.  *  And  must 
it  be  so  ?'  said  she. 

*  Must !  oh,  yes,  indeed  it  must.  It  must  now,  must — must — - 
must.' 

Then  they  both  sat  silent  for  awhile.  Miss  Baker  was  longing 
to  know  the  cause  of  this  sudden  disruption,  but  she  hesitated  at 
first  to  inquire.  It  was  not,  however,  to  be  borne  that  the  matter 
fihould  be  allowed  to  remain  altogether  undiscussed. 

*  But  what  is  it  he  has  said  ?'  she  at  last  asked.  Caroline  had 
never  told  her  aunt  that  that  letter  had  been  shown  to  Mr.  Har- 
court,  and  had  no  intention  of  telling  her  so  now. 

*  I  could  not  tell  you»  aunt,  all  that  passed.  It  was  not  what  he 
said  more  than  what  I  said.  At  least — no ;  that  is  not  true.  It 
did  arise  from  what  he  said ;  but  I  would  not  answer  him  as  he 
would  have  me  ;  and  so  we  agreed  to  part.' 

*  He  wished  to  have  the  marriage  at  once  P' 

*  No  ;  I  think  he  wished  no  such  thing.  Tou  may  rest  assured 
he  wishes  no  marriage  now ;  none  with  me,  at  least.  And  rest  as- 
sured of  this,  too,  that  I  wish  none  with  him*  Wish !  it  is  no  use 
wishing.     It  is  now  impossible.' 

Agam  there  was  a  silence,  and  again  it  was  broken  by  Miss 
Baker.  *  I  wonder  whether  you  ever  really  loved  him  ?  Some- 
times I  have  thought  yon  never  did.' 

*  Perhaps  not,'  said  she,  musing  on  her  fate. 

*  If  it  is  never  to  be,  1  hope  that  you  did  not.* 

*  It  would  be  to  be  hoped — to  be  hoped  for  me,  and  to  be  hoped 
idso  for  him.' 

*  Oh,  beloved  you.  There  is  no  doubt  of  that;  no  doubt  at  all 
of  that.  K  anj  man  ever  loved  a  girl,  lie  \o\ei^o\3L?   'lo  >i)w!L^"^^5s^ 
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"Waddington  answered  nothing,  nor  would  she  just  then  talk  any 
further  with  her  aunt  upon  the  subject.  They  were  to  dine  eariy 
on  that  day,  as  their  custom  was  when,  they  went  out  in  the  even* 
ing.  On  this  evening  they  were  going  to  the  house — lodgings  rar 
ther — of  an  old  friend  they  had  not  seen  for  some  time.  She  had 
arrived  a  week  or  two  since  at  Littlebath,  and  though  there  had 
been  callings  between  them,  they  had  not  yet  succeeded  in  meet- 
ing. When  Bertram  had  arrived  it  was  near  their  dinner  hour, 
and  before  he  went  that  hour  was  already  past.  Had  his  manner 
been  as  it  ordinarily  was,  he  would  of  course  have  been  asked  to 
join  them ;  but,  as  we  have  seen,  that  had  been  no  moment  for 
such  customary  civility. 

Now,  however,  they  went  to  dinner,  and  while  seated  there,  Miss 
Waddington  told  her  aunt  that  she  did  not  feel  equal  to  going  out 
that  evening.  Miss  Baker  of  course  said  something  in  opposition 
to  this,  but  that  something  was  not  much.  It  might  easily  be  un- 
derstood that  a  young  lady  who  had  just  lost  her  lover  was  not  in 
a  fit  state  to  go  to  a  Littlebath  card- party. 

And  thus  early  in  the  evening  Caroline  contrived  to  be  alone ; 
and  then  for  the  first  time  she  attempted  to  realize  all  that  had 
oDme  upon  her.  Hitherto  she  had  had  to  support  herself— herself 
and  her  goddess-ship, — first  before  George  Bertram,  and  then  with 
lighter  effort  before  her  aunt.  But  now  that  she  was  alone,  she 
could  descend  to  humanity.  JSTow  that  she  was  alone  she  had  so 
to  descend. 

Yes ;  she  had  lost  three  years.  To  a  mortal  goddess,  who  pos- 
sessed her  divinity  but  for  a  short  time,  this  was  much.  Her  doctrine 
had  been  to  make  the  most  of  the  world.  She  had  early  resolved 
not  to  throw  away  either  herself  or  her  chances.  And  now  that 
she  was  three-and-twehty,  how  had  she  kept  her  resolves?  how 
had  her  doctrine  answered  with  her  ?  She  had  lived  before  the 
world  for  the  last  two  years  as  a  girl  betrothed  to  a  lover — before 
such  of  the  world  as  she  knew  and  as  knew  her ;  and  now  her 
lover  was  gone  :  not  dismissed  by  her,  but  gone !  He  had  rather 
dismissed  her,  and  that  not  in  the  most  courteous  manner. 

But,  to  do  her  justice,  this  was  not  the  grief  that  burnt  most 
hotly  into  her  heart.  She  said  to  herself  that  it  was  so,  that  this 
was  her  worst  grief;  she  would  fain  have  felt  that  it  was  so ;  but 
there  was  more  of  humanity  in  her,  of  the  sweetness  of  womanly 
humanity,  than  she  was  aware.  He  had  left  her,  and  she  knew  not 
how  to  live  without  him.  That  was  the  thorn  that  stuck  fast  in 
her  woman's  bosom.  She  could  never  again  look  into  those  deep, 
thoughtful  eyes ;  never  again  feel  the  pressure  of  that  strong, 
manly  arm ;  never  hear  the  poetry  of  that  rich  voice  as  she  had 
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heard  it  when  he  poured  words  of  love  and  truth  into  her  ear. 
Eertram  had  many  faults,  and  while  he  belonged  to  her,  shQ  had 
thought  of  them  often  enough ;  but  he  had  many  virtues  also,  and 
now  she  could  think  but  of  them. 

She  had  said  that  he  was  gone,  gone  for  ever.  It  was  easy 
enough^  to  say  that  with  composed  voice  to  Miss  Baker.  There 
is  nothitig  so  easy  as  bravado.  The  wretch  who  is  to  be  hung  can. 
step  lightly  while  multitudes  are  looking  at  him.  The  woman  who 
is  about  to  give  up  all  that  her  heart  most  values  can  declare  out 
loud  that  the  matter  is  very  indifferent  to  her.  But  when  the  vic- 
tim of  the  law  is  lying  in  his  solitary  cell,  thinking  on  his  doom, 
the  morning  before  the  executioner  comes  to  him  ;  when  the  poor 
girl  18  sitting  alone  on  her  bedside,  with  her  heart  all  empty, — or 
rather  not  empty,  only  hopeless ;  it  is  very  difficult  then  to  main- 
tain a  spirit  of  bravado ! 

Caroline  Waddington  did  try  it.  She  had  often  said  to  herself, 
in  months  now  some  time  past,  that  she  repented  of  her  engage- 
ment. If  so,  now  was  the  time  to  congratulate  herself  that  she 
was  free  from  it.  But  she  could  not  congratulate  herself.  While 
he  had  entirely  belonged  to  her,  she  had  not  known  how  thoroughly 
she  had  loved  him.  When  she  had  only  thought  of  parting  with 
him,  she  had  believed  that  it  would  be  easy.  But  now  she  found 
that  it  was  not  so  easy.  It  was  about  as  easy  for  her  to  pluck^ 
his  image  from  her  heart  as  to  draw  one  of  her  limbs  from  the 
socket. 

But  the  limb  had  to  be  drawn  from  the  socket.  There  was  no 
longer  any  hope  that  it  could  be  saved.  Nay,  it  had  been  already 
given  up  as  far  as  the  expression  of  the  will  was  concerned,  and 
there  was  nothing  left  but  to  bear  the  pain. 

So  she  sat  down  and  began  to  draw  out  the  limb.  Oh,  my  sensitive 
reader !  have  you  ever  performed  the  process  ?  It  is  by  no  means 
to  be  done  with  rose-water  appliances  and  gentle  motherly  pres- 
sure. The  whole  force  of  the  hospital  has  to  be  brought  out  to 
perform  this  operation. 

She  now  discovered,  perhaps,  for  the  first  time,  that  she  had 
a  strong  beating  heart,  and  that  she  loved  this  violent,  capri- 
cious man  with  every  strong  pulse  of  it.  There  was  more  about 
him  now  that  was  lovable  by  such  a  woman  as  Caroline  Wadding- 
ton than  when  he  had  first  spoken  of  his  love  on  the  side  of 
Mount  Olivet.  Then  he  had  been  little  more  than  a  boy :  a  boy 
indeed  with  a  high  feeling,  with  a  poetic  nature,  and  much  hu- 
mour. But  these  gifts  had  hardly  sufficed  to  win  her  heart.  Now 
he  had  added  to  these  a  strong  will,  a  power  of  command,  a  capa- 
bility of  speaking  out  to  the  world  with  some  sort  of  voice.  After 
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all,  power  and  will  are  the  gifts  which  a  woman  most  loves  in  a 
man. 

And  now  that  Caroline  had  lost  her  lover,  she  confessed  to  her- 
self that  she  did  love  him.  Love  him !  Yes !  How  could  she  re- 
cover him  ?  That  was  her  first  thought.  She  could  not  recover 
him  in  any  way.  That  was  her  second  thought.  As  to  askhig  him 
to  come  back  to  her ;  the  wrenching  of  the  limb  from  the  eoeket 
would  be  better  than  that.  That,  at  least,  she  knew  she  could  not 
do.  And  was  it  possible  that  he  of  his  own  accord  should  come 
back  to  her?  No,  it  was  not  possible.  The  man  was  tender- 
hearted, and  could  have  been  whistled  back  with  the  slightest  lure 
while  yet  they  two  were  standing  in  the  room  together.  But  he 
was  as  proud  as  he  was  tender.  Though  there  might  also  be  some 
wrenchmg  to  be  done  within  his  hear^t,  he  would  never  come  back 
again  uninvited. 

And  thus,  while  Miss  Baker  was  at  her  ol4  friend's  card-party^ 
Miss  Waddington  sat  in  her  own  bedroom,  striving,  with  bitter 
tears  and  violent  struggles,  to  reconcile  herself  to  her  loss. 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 

BIB  LIONEL  Ur  TBOUBLE. 


It  has  been  said  that  Miss  Baker  was  going  to  spend  thei  evening 
with  an  old  friend.  I  trust  that  Miss  Todd,  umquhile  of  the  valley 
of  Jehoshaphat,  and  now  of  Ko.  7,  Paragon,  Littlebath,  has  not 
been  forgotten  ;  Miss  Todd  of  the  free  heart  and  the  rosy  face. 

Yes,  Miss  Todd  had  come  to  Littlebath,  and  was  intent  rather 
on  forming  a  party  of  Toddites  than  of  joining  herself  to  either  of 
the  regular  sets.  She  was  perhaps  not  much  given  to  be  pious, 
and  she  certainly  was  but  ill  inclined  to  be  slow.  If  fast,  however, 
she  chose  to  be  fast  in  her  own  line. 

But  before  we  have  the  pleasure  of  attending  at  her  soiree,  we 
must  say  a  word  or  two  of  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  the 
expected  guests.     Sir  Lionel  was  to  be  there. 

Now  Sir  Lionel  had  been  leading  a  pleasant  life  at  Littlebath, 
with  one  single  exception — that  he  was  rather  in  want  of  funds. 
He  had  capital  apartments,  four  rooms  en  suite,  a  man-servant,  a 
groom,  three  horses,  and  a  phaeton,  and  no  one  was  more  looked 
up  to  at  Littlebath.  Ladies  smiled,  young  men  listened,  old  gen- 
tlemen  brought  out  their  best  wines,  and  all  was  delightful.  All 
but  this,  that  the  '  res  angusta^  did.  oee^\oii'a%  remind  him  that 
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• 

he  was  mortal.  Oh,  that  sordid  brother  of  his,  who  could  have 
given  him  thousands  on  thousands  without  feeling  the  loss  of  them  I 
We  have  been  unable  to  see  much  of  old  Mr.  Bertram  in  recapi- 
tulating the  story  of  young  Mr.  Bertram*s  latter  doinss.  But  it 
should  have  been  said,  that  early  in  the  present  year  he  had  not 
been  quite  as  well  as  his  friends  could  wish.  George  had  gone  to 
see  him  once  or  twice,  and  so  also  had  his  niece  Miss  Baker,  and 
his  granddaughter.  He  had  said  but  very  little  to  them  ;  but  on 
Miss  Baker's  mind  an  impression  had  been  left  that  it  would 
please  him  to  see  the  marriage  completed. 

And  at  this  time  l^ewise  his  brother,  Sir  Lionel,  had  thought 
it  expedient  to  see  him.  There  had  hitherto  been  no  interview 
between  them  since  Sir  Lionel's  return.  The  colonel  had  found 
out,  and  had  been  duly  astonished  at  finding  out,  the  history  of 
Miss  Baker  and  her  ^ iece.  That  George  and  Caroline  would  be 
the  heirs  to  a  great  portion  of  his  brother's  money  he  could  not 
doubt ;  that  Miss  Baker  would  have  something  he  thought  proba- 
ble ;  and  then  he  reflected,  that  in  spite  of  all  that  was  come  and 
gone,  his  brother's  heart  might  relent  on  his  death-bed.  It  might 
be  that  he  could  talk  the  sick  man  round ;  and  if  that  were  im- 
practicable, he  might  at  least  learn  how  others  stood  in  his  brother's 
favour.  Sir  Lionel  was  not  now  a  young  man  himself  Ease  and. 
a  settled  life  would  be  good  for  him.  What,  if  he  married  Miss 
Baker! 

He  first  called  on  Fritchett.  Mr.  Fritchett  told  him  that  his 
brother  was  better — considerably  better.  Sir  Lionel  was  in  rap- 
tures. He  had  hurried  up  from  Littlebath  in  an  agony.  He  had 
heard  most  distressing  accounts.  He  would  however  go  down  to 
Hadley  and  see  his  brother. 

*  I  am  afraid  Mr.  Bertram  is  not  very  much  up  to  company  just 
at  present,'  wheezed  out  Mr.  Fritchett. 

'  But  a  brother,  you  know,'  suggested  Sir  LioneL 

Fritchett  knew  exactly  how  the  brothers  stood  with  each  other ; 

and  he  himself,  though  he  was  very  partial  to  Mr.  George,  had  not 

any  warm  love  for  Sir  Lionel. 

'  Oh,  yes ;  a  brother  is  a  brother,  surely.    But,  Mr.  Bertram, 

you  know,  sir — ' 

*  You  mean,'  said  Sir  Lionel,  '  that  he  is  a  little  vexed  about  the 
account.' 

'  Oh,  yes,  the  account  ;  there  is  the  account.  Sir  Lionel.  If  it 
is  to  settle  that,  perhaps  I  can  manage  without  troubling  you  to 
go  to  Hadley.  Not  but  what  settling  the  account  mil  m&ke  mat- 
ters smoother.' 

Bit  Idonel  could  get  nothing  more  from"ilLr,'fifv^dti^\»\»s\w^^^ 
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■would  not  be  put  off  from  his  intention,  and  he  did  go  to  Hadlev! 
He  found  his  Tbrother  sitting  up  in  the  dining-room,  but  he  would 
not  have  known  him.  And,  indeed,  many  who  had  seen  him  lately 
might  have  had  some  difficulty  in  recognizing  him.  He  was  not 
only  lean  and  lank,  and  worn  and  wan,  but  he  spoke  with  some 
difficulty,  and  on  close  examination  it  might  be  seen  that  his  mouth 
was  twisted  as  it  were  from  the  centre  of  his  face.  Since  his  rela- 
tives had  seen  him  he  had  suffered  what  is  genteelly  called  a  slight 
threatening  of  paralysis. 

But  his  mind,  if  touched  at  all,  had  recovered  itself;  and  his 
spirit  was  in  nowise  paralyzed.  When  Sir  Lionel  was  shown  into 
the  room— he  had  first  of  all  taken  the  precaution  of  sending  down 
his  card  from  the  hotel,  and  saying  that  he  would  call  in  half  an 
hour — the  old  man  put  out  his  hand  to  him,  but  did  not  attempt 
to  rise  from  his  chair.  It  must  be  rememb^ed  that  the  brothers 
had  not  seen  each  other  for  more  than  fifteen  years. 

Sir  Lionel  had  tutored  himself  carefully  as  to  what  he  would  say 
and  what  do.  '  Gk^orge,'  he  said,  and  the  old  man  shrank  as  he 
heard  the  unaccustomed  name.  *  When  I  heard  that  you  were 
ill,  I  could  not  but  come  and  see  you.' 

*  Very  good  of  you,  Sir  Lionel ;  very  good  of  you,'  growled  the 
old  man. 

*  It  is  fifteen  years  since  we  met,  and  we  are  both  old  men  now.' 

'  I  am  an  old  man  now,  and  nearly  worn  out ;  too  old  and  far 
gone  to  have  many  wants.  You  are  not  in  that  condition,  I  sup- 
pose.' 

There  was  an  amount  of  sarcasm  in  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  and 
in  his  eye  also  as  he  looked  at  his  brother,  which  made  Sir  Lionel 
perfectly  understand  that  his  rich  relative  was  not  specially  anxious 
to  be- kind  to  him. 

*  Well,  we  are  neither  of  us  quite  so  far  gone  as  that,  I  hope — 
not  quite  so  far  gone  as  that ;'  and  Sir  Lionel  looked  very  pleasant. 
*  But,  speaking  for  myself,  I  have  not  many  wants  now ' — nor  had 
he,  pleasant  old  man  that  he  was  ;  only  three  or  four  comfortable 
rooms  for  himself  and  his  servant ;  a  phaeton  and  a  pair  of  horses ; 
and  another  smaller  establishment  in  a  secluded  quiet  street ;  no- 
thing more  than  that,  including  of  course  all  that  was  excellent  in 
the  eating  and  drinking  line — *  speaking  for  myself,  I  have  not 
many  wants  now.'  And  he  did  look  very  good-humoured  and 
pleasant  as  he  spoke. 

Mr.  Bertram  senior  did  not  look  good-humoured  or  pleasant. 
There  was  that  in  his  old  eye  which  was  the  very  opposite  to  good- 
humour  and  pleasantness. 
*Ah  !'  said  he.     '  Well  I  am  gVai  oiV\i«hV.,iQit  ^w3L^*^\i^^85^^\ft 
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do  the  more  for  poor  George.  He  will  have  wants  ;  he  is  going  to 
take  care  and  trouble  on  himself.  Keither  he  nor  his  sweetheart 
have,  I  take  it,  been  accustomed  to  do  without  wants ;  and  their 
income  will  be  tight  enough — forby  what  you  can  do  for  them.' 

The  colonel  sat  and  still  looked  pleasant,  but 'he  began  to  think 
that  it  might  be  as  well  for  him  that  he  was  back  at  Littlebath. 

*  Poor  George !  I  hope  they  will  be  happy.  I  think  they  will ; 
my  greatest  anxiety  now  is  of  course  for  their  happiness;  and 
yours  is  the  same,  doubtless.  It  is  odd  that  my  child  and  your 
child  child's  should  thus  come  together,  is  it  not  ?'  so  spoke  the 
colonel. 

Mr.  Bertram  looked  at  him  ;  looked  through  him  almost,  but  he 
said  nothing. 

*  It  is  odd,'  continued  Sir  Lionel,  *  but  a  very  happy  circumstance. 
She  is  certainly  the  sweetest  girl  I  ever  saw ;  and  George  is  a  lucky 
fellow.' 

*  Yes,  he  is  a  lucky  fellow ;  he  will  get  more  than  he  has  any 
right  to  expect.  Pirst  and  last  she  will  have  six  thousand  pounds. 
I  nave  not  heard  him  sav  what  he  means  to  settle  on  her ;  but 
perhaps  he  was  waiting  till  you  had  come  home.' 

Sir  Lionel's  forte  during  his  whole  official  career  had  been  the 
making  pleasant — by  the  pleasantness  that  was  innate  in  him — 
things  which  appeared  to  be  going  in  a  very  unpleasant  manner. 
But  how  was  he  to  make  things  pleasant  now  ? 

'  "Well,  you  see,  George  has  been  so  much  knocked  about !  There 
was  his  fellowship.     I  think  they  behaved  shabbily  enough  to  him.' 

*  Fellowship  !  One  hundred  and  seventy  pounds  a  year  and  the 
tun  of  his  teeth  at  feast  time,  or  some  such  thing  as  that.  A  man 
can't  marry  on  his  fellowship  very  well ! ' 

*  Ha !  ha !  ha !  no,  he  can't  exactly  do  that.  On  the  whole,  I 
think  it  was  quite  as  well  that  he  threw  it  up ;  and  so  I  told  him.' 

'  Did  you  tell  him  at  the  same  time  what  his  future  income  was 
to  be?' 

*  No,  upon  my  soul  I  did  not ;  but  if  all  I  hear  be  true,  I  believe 
you  did.  You  have  been  exceedingly  generous  to  him,  George^ 
and  to  me  also.' 

*  Then,  Sir  Lionel,  allow  me  to  tell  you  that  all  you  hear  is  not 
true.  Anything  at  all  that  you  may  have  heard  of  that  kind,  if 
you  have  heard  anything,  is  perfectly  false.  I  have  said  nothing 
to  George  about  his  income,  and  have  nothing  to  say  to  him.' 

*  Well,  I  may  .^have  expressed  myself  wrongly,  and  perhaps  you 
did  say  nothing.     I  was  alluding  especially  to  what  you  have  doi\ftJ 

*  1  will  tell  you  exactly  what  I  have  done.    "Lftvou^X^V^  ^o^'Si^ 
ft  bjffh  spirit  when  he  threw  up  his  fellowship,  mi.  «a  \\i«J^  ^s^^^j^ 
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a  great  contempt  for  those  Oxford  fellows,  I  sent  him  a  thoosand 
pounds.     It  was  a  present,  and  I  hope  he  will  make  good  use  of  it.' 

'  I  am  sure  he  will,'  said  Sir  Lionel,  who  certainly  nad  just  cause 
for  such  confidence,  seeing  how  large  a  slice  out  of  the  sum  had 
been  placed  at  his  own  disposal. 

'  I  am  sure  he  will,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  '  Lideed,  I  know  that  he 
has.' 

*  Ah,  I'm  glad  to  hear  of  it ;  of  course  you  know  more  about  it 
than  I  do ;  of  course  you  are  arranging  these  matters.  But  that 
is  all  he  has  had  from  me,  and  all  that  he  is  likely  to  have.' 

If  such  were  to  be  the  treatment  of  George,  of  George  who 
was  certainly  in  some  respects  a  favourite,  what  hope  could  Sir 
Lionel  have  for  himself?  But  it  was  not  so  much  his  brother's 
words  which  led  him  to  fear  that  his  brother's  money-bags  were 
impregnable  to  him  as  his  brother's  voice  and  his  brother's  eye. 
That  eye  was  never  off  him,  and  Sir  Lionel  did  begin  to  wish  that 
he  was  at  Littlebath. 

*I  don't  know  whether  George  may  have  formed  any  hopes,' 
continued  the  old  man ;  but  here  Sir  Lionel  interrupted  him,  and 
not  imprudently :  if  anything  was  to  be  said,  it  should  be  said  now. 

*  Well,  if  he  has  formed  hopes,  George,  you  cannot  but  own  that 
it  is  natural.  He  has  looked  on  you  as  a  man  without  any  child 
of  your  own,  and  he  has  been  taught  so  to  look  by  your  treating 
him  almost  as  though  he  were  your  son.' 

'  You  mean  that  I  paid  his  school  debts  and  his  Oxford  debts 
when  you  forgot  to  do  so,'  growled  out  the  elder  brother. 

'  Yes,  and  that  you  afterwards  gave  him  an  income  when  he  came 
up  to  live  in  London.  I  hope  you  do  not  think  that  I  am  ungrate- 
ful, George  P'  and  Sir  Lionel  used  his  soilbest  and,  at  the  same 
time,  his  most  expressive  tone. 

'  Grateful !  I  seldom  look  for  much  gratitude.  But  I  shall  be 
glad  to  know  when  it  may  suit  you  to  settle  with  me.  The  account 
has  been  running  on  now  for  a  great  many  years.  Probably 
Pritchett  may  have  sent  it  you.'  And  as  he  spoke  Mr.  Bertram 
rose  from  his  chair  and  took  an  ominous-looking  piece  of  paper 
&om  off  the  mantelpiece. 

'  Yes,  Mr.  Pritchett  is  punctuality  itself  in  these  matters,'  said 
Sir  Lionel,  with  a  gentle  laugh,  which  had  not  about  it  all  his 
usual  pleasantness. 

*  You  have  probably  checked  it,  and  can  say  whether  or  no  it 
be  correct,'  said  Mr.  Bertram  senior,  looking  at  the  paper  in  his 
hand, 

'  Well,  I  can't  say  that  I  Taave  exacUy  *,  but  I  don't  in  the  least 
doubt  the  ^gures,  not  in  the  \eaa\i\  '^iLt.'Sn\^'Si\.\.S&^^«l%^«-^ 
rect,Iknow.' 
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*  Tee,  Mr.  Pritchett  is  generally  correct.  And  may  I  ask,  Sir 
Lionel,  what  you  intend  to  do  in  the  matter  ?' 

.  It  was  necessary  now  that  Sir  Lionel  should  summon  up  his 
best  courage.  He  reminded  himself  that  after  all  his  brother  was 
but  a  feeble  old  man — ^impotent  in  all  but  money;  and  as  it 
seemed  now  clear  that  no  further  pecuniary  aid  was  to  be  ex- 
pected, why  need  he  fear  him  on  this  account  ?  Had  it  been  pos- 
sible for  him  to  get  away  without  further  talk,  he  would  have  done 
80  ;  but  this  was  not  possible,  so  he  determined  to  put  a  good  face 
on  it. 

*  I  suppose  you  are  joking  now,  George,'  said  he. 

I  wish  I  could  describe  the  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  word 
joking  was  repeated  hy  the  elder  Mr.  Bertram.  It  made  the  mili- 
tary knight  jump  in  his  chair,  and  confess  to  himself  that  the  word 
impotent  could  not  be  safely  applied  to  his  ancient  relative. 

*  Well,  I  dare  say  it  is  a  joke,'  the  old  man  went  on  .to  say.  *  If 
I  expect  to  be  paid  what  I  have  expended  in  saving  George  from 
being  turned  loose  upon  the  world  without  education,  I  suppose 
it  is  a  joke.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  I  never  thought  of  laughing  at  it  be- 
fore, but  now  I  will.  I  always  heard  that  you  were  a  joker,  Sir 
Lionel.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  I  dare  say  you  have  laughed  at  it  often 
enough  yourself,  eh  ?' 

*  W  hat  I  mean  is  this,  when  you  took  upon  yourself  George's 
education  and  maintenance,  you  could  hardly  have  intended  to 
have  it  paid  back  again  by  such  a  poor  devil  as  I  am.* 

*  Oh,  I  couldn't,  couldn't  I  ?' 

^  At  any  rate,  I  don't  suppose  you  did  count  on  having  your 
moni^  back.' 

*  Well,  I  must  admit  this,  I  did  not  feel  very  sure  of  it ;  I  did 
think  there  might  be  a  doubt.  But  what  could  I  do  P  I  could  not 
let  poor  Wilkinson  ruin  himself  because  you  would  not  pay  your 
debts.' 

^  I  am  sorry  that  you  take  it  up  in  such  a  manner,'  said  the 
colonel,  assuming  a  tone  of  injured  innocence.  '  I  came  here  be- 
cause I  heard  that  you  were  iU^-' 

*  Thought  I  was  dying,  eh  ?' 

*  I  did  not  exactly  think  that  you  were  dying,  George ;  but  I 
knew  that  you  were  very  ill,  and  old  feelings  came  back  on  me. 
The  feelings  of  our  early  youth,  George ;  and  I  could  not  be  happy 
without  seeing  you.' 

*  Verv  kind  of  you,  I  am  sure.  You  altogether  then  decline  to 
■ettle  the  account,  eh  ?' 

*  If  you  desire  it,  I  will — will  make  arraii^meT^^^  ^ietJwcaii^  \ 
jroffdo  not  want  it  all  at  once,  1  Buppoae  ¥' 
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'  Oh,  no :  half  in  three  months,  and  other  half  in  six  will  do 
for  me.' 

'  It  would  take  a  great  deal  more  than  all  my  income  to  do  that, 
I  fear.' 

'Your  professional  income:  yes,  I  suppose  it  would.  I  fear 
they  don't  give  you  five  or  six  thousand  a  year  for  staying  at  home 
at  Littlebath.  But  surely  you  must  have  saved  money ;  you 
must  have  intended  to  do  something  for  your  son  P' 

'  I  have  looked  upon  him  as  provided  for  by  his  undo.' 

'Oh!' 

'  And  have  therefore  been  satisfied  that  he  would  do  welL* 

*  jJ^ow,  Sir  Lionel,  I  will  tell  you  how  the  matter  is.  I  know 
you  will  never  repay  me  a  shilling  of  this  money,  and  therefore  I 
shall  tell  Pritchett  not  to  bother  himself  with  sending  you  any 
more  accounts.' 

'  He  is  a  worthy  man,  and  I  am  sorry  he  should  have  had  so 
*  much  trouble.' 

'  So  am  I,  very ;  but  that's  done.  He  has  had  the  trouble,  and 
I've  paid  the  money ;  and,  as  far  as  George  is  concerned,  I  do 
not  begrudge  it.' 

*  You  would  not  if  you  knew  what  his  sentiments  are.* 

*  I  don't  care  a  fig  for  his  sentiments.' 

*  His  feelings  of  gratitude  to  you  are  very  strong.' 

*  No,  they  are  not.  He  is  not  in  the  least  grateful  to  me,  nor 
do  I  wish  him  to  be  so.  He  is  an  honest  lad,  with  a  high  spirit, 
a  good  heart,  and  a  bad  head.  Sometimes  I  have  thougnt  of 
making  him  my  heir.' 

*  Ah  !'  sighed  Sir  Lionel. 

*  But  I  have  now  firmly  made  up  my  mind  to  do  no  such  thing. 
He  has  no  knowledge  of  the  worth  of  money.  He  does  not  value 
money.' 

*  On,  there  you  mistake  him  :  indeed  you  do.' 

*  He  would  do  no  good  with  it ;  and,  as  regards  mine,  he  won't 
have  it.'     Sir  Lionel's  face  again  became  very  doleful. 

*  But  who  will  have  it,  George  ?  Whom  else  have  you  got  to 
leave  it  to  ? ' 

*  When  I  want  to  consult  you  on  that  subject,  I'll  send  for  you; 
just  at  present  I  have  no  wish  to  do  so.  And  now,  if  you  please, 
we'll  say  no  more  about  money.' 

Nothing  more  was  said  about  money,  and  very  little  on  any 

other  subject.     On  what  other  subject  could  a  pleasant  votary  of 

pleasure,  such  as  Sir  Lionel,  wish  to  hold  conversation  with'  a: 

worn-out  old  miser  from  tbe  c\ty  ?    "H.^  Wd  T^ciatrded  his  brother 

as  a  very  full  sponge,  from  wYv\c\i  \\\\xk^  ^^^et  tkv^\.  ^^Oc^^Ji^^fc, 
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squeezed.  But  the  sponge,  it  seemed,  was  no  longer  squeezable 
by  him  in  any  way.  So  he  left  Hadley  as  quickly  as  he  could, 
and  betook  himself  to  Littlebath  with  a  somewhat  saddened  hearti 
He  consoled  himself  however,  by  reflecting  that  an  old  man's  whims 
are  seldom  very  enduring,  and  that  G-eorge  might  yet  become  a 
participator  in  the  huge  prize ;  if  not  on  his  own  account,  at  least 
on  that  of  his  wife. 

Sir  Lionel  returned  to  Littlebath,  resolving  that  come  what 
might  he  would  not  again  have  personal  recourse  to  his  brother. 
He  had  tried  his  diplomatic  powers  and  had  failed — failed  in  that 
line  on  being  successful  in  which  he  so  pre-eminently  piqued  him- 
self. In  Ireland  it  is  said  of  any  man  who  is  more  than  ordinarily 
persuasive,  that  he  can  *  talk  the  devil  out  of  the  liver  wing  of  a 
turkey!'  Sir  Lionel  had  always  supposed  himself  to  be  gifted 
with  this  eloquence ;  but  in  that  discourse  at  Hadley,  the  devil 
had  been  too  stout  for  him,  and  he  had  gone  away  without  any 
wing  at  all — liver  or  other. 

On  one  point  on  which  he  had  been  very  anxious  to  say  a  word 
or  two,  he  had  been  unable  to  introduce  the  slightest  hint.  He 
bad  not  dreamt  that  it  would  be  possible  to  ask  his  brother  in  so 
many  words  whether  or  no  Miss  Baker  would  be  made  a  partici- 
pator in  the  great  prize ;  but  he  had  imagined  that  he  might  have 
led  the  way  to  some  conversation  .which  would  have  shown  what 
were  the  old  man's  feelings  with  reference  to  that  lady.  But,  as 
the  reader  will  have  perceived,  he  had  not  been  able  to  lead  the 
conversation  in  any  way  ;  and  he  had  left  Hadley  without  further 
light  for  the  guidance  of  his  steps  in  that  matrimonial  path  in 
which  he  had  contemplated  the  expediency  of  taking  a  leisurely 
evening  stroll. 

The  wicked  old  miser  had  declared  that  George  should  not  be 
his  heir ;  and  had  also  said  that  which  was  tantamount  to  a  simi* 
lar  declaration  regarding  Caroline.  She  would  have  six  thousand 
pounds,  tirst  and  last.  Nothing  more  than  a  beggarly  six  thou- 
sand pounds,  of  which  two- thirds  were  already  her  own  without 
thanks  to  any  one.  What  a  wretched  old  miser!  Who  then 
would  have  his  money  ?  It  would  hardly  be  possible  that  he 
would  leave  it  all  to  Miss  Baker.  And  yet  he  might.  It  was  just 
possible.  Anything  was  possible  with  a  capricious,  miserly  old 
fool  like  that.  What  a  catch  would  it  be  if  he.  Sir  Lionel,  could 
become  the  heir  in  so  deliciously  easy  a  manner ! 

But,  in  all  probability,  anything  the  old  man  might  say  was  ex- 
actly the  opposite  of  that  which  he  intended  to  do.    He  probably 
would  leave  his  money  to  George — or  very  ^robabl^  t^  Q>«:t<^\sjkfe\ 
but  most  probably  he  would  do  somethmg  iot  'MLSa^'&^iiJSt  \  ^wiafc* 
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thing  handsome  for  that  soft  obedient  handmaid  who  had  never 
disobeyed  any  of  his  commands ;  and,  better  still,  had  never  drawn 
upon  him  for  more  than  her  regular  allowance. 

Such  were  Sir  LioneFs  thoughts  as  he  made  his  way  back  to 
Littlebath.  Yes;  he  would  make  himself  acceptable  to  Miss 
Baker.  That  George,  old  George,  was  not  long  for  this  world 
was  very  evident  to  the  colonel.  He,  troublesome  old  cross-grained 
dhurl  that  he  was,  would  soon  be  out  of  the  way.  Such  being  cer- 
tain— all  but  certain — could  not  Sir  Lionel  manage  matters  in 
this  way  ?  Could  he  not  engage  himself  to  the  lady  while  his 
brother  was  yet  alive,  and  then  marry  her  afterwards — marry  her, 
or  perhaps  not  marry  her,  as  might  th^n  become  expedient  ?  He 
was  well  sure  of  this,  that  if  she  promised  to  marry  him  before  her 
acquisition  of  fortune,  such  acquisition  would  not  induce  her  to 
break  off  from  the  match.  '  She  is  too  true,  too  honourable  for 
that,'  said  Sir  Lionel  to  himself,  feeling  a  warm  admiration  for  the 
truth  of  her  character,  as  he  resolved  how  he  might  himself  best 
back  out  of  such  an  engagement  in  the  event  of  its  being  expedient 
for  him  to  do. 

So  passed  his  thoughts  as  he  made  his  way  back  to  Littlebath. 
And  when  there  he  did  not  allow  idleness  to  mar  his  schemes. 
He  immediately  began  to  make  himself  pleasant — more  than  ordi- 
narily pleasant  to  Miss  Baker.  He  did  not  make  love  to  her 
after  the  manner  of  his  youth.  Had  he  done  so,  he  would  only 
have  frightened  the  gentle  lady.  But  he  was  assiduous  in  his  at- 
tentions, soft  and  sweetly  flattering  in  his  speech,  and  friendly, 
oh,  so  friendly,  in  his  manner !  He  called  almost  every  day  at 
Montpellier  Crescent.  To  be  sure,  there  was  nothing  unnatural 
in  this,  for  was  he  not  about  to  become  the  father  of  his  dear  Caro-« 
line  ?  But  dear  to  him  as  his  dear  Caroline  might  be,  his  softest 
whispers,  his  most  sugared  words,  were  always  for  her  aunt. 

He  had  ever  some  little  proposition  to  make,  some  kind  family 
suggestion  to  put  forward.  He  was  a  man  of  the  world ;  they 
were  ladies,  delicate,  unfit  for  coping  with  the  world,  necessarily 
ignorant  of  its  naughtier,  darker  ways ;  he  would  do  everything 
for  them:  and  by  degrees  he  did  almost  everything  for  Miaa 
Baker. 

And  so  that  lady  was  charmed  without  knowing  it.  Let  U8  do 
her  full  justice.  She  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  opening  a  flir- 
tation with  Sir  Lionel  Bertram.  She  had  looked  on  him  as  the 
future  father-in-law  of  her  own  dear  child ;  never  as  anything 
more :  no  idea  of  becoming  Ladv  Bertram  had  ever  for  an  instant 
Hashed  upon  her  imagination.  But,  nevertheless,  by  degrees  the 
wamor'a  attentions  became  p\ea&aut  toVet^ 
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She  Iiad  had  no  youthful  adorers,  thiff  poor,  good  Miss  Baker; 
never,  at  least,  since  she  had  been  merry  as  other  children  are, 
'  when  her  little  lovers  came.'  She  had  advanced  to  her  present 
nearly  mature  age  without  perhaps  feeling  the  want  of  them.  But, 
nevertheless,  even  in  her  bosom  was  living  the  usual  feminine  pas- 
sion for  admiration.  She  was  no  *  lusus  natursB,'  but  a  woman 
with  a  heart,  and  blood  in  her  veins ;  and  not  as  yet  a  very  old 
woman  either.  And  therefore,  though  she  had  no  idea  that  Sir 
Lionel  was  her  lover,  she  had  learned  to  be  fond  of  him. 

Her  little  conversations  with  Caroline  on  this  subject  were  de- 
lightful. The  younger  lady  was  certainly  the  sharper  of  the  two ; 
and  though  she  had  her  own  concerns  to  occupy  her,  she  was  able 
to  see  that  something  might  perhaps  be  intendedi  Her  liking  for 
Sir  Lionel  was  by  no  means  a  strong  passion.  Something  pro- 
bably had  passed  between  her  and  George ;  for  George  could  keep 
no  secret  from  her.  At  any  rate,  she  suspected  the  knight,  but 
she  could  not  say  anything  to  put  her  aunt  on  her  guard  beyond 
using  cold  expressions  in  speaking  of  her  future  father.  But  iMiss  " 
Baker,  who  suspected  nothing,  who  expected  nothing,  could  not 
be  too  lavish  in  her  praises. 

*  Caroline,'  she  would  say,  *  I  do  think  you  are  so  happy  in  hav- 
ing such  a  father-in-law.* 

'  Oh,  certainly,'  Caroline  had  answered.  *  But,  for  myself,  I 
think  more  of  my  father-in-law's  son.' 

'  Oh,  of  course  you  do ;  I  know  that.  But  Sir  Lionel  is  such  ^ 
perfect  gentleman.  Did  you  ever  know  a  gentleman  of  his  age  so 
attentive  to  ladies  as  he  is  ? ' 

'  Well,  perhaps  not ;  except  one  or  two  old  men  whom  I  have 
seen  making  love.'    . 

'  That's  a  very  different  sort  of  thing,  you  know — that's  absurd. 
But  I  must  say  I  think  Sir  Lionel's  behaviomr  is  perfect.'  What 
would  she  have  said  of  Sir  Lionel's  behaviour  had  she  known  all 
the  secrets  of  his  establishments  P 

And  thus,  partly  on  Sir  Lionel's  account,  Miss  Baker  began  in 
these  days  to  have  perhaps  her  hottest  fit,  her  strongest  wish 
with  reference  to  her  niece's  marriage.  And  then  just  at  this 
hottest  moment  came  the  blow  which  has  been  told  of  in  the  last 
chapter. 

!But  Miss  Baker,  as  she  prepared  herself  for  Miss  Todd's  party, 
would  not  believe  that  the  matter  was  hopeless.  The  quarrels  of 
lovers  have  ever  been  the  renewal  of  love,  since  the  day  when  a 
yerb  between  two  nominative  cases  first  became  possessed  of  the 
power  of  agreeing  with  either  of  them.  Thei^  \^  «»Qt£i^>(JK«i%  \s^ 
this  ffweet  eaginees  of  agreement  whidi  seema  to  \«iA\.o  ^\jL<^^cfe- 
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conciliations.    Miss  Baker  was  too  good  a  grammarian  to  doubt 
the  fact. 

She  would  probably,  under  existing  circumstances,  have  stayed 
at  home  with  her  niece,  but  that  she  knew  she  should  meet  Sir 
Lionel  at  Miss  Todd's  party.  She  was  very  anxious  to  learn  whe- 
ther Sir  Lionel  had  heard  of  this  sad  interruption  to  their  har- 
mony ;  anxious  to  hear  what  Sir  Lionel  would  say  about  it :  anxi- 
ous to  concert  measures  with  Sir  Lionel  for  repairing  the  breach 
— that  is,  if  Sir  Lionel  should  appear  to  be  cognizant -that  the 
breach  existed.  If  she  should  find  that  he  was  not  cbgnizant,  she 
would  not  tell  him  ;  at  least  she  thought  she  would  not.  Circum- 
stances must  of  course  govern  her  conduct  to  a  certain  degree 
when  the  moment  of  meeting  should  arrive.  And  so  Miss  Baker 
went  to  the  paiiiy,'  certainly  with  a  saddened  heart,  but  comforted 
in  some  degree  by  the  assurance  that  she  would  meet  Sir  Lionel. 
*  Dear  Sir  Lionel,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  have  a  friend !'  she  said  to 
herself  as  she  stepped  into  the  fly.  Yes,  indeed,  the  best  thing  in 
the  world — the  very  best.  But,  dear  Miss  Baker,  it  is  of  all  things 
the  most  difficult  to  acquire — and  especially  difficult  for  both  ladies 
and  gentlemen  after  forty  years  of  age. 

-  In  the  meantime,  Sir  Lionel  had  been  calling  on  Miss  Todd — 
had  heard  a  good  deal  about  Miss  Todd ;  and  was  strong  at  heart, 
as  a  man  is  strong  who  has  two  good  strings  to  his  bow. 


CHAPTER  XXIL 
MISS  todd's  cabd-paett. 


Tes.  The  great  Miss  Todd  had  arrived  at  Littlebath,  and  had 
already  been  talked  about  not  a  little.  Being  a  maiden  lady,  with 
no  family  but  her  one  own  maid,  she  lived  in  lodgings  of  course. 
People  at  Littlebath,  indeed,  are  much  given  to  lodgings.  They 
are  mostly  a  come-and-go  class  of  beings,  to  whom  the  possession 
of  furniture  and  the  responsibilities  of  householding  would  be 
burdensome.  But  then  Miss  Todd's  lodgings  were  in  the  Para- 
gon, and  all  the  world  knows  how  much  it  costs  to  secure  eligible 
rooms  in  the  Paragon :  two  spacious  sitting-rooms,  for  instance, 
a  bed-room,  and  a  closet  for  one's  own  maid.  And  Miss  Todd 
had  done  this  in  the  very  best  corner  of  the  Paragon ;  in  that  bra- 
zen-faced house  which  looks  out  of  the  Paragon  right  down  Mont- 
pellier  Avenue  as  regards  the  front  windows,  and  from  the  back 
Adlv  commsiiids  the  entrance  to  t\ie  xaA^^^  %\.'aXi\o\i«   TV^  \iraB 
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Mrs.  O^Neil's  house ;  and,  as  Mrs.  O'Neil  herself  loudlj  boasted 
when  Miss  Todd  came  to  inspect  the  premises,  she  rarely  took 
single  ladies,  or  any  ladies  that  had  not  handles  to  their  names. 
Her  very  last  lodger  had  been  Lady  McGuffern,  the  widow  of  the 
medical  director  of-  the  great  Indian  Eyesore  district,  as  Mrs. 
O'Neil  called  it.  And  Lady  McGuffem  had  paid  her,  oh !  ever 
so  much  per  week:  and  had  always  said  on  every  Saturday — 
*  Mrs.  O'Neil,  your  terms  for  such  rooms  as  these  are  much  too 
low.'  It  is  in  such  language  that  the  widows  of  Scotch  doctors 
generally  speak  of  their  lodgings  when  they  are  paying  their 
weekly  bills. 

And  these  rooms  Miss  Todd  had  secured.  She  had,  moreover, 
instantly  sent  for  Mr.  Wutsanbeans,  who  keeps  those  remarkably 
neat  livery  stables  at  the  back  of  the  Paragon,  and  in  ten  minutes 
had  concluded  her  bargain  for  a  private  brougham  and  private 
coachman  in  demi-livery  at  so  much  per  week.  *  And  very  wide 
awake  she  is,  is  Miss  Todd,'  said  the  admiring  Mr.  Wutsanbeans, 
as  he  stood  among  his  bandy-legged  satellites.  And  then  her  name 
was  down  at  the  aseembly-rooms,  and  in  the  pump-room,  and  the 
book-room,  and  in  the  best  of  sittings  in  Mr.  O'Callaghan's  fa- 
shionable church,  in  almost  less  than  no  time.  There  were  scores 
of  ladies  desirous  of  being  promoted  from  the  side  walls  to  the 
middle  avenues  in  Mr.  O'Callaghan's  church  ;  for,  after  all,  wh^t 
is  the  use  of  a  French  bonnet  when  stuck  under  a  side  wall  ?  But 
though  all  these  were  desirous,  and  desirous  in  vain.  Miss  Todd  at 
once  secured  a  place  where  her  head  was  the  cynosure  of  all  the 
eyes  of  the  congregation.  Such  was  Miss  Todd's  power,  and 
therefore  do  we  call  her  great. 

And  in  a  week's  time  the  sound  of  her  loud  but  yet  pleasant 
voice,  and  the  step  of  her  heavy  but  yet  active  foot,  and  the  glow 
of  her  red  cherry  cheek  were  as  well  known  on  the  esplanade  as  , 
though  she  were  a  Littlebathian  of  two  months'  standing.  Of 
course  she  had  found  friends  there,  such  friends  as  one  always 
does  find  at  such  places — dear  delightful  people  whom  she  had 
met  some  years  before  for  a  week  at  Ems,  or  sat  opposite  to  once 
at  the  hotel  table  at  Harrogate  for  a  fortnight.  Miss  Todd  had  a 
very  large  circle  of  such  friends ;  and,  to  do  her  justice,  we  must 
say  that  she  was  always  glad  to  see  them,  and  always  treated  them 
well.  She  was  ready  to  feed  them  at  all  times ;  she  was  not  can- 
did or  malicious  when  backbiting  them ;  she  never  threw  the  bur> 
den  of  her  pleasures  on  her  friends'  shoulders — as  ladies  at  Little- 
bath  will  sometimes  do.  She  did  not  boast  either  of  her  purse 
or  her  acquaintance  ;  and  as  long  as  she^wa^BbWor^fe^Xi^i  ^'^  ^is^rJ^ 
wbstr  she  liked,  she  generally  kept  \ieT  temper.    ^^\i»^  «x^  ^s*-'* 
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cellent  digestion,  and  greatly  admired  the  same  quality  in  othe^ 
people.  She  did  not  much  care  what  she  said  of  others,  but  dearly 
liked  to  have  mischief  spoken  of  herself.  Some  one  once  had  said 
— or  very  likely  no  one  had  said  it,  but  a  soupgon  of  a  hint  had  in 
some  way  reached  her  own  ears— that  she  had  left  Torquay  with- 
out paying  her  bills.  It  was  at  any  rate  untrue,  but  she  had  se* 
dulously  spread  the  report ;  and  now  wherever  she  ordered  goods, 
she  would  mysteriously  tell  the  tradesman  that  he  had  better  in- 
quire about  her  in  Devonshire.  She  had  been  seen  walking  ond 
moonlight  night  with  a  young  lad  at  Bangor:  the  lad  was  her 
nephew  ;  but  some  one  had  perhaps  jested  about  Miss  Todd  and 
her  beau,  and  since  that  time  she  was  always  talking  of  eloping 
with  her  own  flesh  and  blood. 

But  Miss  Todd  was  not  a  bad  woman.  She  spent  much  in  feed- 
ing those  who  perhaps  were  not  hungry ;  but  she  fed  the  hun- 
gry also:  she  indulged  a  good  deal  in  silk  brocades;  but  she 
bought  ginghams  as  well,  and  calicos  for  poor  women,  and  flannel 
petticoats  for  motherless  girls.  She  did  go  to  sleep  sometimes 
m  church,  and  would  sit  at  a  whist-table  tiU  two  o'clock  of  a  Sun- 
day morning ;  but  having  been  selected  from  a  large  family  by  an 
uncle  as  his  heir,  she  had  divided  her  good  things  with  brothers 
and  sisters,  and  nephews  and  nieces.  And  so  there  were  some 
.hearts  that  blessed  her,  and  some  friends  who  loved  her  with  a 
love  other  than  that  of  her  friends  of  Littlebath  and  Ems,  of  Jeru- 
salem and  Harrogate. 

And  she  had  loved  in  her  ^arly  days,  and  had  been  told  and  had 
believed  that  she  was  loved.  But  evidence  had  come  to  her  that 
her  lover  was  a  scamp — a  man  without  morals  and  without  princi- 
ple ;  and  she  had  torn  herself  away  from  him.  And  Miss  Todd 
had  offered  to  him  money  compensation,  which  the  brute  had 
taken ;  and  since  that,  for  his  sake,  or  rather  for  her  love's  sake, 
she  had  rejected  all  further  matrimonial  tenders,  and  was  still 
Miss  Todd ;  and  Miss  Todd  she  intended  to  remain. 

Being  such  as  she  was,  the  world  of  Littlebath  was  soon  glad 
to  get  about  her.  Those  who  give  suppers  at  their  card-parties 
are  not  long  in  Littlebath  in  making  up  the  complement  of  their 
guests.  She  had  b§en  there  now  ten  days,  and  had  already  once 
or  twice  mustered  a  couple  of  whist-tables ;  but  this  affair  was  to 
be  on  a  larger  scale. 

Miss  Baker  she  had  not  yet  seen,  nor  Miss  "Waddington.  The 
ladies  had  called  on  each  other,  but  had  missed  Are  on  both  occa- 
sions ;  but  with  Sir  Lionel  she  had  already  renewed  her  intimacy 
on  very  aiTectionate  terms.  They  had  been  together  for  perhaps 
three  aaja  at  Jerusalem,  but  then  three  ^'j^  «k\»  ^  e£\x&^<&\si  ttx^H?Qtch 
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a  twelvemonth  in  such  a  dull,  slow  place  as  London.  And  Sir  Lionel, 
therefore,  and  Miss  Todd  had  nearly  rushed  into  each  other's  arm&; 
and  they  both,  without  any  intentional  falsehood,  were  talking  of 
each  other  all  over  Littlebath  as  old  and  confidential  friends. 

And  now  for  Miss  Todd's  party.  Assist  me,  my  muse.  Come 
down  from  heaven,  O  Calliope,  my  queen !  and  aid  me  to  spin  with 
my  pen  a  long  discourse.  Hark  !  do  you  hear  ?  or  does  some  fond 
delusion  mock  me  ?  I  seem  to  hear,  and  seem  to  be  already  wan- 
dering through  those  sacred  recesses — the  drawing-rooms,  namely, 
at  Littlebath — which  are  pervious  only  to  the  streams  and  breezes 
of  good  society. 

Miss  Todd  stood  at  her  drawing-room  door  as  her  guests  were 
ushered  in,  not  by  the  greengrocer's  assistant,  but  by  the  green- 
grocer himself  in  person.  And  she  made  no  quiet  little  curtsies, 
whispered  no  unmeaning  welcomes  with  bated  breath.  No  ;  as  they 
arrived  she  seized  each  Littlebathian  by  the  hand,  and  shook  that 
hand  vigorously.  She  did  so  to  every  one  that  came,  rejoiced  loudly 
in  the  coming  of  each,  and  bade  them  all  revel  in  tea  and  cake  with 
a  voice  that  demanded  and  received  instant  obedience. 

'  Ah,  Lady  Longspade !  this  is  kind.  I  am  delighted  to  see  you. 
Do  you  remember  dear  Ems,  and  the  dear  Kursaal  ?  Ah,  me ! 
Well,  do  take  some  tea  now.  Lady  Longspade.  What,  Miss  Finesse 
— well — well — well.  I  was  thinking  of  Ostend  only  the  other  day. 
You'll  find  Flounce  there  with  coffee  and  cake  and  ril  that.  You 
remember  my  woman,  Flounce,  don't  you  ?  Mrs.  Fuzzybell,  you 
really  make  me  proud.  But  is  not  Mr.  Fuzzybell  to  be  here  ?  Oh, 
he's  behind  is  he  ?  well — I'm  so  glad.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  A  slow  coach 
is  he  ?  I'll  make  him  faster.  But  perhaps  you  won't  trust  him 
to  me,  I'm  such  a  dangerous  creature.  I'm  always  eloping  with 
some  one.  Who  knows  but  I  might  go  off  with  Mr.  FuzzybeU  ? 
We  were  near  it  you  know  at  the  end  of  that  long  walk  at  Mal- 
vern— only  he  seemed  too  tired — ^ha !  ha !  ha !  There's  tea  and 
cake  there,  Mrs.  Fuzzybell.  My  dear  Sir  Lionel,  I  am  delighted. 
I  declare  you  are  five  years  younger — we  are  both  five  years  younger 
than  when  we  were  at  Jerusalem.' 

And  so  forth.  But  Sir  Lionel  did  not  pass  on  to  the  tea-tables 
as  did  the  Finesses  and  the  Lon^spades.  He  remained  close  at 
Miss  Todd's  elbow,  as  though  his  friendship  was  of  a  more  en- 
during kind  than  that  of  others,  as  though  he  were  more  to  Miss 
Todd  than  Mrs^  Fuzzybell,  nearer  than  Mi^s  Buff  who  had  just 
been  assured  at  her  entrance  that  the  decks  should  be  made  ready 
for  action  almost  at  once.  A  lion-hearted  old  warrior  was  Mi&% 
Buff— one  who  could  not  stand  with  patience  t\ie  \xvo^etTi  Y^»&^vi.^ 
ofd^Ujingm  the  presence  of  her  enemierf  gvxaa.    ^^^Xi-Ob^  ^^^»^^ 
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there  for  a  rubber  of  whist — to  fight  the  good  fight — to  conquer 
or  to  die,  and  her  soul  longed  to  be  at  it.  Wait  but  one  moment 
longer,  Miss  Buff,  and  the  greengrocer  and  I  will  have  done  with 
our  usherings,  and  then  the  decks  shall  be  cleared. 

But  we  must  certainly  do  the  honours  for  our  old  friend  Miss 
Baker.  Miss  Todd,  when  she  saw  her,  looked  as  though  she  would 
have  fallen  on  her  neck  and  kissed  her ;  but  she  doubtless  remem- 
bered that  their  respective  head-dresses  might  suffer  in  the  en- 
counter. 

'  At  last,  dear  Miss  Baker ;  at  last !  I  am  so  delighted ;  but 
where  is  Miss  Waddington  ?  where  is  the  bride-elect  ? '  These 
last  words  were  said  in  a  whisper  which  was  not  perhaps  quite  as 
plainly  audible  at  the  other  side  of  the  Paragon  as  were  the  gene- 
rality of  Miss  Todd's  speeches.  *  Indisposed !  Why  is  she  indis- 
posed ?  you  mean  that  she  has  love-letters  to  write.  I  know  that 
IS  what  you  mean.'  And  the  roar  again  became  a  whisper  fit  for 
Drury  Lane.  *  Well,  I  shall  make  a  point  of  seeing  her  tomorrow. 
Do  you  remember  Jehoshaphat,  dear  Jehoshaphat  ?'  And  then 
having  made  her  little  answers.  Miss  Baker  also  passed  on,  and  left 
Miss  Todd  in  the  act  of  welcoming  the  Eev.  Mr,  0*Callaghan. 

Miss  Baker  passed  on,  but  she  did  so  slowly.  She  had  to  speak 
to  Sir  Lionel,  who  kept  his  place  near  Miss  Todd's  shoulder ;  and 
perhaps  she  had  some  secret  hope — no,  not  hope ;  some  sort  of  an 
anticipation — that  her  dear  friend  would  give  her  the  benefit  of  his 
arm  for  a  few  moments.  But  Sir  Lionel  did  nothing  of  the  kind. 
He  took  her  hand  with  his  kindest  little  squeeze,  asked  with  his 
softest  voice  after  his  dear  Caroline,  and  then  let  her  pass  on  by 
herself.  Miss  Baker  was  a  bird  easily  to  be  lured  to  her  perch, — 
or  to  his.  Sir  Lionel  felt  that  he  could  secure  her  at  any  time. 
Therefore,  he  determined  to  attach  himself  to  Miss  Todd  for  the 
present.  And  so  Miss  Baker  walked  on  alone,  perhaps  a  little 
piqued  at  being  thus  slighted. 

It  was  a  strange  sight  to  see  the  Eev.  Mr.  O'Callaghan  among 
that  worldly  crowd  of  pleasure-seeking  sinners.  There  were,  as 
we  have  said,  three  sets  of  people  at  Littlebath.  That  Miss  Todd, 
with  her  commanding  genius  and  great  power  of  will,  should  have 
got  together  portions  of  two  of  them  was  hardly  to  be  considered 
wonderful.  Both  the  fast  and  heavy  set  liked  good  suppers.  But 
it  did  appear  singular  to  the  men  and  women  of  both  these  sets 
that  they  should  find  themselves  in  the  same  room  with  Mr.  O'Cal- 
laghan. 

Mr,  O'Callaghan  was  not  exactly  the  head  and  font  of  piety  at 
Littlebath,  It  was  not  on  \\\8  altars,  liot  OTi\v\a  chiefiy^  that  heca- 
tombs  of  needlework  were  offered  u^.    "H.^  ^«j&  ov^^  ^^tivst  ^xan^ 
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to  the  great  high-priest,  to  Dr.  Snort  himself.  But  though  he 
was  but  curate,  he  was  more  perhaps  to  Littlebath — to  his  especial 
set  in  Littlebath — than  most  rectors  are  to  their  own  people. 

Mr.  0*Callaghan  was  known  to  be  condescending  and  mild  under 
the  influence  of  tea  and  muffins — sweetly  so  if  the  cream  be  plen- 
tiful and  the  muffins  soft  with  butter ;  but  still,  as  a  man  and  a 
pastor,  he  was  severe.  In  season  and  out  of  season  he  was  hot  in 
argument  against  the  devil  and  all  his  works.  He  was  always 
fighting  the  battle  with  all  manner  of  weapons.  He  would  write 
letters  of  killing  reproach  to  persons  he  had  never  known,  and 
address  them  by  post  to — 

'  John  Jones,  Esq., 

The  Sabbath-breaker, 

5,  Paradise  Terrace, 

Littlebath.* 
or— 

*  Mrs.  Gambler  Smith, 

2,  Little  Paragon, 

Littlebath.* 
Nothing  was  too  severe  for  him.  One  may  say  that  had  he  not 
been  a  clergyman,  and  therefore  of  course  justified  in  any  inter- 
ference, he  would  have  been  kicked  from  Littlebath  to  London  and 
back  again  long  since.  Uow  then  did  it  come  to  pass  that  he  was 
seen  at  Miss  Todd's  party  ?  The  secret  lay  in  Miss  Todd's  un- 
bounded power.  She  was  not  as  other  Littlebathians.  When  he 
unintentionally  squeezed  her  hand,  she  squeezed  his  in  return  with 
somewhat  of  a  firmer  grasp.  When,  gently  whispering,  he  trusted 
that  she  was  as  well  in  spirit  as  in  body,  she  answered  aloud — and 
all  the  larger  Paragon  heard  her — that  she  was  very  well  in  both, 
thank  God.  And  then,  as  her  guests  pressed  in,  she  passed  him  on 
rapidly  to  the  tea  and  cake,  and  to  such  generous  supplies  of  cream 
as  Mrs.  Flounce,  in  her  piety,  might  be  pleased  to  vouchsafe  to  him. 

*  What,  Mr.  O'Callaghan!'  said  Sir  Lionel  into  Miss  Todd's  ear, 
in  a  tone  of  well-bred  wonder  and  triumphant  admiration.  *  Mr. 
O'Callaghan  among  the  sinners!  My  dear  Miss  Todd,  how  will 
he  like  the  whist-tables  ?* 

*  If  he  does  not  like  them,  he  must  just  do  the  other  thing.  If 
I  know  anything  of  Miss  Euff,  a  whole  college  of  O'Callaghans 
would  not  keep  ner  from  the  devil's  books  for  five  minutes  longer. 
Oh,  here  is  Lady  Euth  Eevoke ;  my  dear  Lady  Euth,  I  am  charmed 
to  see  you.  When,  I  wonder,  shall  we  meet  again  at  Baden  Baden  ? 
Dear  Baden  Baden  1  Flounce,  green  tea  for  Lady  Euth  Eevoke^' 
And  so  Miss  Todd  continued  to  do  her  duty. 

.  What  Miss  Todd  bad  said  of  her  friend'^aa  qji\\*^  \x\SLa-   *^ca. 
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then  Miss  Euff  was  standing  over  a  card-table,  with  an  open  pack 
in  her  hands,  quite  regardless  of  Mr.  0*Callaghan.  '  Come,  Ladj 
Longspade,*  she  said,  '  we  are  wasting  time  sadly.  It  is  ever  so 
much  after  nine.  I  know  Miss  Todd  means  ua  to  begin.  She  told 
me  so.     Suppose  we  sit  down  P' 

But  Lady  Longspade  merely  muttered  something  and  parsed 
on.  In  the  first  place,  she  was  not  quite  so  eager  as  Miss  !Ruff ; 
and  in  the  next.  Miss  Euff  was  neither  the  partner  nor  the  op- 
ponent with  whom  she  delighted  to  co-operate.  Lady  Longspade 
liked  to  play  first-fiddle  at  her  own  table  ;  but  Miss  Buff  always 
played  first-fiddle  at  her  table,  let  the  others  be  whom  they  might; 
and  she  very  generally  played  her  tunes  altogether  '  con  spirito.' 

Miss  Euff  saw  how  Lisidy  Longspade  passed  on,  but  she  was  no- 
thing disconcerted.  She  was  used  to  that,  and  more  than  that. 
'  Highty-tighty  !*  was  all  she  said.  *  Well,  Mrs.  Garded,  I  think 
we  can  manage  without  her  ladyship,  can't  we  ?'  Mrs.  Garded 
said  that  she  thought  they  might  indeed,  and  stood  by  the  table 
opposite  *o  Miss  Euff.  This  was  Mrs.  King  Garded,  a  widow  of 
great  Littlebathian  repute,  to  whom  as  a  partner  over  the  green 
table  few  objected.  She  was  a  careful,  silent,  painstaking  player, 
one  who  carefully  kept  her  accounts,  and  knew  well  that  the 
monthly  balance  depended  mainly,  not  on  her  good,  but  on  her 
bad  hands.  She  was  an  old  friend,  and  an  old  enemy  of  Miss 
Euff^s.  The  two  would  say  very  spiteful  things  to  each  other, 
things  incredible  to  persons  not  accustomed  to  the  card-tables  of 
Littlebath.  But,  nevertheless,  they  were  always  willing  to  sit  to» 
gether  at  the  same  rubber. 

To  them  came  up  smirking  little  Mr.  Fuzzybell.  Mr.  Fuzzybell 
was  not  great  at  whist,  nor  did  he  much  delight  in  it ;  but,  never- 
theless, he  constantly  played.  He  was  taken  about  by  his  wife  to 
the  parties,  and  then  he  was  always  caught  and  impaled,  and  gene- 
rally plucked  and  skinned  before  he  was  sent  home  again.  He 
never  disported  at  the  same  table  with  his  wife,  who  did  not  cAre 
to  play  either  with  him  or  against  him;  but  he  was  generally 
caught  by  some  Miss  Euff,  or  some  Mrs.  King  Garded,  and  duly 
made  use  of.  The  ladies  of  Littlebath  generally  liked  to  have  one 
black  coat  at  the  table  with  them.  It  saved  them  from  that  air  of 
destitution  which  always,  in  their  own  eyes,  attaches  to  four  ladies 
seated  at  a  table  together. 

*  Ah,  Mr.  Fuzzybell,'  said  Miss  Euff, '  you  are  the  very  person 

we  are  looking  for.    Mrs.  Garded  always  likes  to  have  you  at  her 

table.     Sit  down,  Mr.  Fuzzybell.*    Mr.  Fuzzybell  did  as  he  was 

told,  and  sat  down. 

Juat  at  this  moment,  as  Miaa  "aa^  ^a%\o^\Ti%  wsSt^^niQa  ^w^x 
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eyes  for  a  fourth  who  would  suit  her  tastes,  and  had  almost  suc- 
ceeded in  catching  the  eye  of  Miss  Finesse — and  Miss  Finesse  was 
a  silent,  desirable,  correct  player — who  should  walk  up  to  the  table 
and  absolutely  sit  down  but  that  odious  old  woman,  Lady  Euth 
Revoke !  It  was  Mrs.  Garded's  great  sin,  in  Miss  EuflTs  eye,  that 
she  toadied  Lady  Euth  to  such  an  extent  as  to  be  generally  willing 
to  play  with  her.  ^ow  it  was  notorious  in  Littlebath  that  she  had 
never  played  well,  and  that  she  had  long  since  forgotten  all  she  had 
ever  known.  The  poor  old  woman  had  already  had  some  kind  of 
a  fit ;  she  was  very  shaky  and  infirm,  and  ghastly  to  look  at,  in 
spite  of  her  paint  and  ribbons.  She  was  long  in  arranging  her 
cards,  long  in  playing  them ;  very  long  in  settling  her  points,  when 
the  points  went  against  her,  as  they  generally  did.  And  yet,  in 
spite  of  all  this,  Mrs.  King^arded  would  encourage  her  because 
her  father  had  been  Lord  Whitechapel ! 

There  was  no  help  for  it  now.  There  she  was  in  the  chair ;  and 
unless  Miss  EufT  was  prepared  to  give  up  her  table  and  do  some- 
thing that  would  be  uncommonly  rude  even  for  her,  the  rubber 
must  go  on.  She  was  not  prepared  at  any  rate  to  give  up  her 
table,  so  she  took  up  a  card  to  cut  for  partners.  There  were  two  to 
one  in  her  favour.  If  fortune  would  throw  her  ladyship  and  Mr. 
Fuzzybell  together,  there  might  yet  be  found  in  the  easiness  of 
their  prey  some  consolation  for  the  slowness  of  the  play. 

They  cut  the  cards,  and  Miss  Euff  found  herself  sitting  oppo- 
site to  Lady  Euth  Eevoke.  It  was  a  pity  that  she  should  not  have 
been  photographed.  And  now,  Mr.  Fuzzybell,'  said  Mrs.  King 
Garded,  triumphantly. 

But  we  must  for  awhile  go  to  other  parts  of  the  room.  Lady 
Longspade,  Mrs.  Fuzzybell,  and  Miss  Finesse  soon  followed  the 
daring  example  of  Miss  Eufi*,  and  seated  themselves  with  some 
worthy  fourth  compatriot. 

*  Did  you  see  Miss  Euff?'  said  Lady  Longspade,  whose  ears  had 
caught  the  scornful  highty-tighty  of  the  rejected  lady.  *She 
wanted  to  get  me  at  her  table.  But  no,  I  thank  you.  I  like  my 
rubber  too,  and  can  play  it  as  well  as  some  other  people.  But  it 
may  cost  too  dear,  e)^,  Mrs*  Fuzzybell  ?  I  have  no  iaea  of  being 
scolded  by  Miss  Euff.'  "" 

*  No,  nor  I,'  said  Mrs.  Fuzzybell.  '  I  hate  that  continual  scold- 
ing. We  are  playing  only  for  amusement ;  and  why  not  play  in 
good  temper  ?-— nevertheless  Mrs.  Fuzzybell  had  a  rough  side  to 
ner  own  tongue.  '  It  is  you  and  I,  Miss  Finesse.  Shillings,  I  sup- 
pose, and — '  and  then  there  was  a  little  whispering  and  a  little 
grinning  between  Lady  Longspade  and  Mr«.lf\n.i^W\^>^^\s!i^*«si:* 
ing  of  which  was,  that  as  the  occasion  ^aa  x^Wi^t  &  %^^\^  ^"c^^ 
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they  would  indulge  themselves  with  half-a-erown  on  the  puhhef 
and  sixpence  each  hand  on  the  odd  trick.  And  so  the  second 
table  went  to. work. 

And  then  there  was  a  third,  and  a  fourth,  and  a  fifbh.  Miss 
KufiTs  example  was  more  potent  than  Mr.  O'Callaghan's  presence 
in  that  assembly.  That  gentleman  began  tp  feel  unhappy  as  there 
was  no  longer,  round  him  a  crowd  of  listening  ladies  sufficient  to 
screen  from  his  now  uninquiring  eyes  the  delii|quencies  of  the 
more  eager  of  the  sinners.  The  sno/ting  of  the  w&r-horse  and  the 
sound  of  the  trumpet  had  enticed  away  every  martial  bosom,  and 
Mr.  0*Callaghan  was  left  alone  in  converse  with  Mrs.  Flounce. 

He  turned  to  Miss  Todd,  who  was  now  seated  near  enough  to 
the  door  to  do  honour  to  any  late  arriving  guest,  but  near  enough 
also  to  the  table  to  help  herself  easily  to  cake.  His  soul  burned 
within  him  to  utter  one  anathema  against  the  things  that  he  saw. 
Miss  Todd  was  still  not  playing.  He  might  opine  that  she  ob- 
jected to  the  practice.  Sir  Lionel  was  still  at  her  back :  he  also 
might  be  a  brand  that  had  been  rescued  from  the  burning.  At  a 
little  distance  sat  Miss  Baker :  he  knew  that  she  at  any  rate  was 
not  violently  attached  to  cards.  Could  he  not  say  something? 
Could  he  not  lift  up  his  voice,  if  only  for  a  moment,  and  speiik 
forth  as  he  so  loved  to  do,  as  was  his  wont  in  the  meetings  of  the 
saints,  his  brethren  ? 

He  looked  at  Miss  Todd,  and  he  raised  his  eyes,  and  be  raised 
his  hands,  but  the  courage  was  not  in  him  to  speak.  There  was 
about  Miss  Todd  as  she  stood,  or  as  she  sat,  a  firmness  which 
showed  itself  even  in  her  rotundity,  a  vigour  in  the  very  rubicmif^ 
dity  of  her  cheek  which  was  apt  to  quell  the  spirit  of  those  who 
would  fain  have  interfered  with  her.  So  Mr.  0*Callaghan,  having 
raised  his  eyes  considerably,  and  having  raised  his  hands  a  littie, 
said  nothing. 

*  I  fear  you  do  not  approve  of  cards  ?'  said  Miss  Todd. 

*  Approve !  oh  no,  how  can  I  approve  of  them,  Miss  Todd  ?* 

*  Well,  I  do  with  all  my  heart.  What  are  old  women  like  us  to 
do  ?  We  haven't  eyes  to  read  at  night,  even  if  we  had  minds  fit 
for  it.  We  can't  always  be  sajdng  our  prayei;?.  We  have  nothing 
to  talk  about  except  scandal.  It's  better  than  drinking ;  and  we 
should  come  to  that  if  we  hadn't  cards.' 

'  Oh,  Miss  Todd !' 

*  You  see  you  have  your  excitement  in  preaching,  Mr.  O'Calla- 
ghan.  These  card-tables  are  our  pulpits  ;  we  have  got  none  other. 
We  haven't  children,  and  we  haven't  husbands  :  that  is,  the  most 

ofu8,    Ani  we  should  be  in  a  lunatic  asylum  in  six  weeks  if  you 
took  away  oiir  cards.    Kow,  wVW  -jom  \.^W  m^,  ^^,  O'C^Uag^a, 


MISS  TODD'S  CARD-PAKTY.  287 

what  would  you  expect  Miss  Suff  to  do  if  you  persuaded  her  to 
give  up  wbist  ?' 

*  She  has  the  poor  with  her  always,  Miss  Todd.' 

'  Yes,  she  has ;  the  woman  that  goes  about  with  a  clean  apron 
«nd  four  borrowed  children ;  and  the  dumb  man  with  a  bit  of  chalk 
and  no  legs,  and  the  very  red  nose.  She  has  these,  to  be  sure,  and 
a  lot  more.  But  suppose  «he  looks  after  them  all  the  day,  she  can't 
be  looking  after  them  all  the  night  too.  The  mind  must  be  unbent 
sometimes,  Mr.  0*Callaghan..' 

*  But  to  play  for  money.  Miss  Todd!    Is  not  that  gambling  ?' 

*  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can't  say  what  gambling  is.  But  do 
you  sit  down  and  play  for  love,  Mr.  O'Callaghan,  and  see  how  soon 
you'll  go  to  sleep.  Come,  shall  we  try  ?  1  can  have  a  little  pri- 
vate bet,  just  to  keep  myself  awake,  with  Sir  Ijionel,  here.' 

But  Mr.  O'Callaghan  declined  the  experiment.  So  he  had  an- 
other cup  of  tea  and  another  mufiin,  and  then  went  his  way ;  re- 
gretting sorely  in  his  heart  that  he  could  not  get  up  into  a  high 
pulpit  and  preach  at  them  all.  However,  he  consoled  himself  by 
•  improving '  the  occasion  on  the  following  Sunday. 

For  the  next  fifteen  minutes  Sir  Lionel  stood  his  ground,  sayin<r 
soft  nothings  to  Miss  Todd,  and  then  he  also  became  absorbed 
among  the  rubbers.  He  found  that  Miss  Todd  was  not  good  at 
having  love  made  to  her  in  public.  She  was  very  willing  to  be 
confidential,  very  willing  to  receive  flattery,  attentions,  hand-press- 
ings, and  the  like.  But  she  would  make  her  confidences  in  her 
usual  joyous,  loud  voice ;  and  when  told  that  she  was  looking  re-» 
markably  well,  she  would  reply  that  she  always  did  look  well  at 
Littlebath,  in  a  tone  that  could  not  fail  to  attract  the  attention  of 
the  whole  room.  Now  Sir  Lionel  would  fain  have  been  a  little 
more  quiet  in  his  proceedings,  and  was  forced  to  put  off  somewhat 
of  what  he  had  to  say  till  he  could  find  Miss  Todd  alone  on  the 
top  of  a  mountain.  'Twas  thus  at  least  that  he  expressed  his 
thoughts  to  himself  in  his  chagrin,  as  he  took  his  place  opposite 
to  Mrs.  Shortpointz,  at  the  seventh  and  last  establishment  now 
formed  in  the  rooms. 

The  only  idlers  present  were  Miss  Baker  and  Miss  Todd.  Misa 
Baker  was  not  quite  happy  in  her  mind.  It  was  not  only  that  she 
was  depressed  about  Caroline :  her  firm  belief  in  the  grammatical 
axiom  before  alluded  to  lessened  her  grief  on  that  score.  But  the 
conduct  of  Sir  Lionel  made  her  uncomfortable ;  and  she  began  to 
find,  without  at  all  understanding  why,  that  she  did  not  like  Miss 
Todd  as  well  as  she  used  to  do  at  Jerusalem.  Her  heart  took  Mr. 
O'Callaghan's  side  in  that  little  debate  about  tk^  c^kX^'^^  «xA'^<^\^'^ 
Sir  Lionel,  in  leaving  Miss  Todd,  did  not  com&\io\i<6X^TbS6X^^s^i^^^^ 
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the  movement  was  agreeable  to  her.  She  was  not  therefore  in  hef 
very  highest  spirits  when  Miss  Todd  came  and  sat  close  to  her  on 
the  sofa. 

^  I  am  so  sorry  you  should  be  out,'  said  Miss  Todd.  ^  But  you 
see,  I've  had  so  much  to  do  at  the  door  there,  that  I  couldn't  see 
who  was  sittmg  down  with  you.' 

'  I'd  rather  be  out/  said  Miss  Baker.  *  I  am  not  quite  sure  that 
Mr.  O'Callaghan  is  not  right.'    This  was  her  revenge. 

'  No ;  he's  not  a  bit  right,  my  dear.  He  does — just  what  the 
man  says  in  the  rhymes — what  is  it  ?  you  know — makes  up  for 
his  own  little  peccadilloes  by  damning  yours  and  mine.  I  mrget 
how  it  goes.  But  there'll  be  more  m  by-and-by,  and  then  we'll 
have  another  table.  Those  who  come  late  will  be  more  in  your 
line ;  not  so  ready  to  peck  your  eyes  out  if  you  happen  to  forget 
a  card.  That  Miss  Euff  is  dreadful.'  Here  an  awful  note  was 
heard,  for  the  Lady  Euth  had  just  put  her  thirteenth  trump  on 
Miss  Buff's  thirteenth  heart.  What  Littlebathian  female  soul 
could  stand  that  immoved  ? 

*  Oh,  dear !  that  poor  old  woman !'  continued  Miss  Todd.  'You 
know  one  lives  in  constant  fear  of  her  having  a  fit.  Miss  Buff  is 
horrible.  She  has  a  way  of  looking  with  that  fixed  eye  of  hers 
that  is  almoit  worse  than  her  voice.'  The  fact  was,  that  Miss 
Buff  had  one  glass  eye.  '  I  know  she'll  be  the  death  of  that  poor 
old  creature  some  of  these  days.  Lady  Buth  will  play,  and  she 
hardly  knows  one  card  from  another.  And  then  Miss  Buff,  she 
will  scold.     Good  heavens !  do  you  hear  that  ?' 

*  It's  just  seven  minutes  since  I  turned  the  last  trick  of  the  last 
hand,'  Miss  Buff  had  said  scornfully.  '  We  shall  have  finished  the 
two  rubbers  about  six  in  the  morning,  I  take  it.' 

*  Will  your  ladvship  allow  me  to  deal  for  you  ?'  said  Mr.  Eozsy* 
bell,  meaning  to  be  civil. 

'  I'll  allow  you  to  do  no  such  thing,'  croaked  out  Lady  Buth. 
*I  can  deal  very  well  myself;  at  any  rate  as  well  as  Miss  Buff. 
And  I'm  not  the  least  in  a  hurry;'  and  she  went  on  slobbering 
out  the  cards,  and  counting  them  over  and  over  again,  almost  as 
each  card  fell. 

'  That's  a  double  and  a  treble  against  a  single,'  said  Lady  Long* 
spade,  cheerfully,  from  another  table ;  '  six  points,  and  five — the 
other  rubber — makes  eleven ;  and  the  two  half-crowns  is  sixteen, 
and  seven  odd  tricks  is  nineteen  and  six.  Here's  sixpence,  Mrs* 
Fuzzybell ;  and  now  we'll  cut  again.' 

This  was  dreadful  to  Miss  Buff.   Here  had  her  rival  played  two 

rubbers,  won  them  both,  pocketed  all  but  a  sovereign,  and  was 

M^^aln  at  work ;  while  she,  she  ^aa  «;tiX\.  ^^\ii^\]2\^  VA\ix:L^  through' 
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her  second  game,  the  first  having  been  scored  against  her  by  her 
partner's  fatuity  in  having  trumped  her  long  heart.  Was  this  to 
be  borne  with  patience  ?  *  Lady  Buth,'  she  said,  emitting  fire  out 
of  her  one  eye,  ^  do  you  ever  mean  to  have  done  dealing  those 
cards?' 

Lady  Buth  did  not  condescend  to  make  any  answer,  but  recom- 
menced her  leisurely  counting ;  and  then  Miss  Bufi^  uttered  that 
terrific  screech  which  had  peculiarly  excited  Miss  Todd's  attention* 

^  I  declare  I  don't  like  it  at  all,'  said  the  tender-hearted  Miss 
Baker.    '  I  think  Mr.  O'Callaghan  was  quite  right/ 

*  No,  my  dear,  he  was  quite  wrong,  for  he  blamed  the  use  of 
cards,  not  the  abuse.  And  afber  all,  what  harm  comes  of  it  ?  I 
don't  suppose  Miss  Buff  will  actually  kill  her.  I  dare  say  if  we 
were  playmg  ourselves  we  shouldn't  notice  it.  Do  you  play  crib- 
bage  r  Shall  we  have  a  little  cribbage  ?'  But  Miss  ^aker  did  not 
play  cribbage  ;  or,  at  any  rate,  she  said  that  she  did  not. 

^And  do  tell  me  something  about  dear  Caroline,'  continued 
Miss  Todd.  *  I  am  so  anxious  to  see  her.  But  it  has  been  a  very 
Ions  engagement,  hasn't  it  ?  and  there  ought  to  be  lots  of  money, 
ou^tn't  there  ?  But  I  suppose  it's  all  right.  You  know  I  was 
very  much  in  love  with  young  Bertram  myself;  and  made  all 
manner  of  overtures  to  him,  but  quite  in  vain  ;  ha !  Igk!  ha !  I  al* 
ways  thought  him  a  very  fine  fellow,  and  I  think  her  a  very  lucky 
girl.  And  when  is  it  to  be  ?  And,  do  tell  me,  is  she  over  head 
and  ears  in  love  with  him  P' 

,  What  was  Miss  Baker  to  say  to  this  ?  She  had  not  the  slightest 
intention  of  making  Miss  Toad  a  confidante  in  the  matter :  cer- 
tainly not  now,  as  that  lady  was  inclined  to  behave  so  very 
improperly  with  Sir  Lionel ;  and  yet  she  did  not  know  how  to 
answer  it. 

*  I  hope  it  wonH  be  put  off  much  longer,'  continued  Miss  Todd. 
*  la  any  day  fixed  yet  ?' 

.    *So ;  no  day  is  fixed  yet,'  replied  Miss  Baker,  blushing. 

Miss  Todd's  ear  was  very  quick.  *  There  is  nothing  the  matter, 
I  trust*  Well,  I  won't  ask  any  questions,  nor  say  a  word  to  any- 
body. Come,  there  is  a  table  vacant,  and  we  will  cut  in.'  And 
then  she  determined  that  she  would  get  it  all  out  from  Sir  Lionel. 

The  parties  at  some  of  the  tables  were  now  changed,  and  Miss 
Baker  and  Miss  Todd  found  themselves  playing  together.  Miss 
Baker,  too,  loved  a  gentle  little  rubber,  if  sue  could  enjoy  it 
quietly,  without  fear  of  being  gobbled  up  by  any  Buff  or  any 
Longspade;  and  with  Miss  Todd  she  was  in  this  matter  quite 
safe.  She  might  behave  as  badly  as  had  the  Lady  B>utVi,«iA^\%^ 
Todd  would  do  no  worse  than  Laugh  at  lier.    "S&ml^Q^  ^^  \^^\» 
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care  at)out  her  points,  and  at  her  own  house  would  as  soon  lose  as 
win ;  so  that  Miss  Baker  would  have  been  happy  had  she  not  still 
continued  to  sigh  over  her  friend's  very  improper  flirtation  with 
Sir  Lionel, 

And  thus  things  went  on  for  an  hour  or  so.  Every  now  and 
again  a  savage  yell  was  heard  from  some  ill-used  angry  lady,  and 
low  growls,  prolonged  sometimes  through  a  whole  game,  came 
.from  different  parts  of  the  room  ;  but  nobody  took  any  notice  of 
them  ;  'twas  the  manner  at  Littlebath ;  and,  though  a  stranger  to 
the  place  might  have  thought,  on  looking  at  those  perturbed  faces, 
and  hearing  those  uncourteous  sounds,  that  there  would  be  a  flov 
of  blood — such  a  flow  as  angry  nails  may  produce — ^the  denizens 
of  the  place  knew  better.  So  the  rubbers  went  on  with  the 
amount  of  harmony  customary  to  the  place. 

£ut  the  scene  would  have  been  an  odd  one  for  a  non-playing 
stranger,  had  a  non-playing  stranger  been  there  to  watch  it.  Every 
person  in  the  room  was  engaged  at  whist  except  Mrs.  Flounce, 
who  still  remained  quiescent  behind  her  tea  and  cakes.  It  did 
not  happen  that  the  party  was  made  up  of  a  number  of  exact 
fours.  There  were  two  over ;  two  middle-aged  ladies,  a  maiden 
and  a  widow ;  and  they,  perhaps  more  happy  than  any  of  the 
others,  certainly  more  silent,  for  neither  of  them  had  a  partner  to 
scold,  were  hard  at  work  at  double-dummy  in  a  comer. 

It  was  a  sight  for  a  stranger !  It  is  generally  thought  that  a 
sad  ennui  pervades  the  life  of  most  of  those  old  ladies  in  England 
to  whom  fate  has  denied  the  usual  cares  aud  burdens  of  the  world, 
or  whose  burdens  and  cares  are  done  and  gone.  But  there  was  no 
ennui  here.  No  stockjobber  on  'Change  could  go  about  his  ex- 
citing work  with  more  animating  eagerness.  There  were  those 
who  scolded,  and  those  who  were  scolded.  Those  who  sat  silent, 
being  great  of  mind,  and  those  who,  being  weak,  could  not  restrain 
their  notes  of  triumph  or  their  notes  of  woe ;  but  they  were  all  of 
them  as  animated  and  intense  as  a  tiger  springing  at  its  prey. 
Watch  the  gleam  of  joy  that  lights  up  the  half-dead^  sallow  coun- 
tenance of  old  Mrs.  Shortpointz  as  she  flnds  the  ace  of  trumps  at 
the  back  of  her  hand,  the  very  last  card.  Happy,  happy  Mrs. 
Shortpointz!  Watch  the  triumph  which  illumines  even  the 
painted  cheeks  and  hali-hidden  wrinkles  of  Lad^  Longspade  as  she 
brings  in  at  the  end  of  the  hand  three  winning  little  clubs,  and 
sees  kings  and  queens  fall  impotent  at  their  call.  Triumphant, 
successful  Lady  Longspade!  Was  Napoleon  more  triumpnant? 
did  a  brighter  glow  oi  self-satisfled  inward  power  cross  his  fea- 
iurea,  when  at  Ulm  he  succeeded  in  separating  poor  Mack  from 
fiUbiafriendai 
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Play  ou,  ladies.  Let  us  not  begrudge  you  your  amusements. 
We  do  not  hold  with  pious  Mr.  O'Callaghan,  that  the  interchange 
of  a  few  sixpences  is  a  grievous  sin.  At  other  hours  ye  are  still 
soft,  charitable,  and  tender-hearted;  tender-hearted  as  English 
old  ladies  are,  and  should  be.  But,  dear  ladies,  would  it  not  be 
well  to  remember  the  amenities  of  life — even  at  the  whist-table  ? 

So  things  went  on  for  an  hour  or  so,  and  then  Miss  Baker  and 
Sir  Lionel  again  found  themselves  separated  from  the  card-tables, 
a  lonely  pair.  It  had  been  Sir  Lionel's  cue  this  evening  to  select 
Miss  Todd  for  his  special  attentions ;  but  he  had  found  Miss  Todd 
at  the  present  moment  to  be  too-  much  of  a  public  character  for 
his  purposes.  She  had  a  sort  of  way  of  speaking  to  all  her  guests 
at  once,  which  had  doubtless  on  the  whole  an  extremely  hilarious 
effect,  but  which  was  not  flattering  to  the  amour  propre  of  a  spe- 
cial admirer.  So,  faute  de  mieux.  Sir  Lionel  was  content  to  sit 
down  in  a  comer  with  Miss  Baker.  Miss  Baker  was  also  con- 
tent ;  but  she  was  rather  uneasy  as  to  how  she  should  treat  the 
subject  of  Caroline's  quarrel  with  her  lover. 

*  Of  course  you  saw  George  today  P'  she  began. 

'  Yes,  I  did  see  him ;  but  that  was  all.  He  seemed  to  be  in  a 
tremendous  hurry,  and  said  he  must  be  back  in  town  tonight. 
He's  not  staying,  is  he  ?' 

*  No  ;  he's  not  staying.' 

*  I  didn't  know  :  when  I  saw  that  dear  Caroline  was  not  with 
you,  I  thought  she  might  perhaps  have  better  company  at  home.' 

*  She  was  not  very  well.  George  went  back  to  London  before 
dinner.' 

*  Nothing  wrong,  I  hope  ? ' 

*  Well,  no  ;  I  hope  not.  That  is — ^you  haven't  heard  anything 
about  it,  have  you.  Sir  Lionel  ? ' 

*  Heard  anything !     No,  I  have  heard  nothing ;  what  is  it  ? ' 

It  may  be  presumed  that  such  a  conversation  as  this  had  not 
been  carried  on  in  a  very  loud  tone;  but,  nevertheless,  low  as 
Miss  Baker  had  spoken,  low  as  Sir  Lionel  had  spoken,  it  had  been 
;  too  loud.  They  nad  chosen  their  places  badly.  The  table  at 
which  Lady  Euth  and  her  party  were  sitting — we  ought  rather  to 
say,  Miss  Kuff  and  her  party — was  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  and 
our  friends  had  placed  themselves  on  a  cushioned  seat  fixed  against 
the  wall  in  this  very  comer.  Things  were  still  going  on  badly 
with  Miss  Buff.  As  Sinbad  carried  the  old  man,  and  could  not 
shake  him  off,  so  did  Miss  Buff  still  carry  Lady  Buth  Bevoke ; 
and  the  weight  was  too  much  for  her. 

She  manfully  struggled  on,  however — womau&llj  's^ovjXftL^e^'K^'^ 
be  a  stronger  and  more  appropriate  word.    SVi©  V«A  \.o  caXaxiNaX^ 
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not  only  how  to  play  her  own  hand  correctly,  but  she  had  also  to 
calculate  on  her  partner's  probable  errors.  This  was  hard  work, 
and  requured  that  all  around  her  should  be  undisturbed  and  silent. 
In  the  midst  of  a  maze  of  uncontrollable  difficulties,  the  buzz  buzz 
of  Miss  Baker's  voice  fell  upon  her  ears,  and  up  she  rose  from  her 
chair. 

'  Miss  Todd,'  she  said,  and  Miss  Todd,  looking  round  from  a 
neighbouring  table,  shone  upon  her  with  her  rosy  face.  But  all 
the  shining  was  of  no  avail. 

'  Miss  Todd,  if  this  is  to  be  a  conversazione,  we  had  better  make 
it  so  at  once.  But  if  it's  whist,  then  I  must  say  I  never  heard  so 
much  talking  in  my  life !' 

*  It's  a  little  of  both,'  said  Miss  Todd,  not  sotto  voce. 

*  Oh,  very  well ;  now  I  understand,'  said  Miss  Euff ;  and  then 
she  resumed  her  work  and  went  on  with  her  calculations. 

Miss  Baker  and  Sir  Lionel  got  up,  of  course,  and  going  over  to 
the  further  part  of  the  room  continued  their  conversation.  She 
soon  told  him  all  she  knew.  She  had  hardly  seen  George  herself 
she  said.  But  Caroline  had  had  a  long  interview  with  him,  and 
on  leaving  him  had  said  that  all — all  now  was  over. 

*  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it,'  said  Miss  Baker,  with  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  *  What  do  you  think.  Sir  Lionel  ?  Tou 
know  they  say  that  lovers  always  do  quarrel,  and  always  do  make 
it  up  agam. 

*  George  is  a  very  headstrong  fellow,'  said  Sir  Lionel. 

'  Yes,  that  is  what  I  have  always  felt ;  always.  There  was  no 
being  sure  with  him.    He  is  so  wild,  and  has  such  starts.' 

*  Has  this  been  his  doing  ?' 

*  Oh,  yes,  I  think  so.  Not  but  that  Caroline  is  very  spirited  too : 
I  suppose  somehow  it  came  about  between  them.' 

*  He  was  tired  of  waiting.' 

'  That  might  have  been  a  reason  twelve  months  ago,  but  there 
was  to  be  no  more  delay  now ;  that  is,  as  I  understood  it.  No,  it 
is  not  that.  Sir  Lionel.  It  makes  me  very  unhappy,  I  know ;'  and 
Miss  Baker  again  used  her  handkerchief. 

'  You  mustn't  distress  yourself,  my  dearest  friend,'  said  Lionel. 
'  For  my  sake,  don't.  Oh,  if  you  knew  how  it  pains  me  to  see  you 
suffering  in  that  way !  I  think  more  of  you  m  the  matter  than 
even  of  George ;  I  do  indeed.'  And  Sir  Lionel  contrived  to  give 
a  little  pinch  to  the  top  of  one  of  Miss  Baker's  fingers — not,  how- 
ever, without  being  observed  by  the  sharp  eyes  of  his  hostess. 

'  But,  Caroline !'  sobbed  Miss  Baker,  behind  her  handkerchief. 

She  was  nicely  ensconced  in  the  depth  of  a  lounging-chair,  so  that 

8he  could  turn  her  face  from  ttie  catd-t^Jol^ft,    It  is  so  sweet  to  ber 
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Con8oled  in  one's  misery,  especially  when  one  really  believes  that? 
the  misery  is  not  incurable.  So  that  on  the  whole  Miss  Baker 
was  not  unhappy. 

'  Yes,  dear  Caroline,'  said  Sir  Lionel ;  *  of  course  I  can  say  no- 
thing till  I  have  heard  more  of  the  matter.  But  do  you  think  Ca- 
roline reaUy  loves  him  ?     Sometimes  I  have  thought — ' 

*  So  have  I,  sometimes ;  that  is,  I  used.    But  she  does  love  him,  ^ 
Sir  Lionel ;  that  is,  if  I  know  anything  about  it.' 

^  Ah,  dearest  friend,  do  you  know  anything  about  it  ?  that  is  the 
very  question  I  want  to  ask  you.  Do  you  know  anything  about 
it  ?  Sometimes  I  have  thought  you  knew  nothing.  And  then- 
sometimes  I  have  thought,  been  bold  enough  to  think — '  And  Sir> 
Lionel  looked  intently  at  the  handkerchief  which  covered  her  face ; 
and  Miss  Todd  looked  furtively,  ever  and  anon,  at  Sir  Lionel.  *  I 
declare  I  think  it  would  do  very  well,'  said  Miss  Todd  to  herself 
good-naturedly. 

Miss  Baker  did  not  quite  understand  him,  but  she  felt  herself 
much  consoled.  Sir  Lionel  was  a  remarkably  handsome  man ;  as 
to  that  she  had  made  up  her  mind  long  since :  then  he  was  a  pecu- 
liarly gentlemanlike  man,  a  very  friendly  man,  and  a  man  who  ex-- 
actly  suited  all  her  tastes.  She  had  for  some  weeks  past  begun  to* 
think  the  day  tedious  in  which  she  did  not  see  him  ;  and  now  it- 
was  driven  in  upon  her  mind  that  conversation  was  a  much 
Eleasanter  occupation  than  whist;  that  is,  conversation  with  so- 
ighly  polished  a  man  as  Sir  Lionel  Bertram.  But,  nevertheless,- 
she  d^d  not  quite  understand  what  he  meant,  nor  did  she  know  how 
she  ought  to  answer  it.  Why  need  she  answer  him  at  all  ?  Could 
she  not  sit  there,  wiping  her  eyes  softly  and  comfortably,  and  listen 
to  what  might  come  next  ? 

'  I  sometimes  think  that  some  women  never  love,'  said  Sir  LioneL 

*  Perhaps  they  don't,'  said  Miss  Baker. 

'  And  yet  in  the  depth  of  many  a  heart  there  may  be  a  fund  of- 
passion.' 

'  Oh,  there  may,  certainly,'  said  Miss  Baker. 

*  And  in  your  oi^,  my  friend  ?    Is  there  no  such  fund  there  ?  • 
Are  there  no  hidden  depths  there  unexplored,  still  fresh,  but  still, 
perhaps  still  to  be  reached  ?' 

Again  Miss  Baker  found  it  easiest  to  lie  well  back  into  her  chair, 
and  wipe  her  eyes  comfortably.   She  was  not  prepared  to  say  much  > 
about  the  depths  of  her  own  heart  at  so  very  short  a  notice. 

Sir  Lionel  was  again  about  to  speak — and  who  can  say  what 
might  have  come  next,  how  far  those  hidden  depths  might  have  • 
been  tried  ? — when  he  was  arrested  in  the  m\d»t  ot  \v\^  -^^VJciqi?^ V5 
seeing  Mr».  Qnrded  and  Mr.  FuzzybeU  eadi  TxiaYL  \.o  «ii  ^oxii^^^t 
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of  Lady  Biith  Bevoke.  The  colonel  quitted  his  love  for  a  moment, 
and  hurried  to  the  distant  table ;  while  Miss  Baker,  removing  her 
handkerchief,  sat  up  and  gazed  at  the  scene  of  action. 

The  quarrelling  had  been  going  on  unabated,  but  that  had  caused 
little  surprise.  It  is  astonishing  how  soon  the  ear  becomes  used 
to  incivilities.  They  were  now  accustomed  to  Miss  Buffs  voice, 
and  thought  nothing  of  her  exclamations.  *  Well,  I  declare — what, 
the  ten  of  spades ! — ha !  ha  1  ha !  well,  it  is  an  excellent  joke — if 
you  could  have  obliged  me,  Lady  Buth,  by  returning  my  lead  of 
trumps,  we  should  have  been  out,'  etc.  etc.  etc.  All  this  and  more 
attracted  no  attention,  and  the  general  pity  for  Lady  Buth  had  be- 
come dead  and  passive. 

But  at  last  Miss  Buff's  tongue  went  faster  and  faster,  and  her 
words  became  sharper  and  sharper.  Lady  Buth's  countenance  be- 
came very  strange  to  look  at.  She  bobbed  her  head  about  slowly 
in  a  manner  that  frightened  Mr.  Euzzybell,  and  ceased  to  make 
any  remark  to  her  partner.  Then  Mrs.  Gbrded  made  two  direct 
appeals  to  Miss  Buff  for  mercy. 

But  Miss  Buff  could  not  be  merciful.  Perhaps  on  each  occa- 
sion she  refrained  for  a  moment,  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment ; 
and  Mrs.  Gurded  and  Mr.  Euzzybell  ceased  tothmk  of  their  cards, 
and  "looked  only  at  the  Lady  Buth  ;  and  then  of  a  sudden  they 
both  rose  from  their  seats,  the  colonel,  as  we  have  said,  rushed 
across  the  room,  and  all  the  players  at  all  the  tables  put  down  their 
cards  and  stood  up  in  alarm. 

Lady  Buth  was  sitting  perfectly  still,  except  that  she  still  bobbed 
her  old  head  up  and  down  in  a  strange  unearthly  manner.  She  had 
about  ten  cards  in  her  hand  which  she  held  motionless.  Her  eyes 
seemed  to  be  fixed  in  one  continued  stare  directly  on  the  face  of 
her  foe.  Her  lower  jaw  had  fallen  so  as  to  give  a  monstrous  ex- 
tension to  her  cadaverous  face.  There  she  sat  apparently  speech- 
less ;  but  still  she  bobbed  her  head,  and  still  she  held  her  cards. 

It  was  known  at  Littlebath  that  she  had  suffered  from  paralysis, 
and  Mrs.  Garded  and  Mr.  Euzzybell,  thinking  that  she  was  having 
or  about  to  have  a  fft,  naturally  rushed  to  her  assistance. 

'  What  is  the  matter  with  her  ?'  said  Miss  Buff.  '  Is  anything 
the  matter  with  her  ?' 

Miss  Todd  was  now  at  the  old  lady's  side.  *  Lady  Buth,*  said 
she,  *  do  you  find  yourself  not  well  ?  Shall  we  go  into  my  room  ? 
Sir  Lionel,  will  you  help  her  ladyship  P'  And  between  them  they 
raised  Lady  Buth  from  her  chair.  But  she  still  clutched  the  cardSy 
still  fixed  her  eves  on  Miss  Buff,  and  still  bobbed  her  head. 

'Bo  jroa  feel  yourself  ill,  Lady  Buth  ?'  said  Miss  Todd.  But 
lier  ladyship  answered  nothing. 
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It  seemed,  however,  that  her  ladyship  could  walk,  for  with  her 
two  supporters  she  made  her  way  nearly  to  the  door  of  the  room. 
There  she  stood,  and  having  succeeded  in  shaking  off  Sir  LioneFs 
arm,  she  turned  and  faced  round  upon  the  companv.  She  con- 
tinued to  bob  her  head  at  them  all,  and  then  made  this  little 
speech,  uttering  each  word  very  slowly : 

.  '  I  wish  she  had  a  glass  tongue  as  well,  because  then  perhaps 
she'd  break  it.'  And  having  so  revenged  herself,  she  suffered  Miss 
Todd  to  lead  her  away  into  the  bedroom.  It  was  clear  at  least 
that  she  had  no  fit,  and  the  company  was  thankful. 

Sir  Lionel,  seeing  how  it  was,  left  them  at  the  door  of  the  bed- 
room, and  a  few  minutes  afterwards  Miss  Todd,  Mrs.  Flounce, 
and  Lady  Buth's  own  maid  succeeded  in  getting  her  into  a  cab. 
It  is  believed  that  after  a  day  or  two  she  was  none  the  worse  for 
what  had  happened,  and  that  she  made  rather  a  boast  of  having 
put  down  Miss  Euff.  For  the  moment,  Miss  Euff  was  rather  put 
down. 

When  Miss  Todd  returned  to  the  drawing-room  that  lady  was 
sitting  quite  by  herself  on  an  ottoman.  She  was  bolt  upright, 
with  her  hands  before  her  on  her  lap,  striving  to  look  as^though 
she  were  perfectly  indifferent  to  what  had  taken  place.  But  there 
was  ever  and  again  a  little  twitch  about  her  mouth,  and  an  invo- 
luntary movement  in  her  eye  which  betrayed  the  effort,  and  showed 
that  for  this  once  Lady  Ruth  had  conquered.  Mr.  Fuzzybell  was 
standing  with  a  frightened  look  at  the  fireplace  ;  while  Mrs.  King 
Garded  hung  sorrowing  over  her  cards,  for  when  the  accident  hap- 
pened she  had  two  by  honours  in  her  own  hand. 

When  Miss  Todd  returned,  some  few  of  her  guests  were  at 
work  again ;  but  most  of  the  tables  were  broken  up.  *  Poor  dear 
old  lady,'  said  Miss  Todd,  '  she  has  gone  home  none  the  worse. 
She  is  very  old,  you  know,  and  a  dear  good  creature.' 

*  A  sweet  dear  creature,'  said  Mrs.  Shortpointz,  who  loved  the 
peeraere,  and  hat-ed  Miss  Euff. 

'  Come,'  said  Miss  Todd, '  Parsnip  has  got  a  little  supper  for  us 
downstairs ;  shall  we  go  down  ?  Miss  Euff,  you  and  I  will  go  and 
call  on  Lady  Euth  tomorrow.  Sir  Lionel,  will  you  give  your  arm 
to  Lady  Longspade  ?  Come,  my  dear ; '  and  so  Imss  Todd  took 
Miss  Baker  under  her  wing,  and  they  all  went  down  to  supper. 
But  Miss  Euff  said  not  another  word  that  night. 

•  Ha !  ha !'  said  Miss  Todd,  poking  her  fan  at  Miss  Baker,  *  I 
see  all  about  it,  I  assure  you ;  and  I  quite  approve.* 

Miss  Baker  felt  very  comfortable,  out  she  did  not  altogether 
understand  her  friend's  joke. 
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CHAPTEE  XXni. 

THBEE   LETTEBS. 

Geobge  Bebtbam,  as  we  have  seen,  returned  to  town  after  liia 
interview  with  Miss  Waddington  without  seeing  his  father.  JN'ei- 
ther  to  his  mind  nor  to  hers  was  any  comfort  brought  by  that 
grammatical  rule  in  which  Miss  Baker  had  found  so  much  consola* 
lion.  Eor  both  of  them  the  separation  was  now  a  thing  completed. 
Each  knew  enough  of  the  other  to  feel  that  that  other's  pride  was 
too  high  to  admit  of  his  or  her  making  any  first  fresh  advance- 
ment. 

George  endeavoured  to  persuade  himself  that  he  was  glad  of 
what  he  had  done ;  but  he  failed  utterly.  He  had  loved  her,  did 
love  her  dearly,  and  found  that  he  never  valued  her  as  he  did  now. 
She  had  behaved  shamefully  to  him.  He  said  that  to  himself  over 
and  over  again.  But  what  had  that  to  do  with  love  ?  He  did  not 
love  her  the  less  because  she  had  made  public  his  letter,  the  secrets 
of  his  heart,  that  which  should  have  been  as  private  as  the  passion 
of  her  own  bosom.  He  could  not  love  her  less  because  she  talked 
over  these  with  another  man,  however  much  he  might  feel  himself 
bound  to  cast  her  off  for  doing  so.  So  he  shut  himself  up  in  his 
chambers  ;  wrote  pages  for  his  new  book  that  were  moody,  misan- 
thropical, and  unbelieving ;  and  on  the  whole  was  very  unhappy. 

Nor  was  Caroline  much  better  able  to  bear  the  shock ;  though 
with  her  there  was  more  propriety  of  demeanour  under  the  blow, 
and  a  better  mental  control.  That  was  of  course,  for  she  was  a 
woman — and  being  a  woman,  she  had  to  take  care  that  the  world 
knew  nothing  of  what  was  going  on  within  her  heart. 

For  two  days  she  remained  perfectly  calm.  She  allowed  herself 
no  vent  whatever  for  her  feelings.  She  made  the  breakfast ;  sat 
close  at  her  tambour  frame,  or  more  frequently  close  at  her  book ; 
read  aloud  to  her  aunt ;  went  out  and  made  calls ;  and  attended 
minutely  to  all  the  ordinary  occupations  of  her  life.  Her  aunt 
never  once  caught  her  with  a  tear  in  her  eye,  never  saw  her  sitting 
thoughtful,  unoccupied,  with  her  head  leaning  on  her  arm.  Had 
she  done  so,  she  would  have  spoken  to  her  about  George.  As  it 
was,  she  did  not  dare  to  do  so.  There  was  during  these  days,  and 
indeed  outwardly  for  many  days  afterwards,  an  iron  stubbornness 
about  Caroline  which  frightened  Miss  Baker  and  altogether  pre- 
vented her  from  alluding  to  the  possibility  of  a  reconciliation. 
JVbMng  could  he  more  gentle,  nay,  more  obedient,  than  Caroline's 
manner  and  way  with  her  aunt  at  tVna  iVcaa  v  ^'^  ^\a\dftd  to  her 
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in  everything ;  but  her  aunt  perceived  that  all  utterance  as  to  the 
one  subject  which  was  nearest  to  both  their  hearts  was  effectuallj 
forbidden. 

Caroline  allowed  two  whole  days  to  pass  before  she  would  allow 
herself  to  think  of  what  had  taken  place.  She  read  through  half 
the  nights,  so  as  so  secure  sleep  for  herself  when  she  lay  down. 
But  on  the  third  morning  she  opened  her  desk  in  her  own  room, 
and  sat  down  and  wrote  to  Adela  G-auntlet. 

*  Dearest  Adela,  'Littlebath,  Friday. 

*An  occurrence  has  taken  place  of  which  I  have  not  yet 
allowed  myself  to  think,  and  which  I  shall  first  realize  and  bring 
home  to  myself  in  writing  to  you ;  and  yet  before  it  happened  I 
had  thought  of  it  very  often — even  talked  of  it  with  aunt  Mary ; 
and  sometimes  thought  of  it  and  talked  of  it  as  though  it  were 
almost  desirable.     I  wish  I  may  teach  myself  so  to  think  of  it  now. 

*A11  is  over  between  me  and  Mr.  Bertram.  He  came  down 
here  on  Tuesday  and  told  me  so.  I  do  not  blame  him.  Nor  can 
I  blame  him ;  not  at  least  for  what  he  has  done,  though  his  man* 
ner  in  doing  it  was  very  harsh. 

'  I  would  tell  you  all  if  I  could,  but  it  is  so  hard  in  a  letter.  I 
wish  you  were  here.  But  no  ;  you  would  drive  me  mad  by  advice 
which  I  could  not,  would  not  take.  Last  summer,  when  I  was  so 
unhappy  in  London,  aunt  and  I  had  some  conversation  about  our 
affairs  with  a  person  there.  Mr.  Bertram  heard  of  this  while  he 
was  in  Paris.  He  did  not  approve  of  it ;  and  he  wrote  me,  oh ! 
such  a  letter.  I  should  have  thought  it  impossible  for  him  to  have 
written  such  words  to  me.  I  was  mad  with  grief,  and  I  showed 
this  letter  to  the  same  person.  There,  Adela,  I  must  tell  you  all. 
It  was  Mr.  Harcourt,  George's  intimate  friend.  George  particu- 
larly begged  me  in  that  letter  not  to  talk  to  him  any  more ;  and 
yet  I  did  this.  But  I  was  half  frenzied  with  grief;  and  why  was 
I  to  obey  one  who  had  no  right  to  command  me,  and  who  made 
his  commands  so  harsh  p    His  request  would  have  been  a  law  to  me. 

*  But  I  know  I  was  wrong,  Adela.  I  have  known  it  every  mi- 
nute since  I  showed  the  letter.  I  was  sure  I  was  wrong,  because 
I  could  not  tell  him  that  I  had  done  so.  It  made  me  afraid  of  him, 
and  I  never  before  was  afraid  of  any  one.  Well ;  I  did  not  tell 
him,  and  now  he  has  found  it  out.  I  would  not  condescend  to  ask 
faim  how  ;  but  I  think  I  know.  This  at  least  I  know,  that  he  did 
80  in  no  ignoble  way,  by  no  mean  little  suspicions.  He  did  not 
seek  to  discover  it.  It  had  come  upon  him  like  a  great  blow,  and 
be  came  at  once  to  me  to  learn  the  truth.  I  told  him  tVi^  \>tn3^^ 
and  this  has  been  the  end  of  it. 
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^  Now  you  know  it  all ;  all  except  his  look,  his  tone,  his  manner. 
These  I  cannot  tell  you — cannot  describe.  I  seem  now  to  know 
him  better,  understand  him  more  thoroughly  than  ever  I  did.  He 
is  a  man  for  a  tender-hearted  woman  to  love  to  madness.  And  I — 
Ah !  never  mind,  dearest ;  I  think — nay,  I  am  sure  I  can  get  over 
it.  You  never  could.  Yes ;  he  is  a  man  for  a  woman  to  worship ; 
but  yet  he  is  so  rough,  so  stem,  so  harsh  in  his  anger.  He  does 
not  measure  his  words  at  all.     I  don't  think  he  knows  the  kind  of 

.    things  he  says.     And  yet  the  while  hfs  heart  is  so  tender,  so  soft; 

.  I  could  see  it  all.  But  he  gives  one  no  time  to  acknowledge  it — 
at  least,  he  gave  me  none.  "Were  you  ever  scolded,  upbraided, 
scorned  by  a  man  you  loved  ?  and  did  you  ever  feel  that  you  loved 
him  the  better  for  all  his  scorn  ?  I  felt  so.  I  could  so  feel,  though 
it  was  impossible  to  confess  it.  But  he  was  wrong  there.  He 
should  not  have  upbraided  me  unless  he  intended  to  forgave.  I 
think  I  have  read  that  it  is  not  kingly  for  a  king  to  receive  a  sup- 
pliant for  pardon  unless  he  intends  to  forgive.  I  can  understand 
that.  If  his  mind  was  made  up  to  condemn  me  altogether,  he 
should  have  written  and  so  have  convicted  me.  But  in  such  mat- 
ters he  considers  nothing.     He  acts  altogether  from  the  heart. 

'  I  am,  however,  sure  of  this,  dear  Adela,  that  it  is  all  better  as 
it  is.  There  ;  with  you,  I  will  scorn  all  falsehood.  For  once,  and, 
if  possible,  only  for  once,  the  truth  shall  stand  out  plainly.  I  love 
him  as  I  never,  never  can  love  another  man.  I  love  him  as  I  never 
thought  to  love  any  man.  I  feel  at  this  moment  as  though  I  could 
be  content  to  serve  him  as  his  menial.  Por  she  who  is  his  wife 
must  so  serve  him — and  how  long  should  I  be  content  to  do  so  P 

*  But  yet  I  wrong  him  in  this.  He  is  most  imperious,  absolutely 
imperious — must  be  altogether  master  in  all  things  ;  that  is  what 
I  mean.  But  to  one  who  loved  him  well,  and  would  permit  this, 
he  would  be  the  tenderest,  gentlest,  most  loving  of  masters.  He 
would  not  permit  the  wind  to  blow  too  harshly  on  his  slave.  I 
have  loved  him  well,  but  I  could  not  permit  this.     I  could  not 

Eermit  it  for  a  whole  lifetime ;  and  therefore  it  is  well  that  we 
ave  parted. 

*  You  will  hardly  believe  this  of  him,  for  he  seems  in  general 
company  to  b6 .  so  good-humoured.  With  people  that  are  indif- 
ferent to  him,  no  man  is  less  exacting ;  but  with  those  near  to  him 
in  life  he  never  bends,  not  an  inch.  It  is  this  that  has  estranged  his 
uncle  from  him.  But  yet  how  noble,  how  grand  a  man  he  is !  To 
all  pecuniary  considerations  he  is  absolutely  indifferent.  A  false- 
hood, even  a  concealment,  is  impossible  with  him.     Who  that 

either  of  ua  Inows  is  equal  to  or  approaches  him  in  talent  p    He 
Js  brave,  generous,  simple-lieaxtea  Taeyoii^  «3X  \?Mii  1  have  ever 
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^nown.    Who  is  like  him  ?    And  yet = — .    To  you,  once  for 

all,  I  say  all  this.  But,  Adela,  do  not  take  advantage  of  me.    You 
ought  to  know  that  were  it  not  all  over,  I  should  not  say  it. 

*  I  wish  that  you  had  been  betrothed  to  him.  Oh,  how  I  wish 
it !  You  are  not  worldly,  as  I  am ;  not  stubborn,  nor  proud  of 
heart.  Not  that  you  have  not  pride,  a  truer,  better  pride.  Tou 
could  have  brought  yourself  to  submit,  to  be  guided,  to  be  a  se- 
condary portion  of  himself— and  then  how  he  would  have  loved 
you! 

*  I  have  often  wondered  that  he  should  have  thought  of  me. 
No  two  persons  were  ever  less  suited  for  each  other.  I  knew  that 
when  I  accepted  him,  foolishly  accepted  him  because  I  liked  him, 
and  now  I  am  rightly  punished.     But,  ah!  that  he  should  be 

?unished  too !  for  he  is  punished.  I  know  he  loves  me ;  though 
know  nothing  would  now  induce  him  to  take  me.  And  I  know 
this  also,  that  nothing — nothing — nothing  would  induce  me  to  be 
so  taken.  Not  if  he  were  begging — as  he  never  will  beg  to  any 
woman.  I  would  be  too  true  to  him,  too  true  to  what  I  now  know 
to  be  his  happiness. 

*  As  for  me,  I  dare  say  I  shall  marry  yet.  I  have  some  little 
money,  and  that  sort  of  manner  which  many  men  think  most  be- 
coming for  the  top  of  their  tables  and  the  management  of  their 
drawing-rooms.  If  I  do,  there  shall  be  no  deceit.  I  certainly 
shall  not  marry  for  love.  Indeed,  from  early  years  I  never  thought 
it  possible  that  I  should  do  so.  I  have  floundered  unawares  into 
the  pitfall,  and  now  I  must  flounder  out.  I  have  always  thought 
that  there  was  much  in  the  world  worth  living  for  besides  love. 
Ambition  need  not  be  a  closed  book  for  women,  unless  they  choose 
to  close  it.  I  do  not  see  but  a  statesman's  wife  may  stand  nearly  as 
high  in  the  world  as  the  statesman  stands  himself  Money,  position, 
rank,  are  worth  the  having — at  any  rate,  the  world  thinks  so,  or 
why  else  do  they  so  scramble  for  them  ?  I  will  not  scramble  for 
them ;  but  if  they  come  in  my  way,  why,  I  may  probably  pick 
them  up. 

*  This  will  be  odious  to  you.  I  know  it  will.  A  potato-paring 
and  a  true  heart  are  your  oeau-ideal  for  this  world.  I  am  made 
of  viler  stuff.  I  have  had  the  true  heart,  and  see  what  I  have 
made  of  it ! 

*  You  will  answer  me,  of  course.  I  could  find  it  in  my  heart  to 
beg  you  not  to  do  so,  only  now  I  could  not  afford  to  think  that 
you  were  cold  to  me.  I  know  you  will  write  to  me ;  but,  pray, 
pray  do  not  advise  me  to  submit  myself  to  him  under  the  idea  that 
a  reconciliation  is  possible.  A  reconciliation  is  not  i^o^^^\&^  «scA 
I  will  not  submit  myeeif  to  him.     I  know  1  speak  \\i"b  \T\3L>5ki  ^'Wa. 
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I  say  that  our  marriage  is  not  to  be  desired.  I  acknowledge  his 
merits;  I  confess  bis  superiority;  but  these  very  merits,  this 
great  superiority,  make  it  impossible  that  I  should  suit  him  as  a 
wife. 

*  On  that  matter  I  have  made  up  my  mind.  I  will  never  marry 
him.  I  only  say  this  to  deter  you  from  wasting  your  energy  in 
endeavouring  to  bring  us  again  together.  I  know  very  well  that 
I  shall  not  be  asked — that  lus  mind  is  equally  firm. 

*  And  now,  good-bye.  You  know  all  my  heart,  and,  as  far  as  I 
can  tell  them,  all  my  feelings.  A  long  letter  from  you  will  give 
me  much  delight  if  you  will  comply  with  my  earnest  request. 

'  This  letter  has  been  a  very  selfish  one,  for  it  is  all  about  my- 
self.   But  you  will  forgive  that  now.     God  bless  you. 

*  Your  affectionate  friend, 

*  Cabolhte. 

*  P.S.  I  have  said  nothing  to  aunt  Mary,  except  to  tell  her  that 
the  match  is  broken  off;  and  she  has  kindly — so  kindly,  abstained 
from  any  questions.' 

Adela  Gauntlet  was  all  alone  when  she  received  this  letter  at 
West  Putford.  In  these  days  she  generally  was  all  alone.  That 
she  should  answer  it,  answer  it  at  once,  was  of  course  certain. 
But  how  should  she  answer  it  ?  Her  mind  was  soon  made  up, 
with  many  tears,  partly  for  her  friend  and  partly  for  herself.  Caro- 
line's happiness  had  been,  nay,  probably  still  was,  in  her  own 
hands,  and  she  was  going  to  throw  it  away.  For  herself,  happi** 
ness  had  never  been  within  her  own  reach.  *  Be  his  menial  ser- 
vant ! '  she  repeated  to  herself,  as  she  read  and  re-read  the  letter. 
*  Yes ;  of  course  she  should  if  he  required  it.  It  would  be  for 
her  to  make  him  know  that  she  could  be  something  better  to  him !' 

Her  judgment  was  soon  formed.  She  condemned  Caroline  alto- 
gether on  Caroline's  own  showing.  In  such  matters  one  woman 
^most  always  condemns  another.  She  took  no  notice  of  the  alia- 
sion  to  Bertram's  harshness ;  she  almost  overlooked  the  generosily 
with  which  her  friend  had  written  of  the  lover  who  had  rejected 
her.  She  only  saw  Caroline's  great  fault.  How  could  she  have 
brought  herself  to  talk  with  Mr.  Harcourt — with  a  young  unmar- 
ried man — on  such  a  subject  ?  And,  oh !  how  was  it  possible  thai; 
she  could  have  brought  herself  to  show  him  such  a  letter  p  She 
wrote  her  answer  that  same  night,  as  follows : — 

*  West  Putford,  Saturday  night. 

*  Dearest  Caroline, 

'  Your  letter  has  made  me  most  unhappy.    I  almost  think 
that  I  have  suffered  more  in  leaflLm^  \\i  ^u^assi  ^  ou  ^\^m  ^nritifig  it 
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Tou  have  made  a  request  to  me  with  which  I  cannot,  will  not 
comply.  I  can  only  write  to  you  the  truth,  as  I  think  it.  What 
•else  can  I  write  ?  How  can  I  frame  my  letter  in  any  other  way  ? 
'  But  I  will  acknowledge  this,  that  it  is  useless  for  me  to  sug- 
gest anything  to  you  as  to  your  own  happiness.  But  there  is  more 
than  that  to  be  thought  of.  There  is  that  which  you  are  bound 
to  think  of  before  that.  Whether  you  have  broken  with  Mr.  ' 
Bertram  or  not,  there  has  been  that  between  you  which  makes  it 
your  duty  in  this  matter  to  regard  his  happiness  as  your  first  con- 
fiideration. 

*  Dearest,  dearest  Caroline,  I  fear  that  you  have  been  wrong 
throughout  in  this  affair.  I  do  not  dread  your  being  angry  with 
me  for  sapng  so.  In  spite  of  what  you  say,  I  know  your  heart  is^ 
so.  warm  that  you  would  be  angry  with  me  if  I  blamed  him.  Tou 
were  wrong  in  talking  to  Mr.  Harcourt ;  doubly  wrong  in  show- 
ing to  him  that  letter.  If  so,  is  it  not  your  business  to  put  that 
wrong  right  ?  to  remedy  if  you  can  the  evil  that  has  come  of  it  ? 

*  I  feel  quite  sure  that  Mr.  Bertram  loves  you  with  all  his  heartj 
and  that  he  is  one  who  will  be  wretched  to  his  heart's  core  at 
losing  what  he  loves.  It  is  nothing  to  say  that  it  is  he  who  has 
rejected  you.  You  understand  his  moods ;  even  I  understand 
them  well  enough  to  know  in  what  temper  that  last  visit  was 
made.  Answer  this  to  yourself.  Had  you  then  asked  his  pardon, 
do  you  not  know  that  he  would  have  given  it  you  with  a  rapture 
of  joy  ?  Do  you  not  feel  that  he  was  then  at  that  moment  only 
too  anxious  to  forgive  ?  And  are  you,  you  who  have  sinned  against 
him,  to  let  him  break  his  heart  against  a  rock,  because  you  are  too 

frond  to  own  to  him  the  fault  which  you  acknowledge  to  yourself? 
8  that  your  return  for  the  love  which  he  has  borne  you  ? 

*  You  wish  that  he  had  loved  me,  you  say.  Do  not  wish  away  the 
sweetest  gift  which  God  can  give  to  a  woman  in  this  world.  It 
was  not  possible  that  I  should  have  loved  him.  It  is  quite  impos- 
sible now  that  you  should  not  do  so. 

*Try  to  think  in  this  affair  with  severity  towards  yourself,  and 
ask  yourself  what  justice  requires  of  you.  My  advice  to  you  is  to 
^te  to  him.  Tell  him,  with  frank  Lmility  and  frank  affection, 
that  you  ask  his  pardon  for  the  injury  you  had  done  him.  Say  no 
more  than  that.  If  it  shall  still  please  him  to  consider  that  the 
engagement  between  you  is  at  an  'end,  such  an  acknowledgment 
from  you  will  in  no  way  constrain  him  to  violate  that  resolve. 
But  if  he  relent — and  I  know  this  other  "if"  will  be  the  true  one 
-^he  first  train  that  runs  will  bring  him  back  to  you ;  and  he, 
who  I  am  sure  is  now  wretched,  will  again  be  happy  \  a\i\  \i^Y^\^'^ 
than  he  has  been  for  so  long. 
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*  I  implore  you  to  do  this,  not  for  your  own  sake,  but  for  his. 
You  have  done  wrong,  and  it  is  he  that  should  be  considered. 
You  will  think  what  will  be  your  sufferings  if  he  does  not  notice 
your  letter ;  should  he  not  be  softened  by  your  humility.  But 
you  have  no  right  to  think  of  that.  You  have  done  him  wrong, 
and  you  owe  him  reparation.  You  cannot  expect  that  you  should 
do  wrong  and  not  suffer. 

*  I  fear  I  have  written  savagely.  Dear,  dear  Caroline,  come  to 
me  here,  and  I  will  not  talk  savagely.  I  too  am  not  happy.  I 
have  not  my  happiness  so  much  in  my  own  hands  as  you  have. 
Do  come  to  me.  Papa  will  be  delighted  to  see  you.  1  am  sure 
Miss  Baker  could  spare  you  for  a  fortnight.    Do,  do  come  to 

*  Your  true  friend, 

There  was  much  of  crafb  in  Adela  Gtiuntlet's  letter ;  but  if  craft 
could  ever  be  pardonable,  then  was  hers  pardonable  in  this  case. 
She  had  written  as  though  her  sole  thought  was  for  Mr.  Bertram. 
She  had  felt  that  in  this  way  only  could  she  move  her  friend.  In 
her  mind — Adela' s  mind — it  was  a  settled  conviction,  firm  as 
rocks,  that  as  Caroline  and  Mr.  Bertram  loved  each  other,  neither 
of  them  could  be  happy  unless  they  were  brought  together.  How 
could  she  best  aid  m  doing  this  ?  That  had  been  her  main 
thought,  and  so  thinking  she  had  written  this  letter,  filled  to  ove^ 
flowing  with  womanly  craft. 

And  her  craft  was  nearly  successful ;  but  only  nearly ;  that  was 
all.  Caroline  sat  in  her  solitude  and  cried  over  this  letter  till  her 
eyes  were  weary  with  tears.  She  strove,  strove  valiantly  to  take 
her  friend's  advice ;  strove  to  do  so  in  spite  of  all  her  former  pro- 
testations. She  got  pen  and  ink  and  sat  herself  down  to  write  tiie 
letter  of  humiliation ;  but  the  letter  would  not  be  written ;  it  wai 
impossible  to  her ;  the  words  would  not  form  themselves :  for  two 
days  she  strove,  and  then  she  abandoned  the  task  as  for  ever  hope- 
less. And  thus  this  third  short  epistle  must  be  laid  before  m 
reader. 

'  I  cannot  do  it,  Adela.  It  is  not  in  my  nature.  You  could  do 
it,  because  you  are  good,  and  high,  and  pure.  Do  not  judge 
others  by  yourself.  I  cannot  do  it,  and  will  not  madden  myself^ 
thinking  of  it  again.  Good-bye ;  God  bless  you.  If  I  could  core 
your  grief  I  would  come  to  you ;  but  I  am  not  fit.  God  in  Ui 
own  time  will  cure  yours,  because  you  are  so  pure.  I  could  noi 
help  you,  nor  you  me ;  I  had  better,  therefore,  remain  where  I  am. 
A  thousand  thousand  kissea.    IW^  ^om  ^o  tlq^^ because  you  and 
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Tou  only  know  my  secret.    Oh,  if  you  should  not  keep  it !     But  I 
know  you  will ;  you  are  so  true.' 

This  was  all.    There  was  no  more ;  no  signature.    ^  May  God 
help  them  both !'  said  Adela  as  she  read  it. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

BIDDING  HIGH. 


I  HOPE  to  press  all  the  necessary  records  of  the  next  three  or  four 
months  into  a  few  pages.  A  few  pages  will  be  needed  in  order 
that  we  may  know  now  old  Mr.  Bertram  behaved  when  he  heard 
of  this  rupture  between  his  nephew  and  his  granddaughter. 

George,  when  he  found  himself  back  in  town,  shut  himself  up 
in  his  chambers  and  went  to  work  upon  his  manuscript.  He,  too, 
recognized  the  necessity  of  labour,  in  order  that  the  sorrow  within 
his  heart  might  thus  become  dull  and  deadened. 

But  it  was  deep,  true  sorrow — to  him  at  some  periods  almost 
overwhelming :  he  would  get  up  from  his  desk  during  the  night, 
and  throwing  himself  on  the  sofa,  lie  there  writhing  in  his  agony. 
While  he  had  known  that  Caroline  was  his  own,  he  had  borne  his 
love  more  patiently  than  does  many  a  man  of  less  intensity  of 
feeling.  He  had  been  much  absent  from  her ;  had  not  abridged 
those  periods  of  absence  as  he  might  have  done ;  had,  indeed,  been 
but  an  indifferent  lover,  if  eagerness  and  empressement  are  neces- 
sary to  a  lover's  character.  But  this  had  arisen  from  two  causes, 
and  lukewarmness  in  his  love  had  not  been  either  of  them.  He 
had  been  compelled  to  feel  that  he  must  wait  for  the  fruition  of  his 
love ;  and  therefore  had  waited.  And  then  he  had  been  utterly 
devoid  of  any  feeling  of  doubt  in  her  he  loved.  She  had  decided 
that  they  should  wait.  And  so  he  had  waited  as  secure  away  from 
her  as  he  could  have  been  with  her. 

But  his  idea  of  a  woman's  love,  of  the  purity  and  sanctity  of  her 
feelings,  had  been  too  high.  He  had  left  his  betrothed  to  live 
without  him,  frequently  without  seeing  him  for  months,  and  yet 
he  had  thought  it  utterly  impossible  that  she  should  hold  confiden- 
tial intercourse  with  another  man.  We  have  seen  how  things  fell 
out  with  him.  The  story  need  not  be  repeated.  He  was  shocked, 
outraged,  torn  to  the  heart's  core ;  but  he  loved  as  warmly,  perhaps 
more  warmly  than  ever. 

What  he  now  expected  it  is  impossible  to  describe  \  bxit  ^\rsm^ 
that  first  fortnight  ofaeclusion  in  the  midst  of  l«o\i^LOTi)^i^  ^^\^a^ 
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expect,  half  hope  that  something  would  turn  up.  He  waited  and 
waited,  still  assuring  himself  that  his  resolve  was  inviolable,  and 
that  nothing  should  make  him  renew  his  engagement :  and  yet  he 
hoped  for  something.  There  was  a  weight  on  his  heart  which  then 
might  have  been  removed. 

But  no  sign  was  made.  We  have  seen  how  Adela,  who  felt  for 
him,  had  striven  in  vain.  No  sign  was  made  ;  and  at  the  end  of 
the  fortnight  he  roused  himself,  shook  his  mane,  and  asked  himself 
what  he  should  do. 

In  the  first  place,  there  should  be  no  mystery.  There  were 
those  among  his  friends  to  whom  he  had  felt  himself  bound  to 
speak  of  his  engagement  when  it  was  made,  and  to  them  he  felt 
himself  bound  to  communicate  the  fact  now  that  it  was  unmade* 
He  wrote  ac<5ordingly  to  Arthur  Wilkinson;  he  wrote  to  Har- 
court ;  and  determined  to  go  down  to  Hadley.  He  would  have 
written  also  to  his  uncle,  but  he  had  never  aone  so,  and  hardly 
knew  how  to  commence  a  correspondence. 

His  letter  to  Harcourt  had  been  a  difficult  task  to  him^  but  at 
last  it  was  finished  in  a  very  few  words.  He  did  not  at  all  refer 
to  what  had  taken  place  at  Eichmond,  or  allude  in  any  way  to  the 
nature  of  the  cause  which  had  produced  this  sudden  disrupture. 
He  merely  said  that  his  engagement  with  Miss  Waddington  was 
broken  off  by  mutual  consent,  and  that  he  thought  it  best  to  let 
his  friend  know  this  in  order  that  mistakes  and  consequent  annoy- 
ance might  be  spared.  This  was  very  short ;  but,  nevertheless,  it 
required  no  little  effort  in  its  accomplishment. 

On  the  very  next  day  Harcourt  came  to  him  at  his  chambers. 
This  surprised  him  much.  For  though  he  had  no  intention  of 
absolutely  quarrelling  with  the  rising  legal  luminary,  he  had 
taught  himself  to  look  upon  any  renewal  of  their  real  intimacy 
as  out  of  the  Question.  They  were  sailing  on  essentially  different 
tacks  in  their  life's  voyages.  They  had  become  men  of  different 
views  in  everything.  Their  hours,  their  habits,  their  friends,  their 
ways  were  in  all  things  unlike.  And  then,  moreover,  Bertram  no 
longer  liked  the  successful  barrister.  It  may  be  said  that  he  had 
learned  positively  to  dislike  him.  It  was  not  that  Harcourt  had 
caused  this  wound  which  was  tearing  his  heart  to  pieces ;  at  least, 
he  thought  that  it  was  not  that.  He  declared  to  himself  a  dozen 
times  that  he  did  not  blame  Harcourt.  He  blamed  no  one  but 
Caroline — her  and  himself.  Nor  was  it  because  the  man  was  so 
success^.  Bertram  certainly  did  not  envy  him.  But  the  one  as 
he  advanced  in  manhood  became  worldly ,^  false,  laborious,  exact, 
polished,  rich,  and  agreeable  among  casual  acquaintances.  The 
other  was  the  very  reverse.    He  waa  geiieroxjA  axid  t^ue  \  but  idle 


BTDDINa  Bl&H.  255 

— idle  at  any  rate  for  any  good  ;  he  was  thoughtftil,  but  cloudy  in 
his  thoughts,  indifferent  as  to  society,  poor,  much  poorer  than  he 
had  been  as  a  lad  at  college,  and  was  by  no  means  gifted  with  the 
knack  of  making  pretty  conversation  ror  the  world  at  large.  Of 
late,  whenever  they  had  met,  Harcourt  had  said  something  which 
grated  painfully  on  the  other's  inner  sensibilities,  and  hence  had 
arisen  this  dislike. 

But  the  dislike  seemed  to  be  all  on  one  side.  Harcourt  now 
was  a  man  whose  name  was  frequent  in  other  men's  months. 
Great  changes  were  impending  in  the  political  world,  and  Har- 
court was  one  of  the  men  whom  the  world  regarded  as  sure  to  be 
found  swimming  on  the  top  of  the  troubled  waters.  The  people  of 
the  Battersea  Hamlets  were  proud  of  him,  the  House  of  Commons 
listened  to  him,  suitors  employed  him,  and  men  potent  in  the 
Treasury  chambers,  and  men  also  who  hoped  to  be  potent  there, 
courted  and  flattered  him. 

All  this  made  him  busy ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  found  time  to 
come  to  his  dear  friend. 

*  I  am  sorry  for  this  ;  very  sornr,'  he  said,  as  he  put  out  his  hand 
in  a  manner  that  seemed  to  his  mend  to  be  almost  patronizing. 
*  Can  nothing  be  done  ?' 

*  Nothing  at  all,'  said  Bertram,  rather  curtly. 

'  Can  I  do  nothing  ?'  said  the  cunning  legiu  man. 

*  Nothing  at  all,*  said  Bertram,  very  curtly. 

*  Ah,  I  wish  I  could.  I  should  be  so  happy  to  rearrange  matters 
if  it  be  at  all  possible.'  There  are  some  men.  who  are  so  specially 
good  at  rearranging  the  domestic  disarrangements  of  others. 

'  It  is  an  affair,'  said  Bertram,  which  admits  of  no  interference. 
Perhaps  it  is  unnecessary  that  I  should  have  troubled  you  on  the 
matter  at  all,  for  I  know  that  you  are  very  busy  ;  but — ' 
.    *  My  dear  fellow — busy,  indeed !  "What  business  could  be  more 
important  to  me  than  my  friend's  happiness  P' 

'  But,'  continued  George, '  as  the  afifair  had  been  talked  over  so 
often  between  you  and  me,  I  thought  it  right  to  tell  you.* 

*  Of  course — of  course ;  and  so  nothing  can  be  done  ?  Ah,  well ! 
it  is  very  sad,  very.  But  I  suppose  you  know  best.  She  is  a 
charming  girl.     Perhaps,  rather — * 

'  Harcourt,  I  had  rather  not  hear  a  word  spoken  about  her  in 
any  way ;  but  certainly  not  a  word  in  her  dispraise.^ 

'  Dispraise !  no,  certainly  not.  It  would  be  much  easier  to  praise 
her.     I  always  admired  her  very  much ;  very  much  indeed.* 

*  Well,  there's  an  end  of  it.' 

*  So  be  it.  But  I  am  sorry,  very  sorry ;  heartily  sorry.  Yoa 
are  a  little  rough  now,  Bertram.    Of  coxir^o  \  ^oe  >uc^  ^^^^  ^!s^  ^^^ 
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Every  touch  goes  against  the  hair  with  you ;  every  little  hlow  hits 
you  on  the  raw.  I  can  understand  that ;  and  therefore  I  do  not 
mind  your  roughness.  But  we  are  old  friends,  you  know.  Each 
is  perhaps  the  other's  oldest  friend;  and  I  don't  mean  to  lose  such 
a  triend  because  you  have  a  shade  of  the  misanthrope  on  you  just 
now.  You'll  throw  the  bile  off  in  another  essay,  rather  more  bit- 
ter than  the  last,  and  then  you'll  be  all  right.* 

*  I'm  right  enough  now,  thank  you.  Only  a  man  can't  always 
be  in  high  spirits.     At  least,  some  men  cannot.' 

*  "Well,  God  bless  you,  old  fellow !  I  know  you  want  me  gone ; 
so  I'll  go  now.  But  never  talk  to  me  about  my  business.  I  do 
get  through  a  good  deal  of  business,  but  it  shall  never  stand  be- 
tween you  and  me.' 

And  so  the  cunning  legal  man  went  his  way. 

And  then  there  remained  the  journey  to  Hadley.  After  that  it 
was  his  purpose  to  go  abroad  again,  to  go  to  Paris,  and  live  in 
dingy  lodgings  there  au  cinquieme,  to  read  French  free-thinking 
books,  to  study  the  wild  side  of  politics,  to  learn  if  he  could,  among 
French  theatres  and  French  morals,  French  freedom  of  action, 
and  freedom  of  speech,  and  freedom  of  thought — France  was  a 
blessed  country  for  freedom  in  those  days,  under  the  paternal  mo- 
narchy of  that  paternal  monarch,  Louis  Philippe — ^to  learn  to  for- 
get, among  these  sources  of  inspiration,  all  that  he  had  known  of 
the  sweets  of  English  life. 

But  there  remained  the  journey  to  Hadley.  It  had  always  been 
his  custom  to  go  to  Mr.  Pritchett  in  the  city  before  he  went  to 
his  uncle's  house,  and  he  did  so  now.  Everybody  who  wished  to 
see  Mr.  Bertram  always  went  to  Mr.  Pritchett  first,  and  Mr. 
Pritchett  would  usually  send  some  avant-cotmer  to  warn  his  pa- 
tron of  the  invasion. 

*  Ah,  Mr.  George,'  said  Pritchett,  wheezing,  with  his  most  me- 
lancholy sigh.  '  You  shouldn't  have  left  the  old  gentleman  so  long^ 
sir.     Indeed  you  shouldn't.' 

^  But  he  does  not  want  to  see  me,'  said  George. 

*  Think  what  a  sight  of  money  that  is ! '  continued  Pritchett. 
*  One  would  really  think,  Mr.  George,  that  you  objected  to  money. 
There  is  that  gentleman,  your  particular  friend,  you  know,  the 
member  of  Parliament.  He  is  down  there  constantly,  paying  his 
respects,  as  he  calls  it.' 

*  What,  Mr.  Harcourt  ? ' 

*  Yes,  Mr.  Harcourt.  And  he  sends  grapes  in  spring,  and  tur- 
keys in  summer,  and  green  peas  in  winter.* 

'  Green  peas  in  winter !  they  must  cost  something.' 
'Ofcourae  tbey  do;  sprats  to  catdiTaig MurnXXji^Mi.  George* 
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And  then  the  old  gentleman  has  got  a  new  lawyer ;  some  sharp 
new  light  of  Mr.  Hareourt*8  recommending.  Oh,  Mr.  George, 
Mr.  George !  do  be  careful,  do  now !  Could  not  you  go  and  Duy 
a  few  ducks,  or  pigeons,  and  take  them  in  a  basket  P  The  old  gen* 
tleman  does  seem  to  like  that  kind  of  thing,  though  ten  years 
since  he  was  so  different.  Half  a  million  of  money,  Mr.  George ! 
It*8  worth  a  few  grapes  and  turkeys.'  And  Mr.  ftitchett  shook 
his  head  and  wrung  his  hands ;  for  he  saw  that  nothing  he  said 
produced  any  effect. 

George  went  to  Hadley  at  last  without  ducks  or  pigeons,  grapes 
or  turkeys.  He  was  very  much  amused  however  with  the  perpe- 
tual industry  of  his  friend.  *  Labor  omnia  vincit  improhus,^  said 
he  to  himself.  ^  It  is  possible  that  Harcourt  will  find  my  uncle's 
blind  side  at  last.' 

He  found  the  old  gentleman  considerably  changed.  There  were, 
occasionally,  flashes  of  his  former  customary,  sarcastic  pungency; 
now  and  again  he  would  rouse  himself  to  De  ill-natured,^  antago-r 
nistic,  and  self-willed.  But  old-age  and  illness  had  sadly  told  upon 
him  ;  and  he  was  content  for  the  most  part  to  express  his  humour 
by  little  shrugs,  shakes  of  the  head,  and  an  irritable  manner  he  had 
lately  acquired  of  rubbing  his  hands  quickly  together. 

*  Well,  George,'  he  said,  when  his  nephew  shook  hands  witb 
him  and  asked  after  his  health. 

*  1  hope  you  are  better  than  you  were,  sir.  I  was  sorry  to  hear 
that  you  had  been  again  suffering.' 

*  Suffer,  yes ;  a  man  looks  to  suffer  when  he  gets  to  my  age* 
He's  a  fool  if  he  doesn't,  at  least.  l)on't  trouble  yourself  to  be 
sorry  about  it,  George.' 

*  1  believe  you  saw  my  father  not  long  since?'  Bertram  said  this, 
not  quite  knowing  how  to  set  the  conversation  going,  so  that  he 
might  brins;  in  the  tidings  he  had  come  there  to  communicate. 

'  Yes,  I  did,'  said  Mr.  Bertram  senior ;  and  his  hands  went  to 
work  as  he  sat  in  the  armchair. 

'  Did  you  find  him  much  altered  since  you  last  met  ?  It  was  a 
great  many  years  since,  I  believe  ?  ' 

'  Not  in  the  least  altered.     Your  father  will  never  alter.' 

George  knew  enough  of  his  father's  character  to  understand  the 
point  of  this ;  so  he  changed  the  subject,  and  did  that  which  a  man 
who  has  anything  to  tell  should  always  do  at  once ;  he  commenced 
the  telling  of  it  forthwith. 

*  I  have  come  down  here,  today,  sir,  because  I  think  it  right  to 
let  you  know  at  once  that  Miss  Waddington  ^nd  I  have  agreed 
that  our  engagement  shall  be  at  an  end.' 

Mr.  Bertram  turned  sharp  round  in  hia  cVi«ii.  ^"WcL^X.'i''  ^^V^^> 
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'  Our  engagement  is  at  an  end.  We  are  both  aware  that  it  is 
better  for  us  it  should  be  so.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  ?  Better  for  you !  How  can  it  be  better 
for  you  P  You  are  two  fools.' 

*  V  ery  likely,  sir.  We  have  been  two  fools  ;  or,  at  any  rate,  I 
have  been  one.' 

Mr.  Bertram  sat  still  in  his  chair,  silent  for  a  few  moments.  He 
still  kept  rubbing  his  hands,  but  in  meditation  rather  than  in  an- 
ger. Though  his  back  reached  to  the  back  of  his  chair,  his  head 
was  brought  forward  and  leaned  almost  on  his  chest.  His  cheeks 
had  fallen  in  since  George  had  seen  him,  and  his  jaw  hung  low, 
and  gave  a  sad,  thoughtful  look  to  his  face,  in  which  also  there  was 
an  expression  of  considerable  pain.  His  nephew  saw  that  what  he 
had  said  had  grieved  him,  and  was  sorry  for  it. 

*  George,'  he  said,  in  a  softer  voice  than  hafd  ever  been  usual 
with  him.  *  I  wish  you  to  marry  Caroline.  Go  back  to  her  and 
inake  it  up.  Tell  her  that  I  wish  it,  if  it  be  necessary  to  tell  her 
anything.' 

*  Ah,  sir,  I  cannot  do  that.  I  should  not  have  come  to  you  now 
if  there  had  been  any  room  for  doubt.' 

*  There  must  be  no  room  for  doubt.  This  is  nonsense  ;  sheer 
nonsense.  I  shall  send  to  Mary.'  George  had  never  before  heard 
him  call  Miss  Baker  by  her  Christian  name. 

*  It  cannot  be  helped,  sir.  Miss  Baker  can  do  nothing  in  the 
matter  now  ;  nor  can  any  one  else.  We  both  know  that  the  mar- 
riage would  not  suit  us.' 

*  Not  suit  you !  nonsense.  Two  babies ;  two  fools  !  I  tell  you 
it  will  suit  you ;  it  will  suit  me ! ' 

Now  had  George  Bertram  junior  not  been  an  absolute  ass,  or  a 
mole  rather  with  no  eyesight  whatever  for  things  above  ground, 
he  would  have  seen  from  this  that  he  might  not  only  have  got 
back  his  love,  but  haVe  made  sure  of  being  his  uncle's  heir  into 
the  bargain.  At  any  rate,  there  was  sufficient  in  what  he  said  to 
ensure  him  a  very  respectable  share  of  those  money-bags.  How 
would  Pritchett  have  rejoiced  had  he  heard  the  old  man  speak  so ! 
and  then  how  would  he  have  sighed  and  wheezed  when  he  saw  the 
young  man's  indifference ! 

But  George  would  not  take  the  hint.  He  must  have  been  blind 
and  dull,  and  dead,  and  senseless.  Who  before  had  ever  heard  Mr. 
Bertram  senior  speak  out  in  that  way  ?  *  It  will  suit  me  !  '  And 
that  from  an  old  bachelor,  with  uncountable  money-bags,  to  his 
only  nephew!  and  such  a  request,  too,  as  it  conveyed — that  he 
would  again  make  himself  agreeable  to  a  beautiful  girl  whom  he 
thoroughly  loved,  and  by  whom  a\iao  \ife  \?aa  V\\Qitow^'^  \a^^dl 
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But  George  was  an  asa,  as  we  have  said  ;  and  a  mole,  a  blind  mole, 
and  a  mule,  a  stifi-necked  stubborn  mule.  He  would  not  yield  an 
inch  to  his  uncle  ;  nor  an  inch  to  his  own  feelings. 

*  I  am  sorry  to  vex  you,  sir,'  he  said  coldly,  *but  it  is  impossible/ 

*  Oh,  very  well,'  said  the  uncle,  as  he  compressed  his  lips,  and 
moved  his  hands.  ^  *  Very  well.'     And  so  they  parted. 

George  went  back  to  town  and  commenced  his  preparations  for 
Paris.  But  on  the  following  day  he  received  the  unwonted  honour 
of  a  visit  from  Mr.  Pritchett,  and  the  honour  was  very  pointed ;  in 
this  wise.  Mr.  Pritchett,  not  finding  him  at  home,  had  gone  to  a 
neighbouring  tavern '  to  get  a  bit  of  dinner,'  as  he  told  the  woman 
at  the  chambers  ;  and  stated,  that  he  should  go  on  calling  till  he 
did  find  Mr.  George.  And  in  this  way,  on  his  third  or  fourth  vi- 
sit, Mr.  George  was  found. 

Mr.  Pritchett  was  dressed  in  his  best,  and  was  very  sad  and  so- 
lemn. *  Mr.  George,'  said  he,  *  your  uncle  wishes  to  see  you  at 
Hadley,  particular.' 

*  Why,  I  was  there  yesterday.' 

*  I  kftow  you  was,  Mr.  George ;  and  that's  just  it.  Tour  uncle, 
Mr.  George,  is  an  old  man,  and  it  will  be  only  dutiful  you  should 
be  with  him  a  good  deal  now.  You'd  wish  to  be  a  comfort  to  your 
uncle  in  his  last  days.  I  know  that,  Mr.  George.  He's  been 
good  to  you ;  and  you've  your  duty  to  do  by  him  now,  Mr.  George ; 
and  you'll  do  it.'  So  said  Mr.  Pritchett,  having  thoroughly  argued 
the  matter  in  his  own  mind,  and  resolved,  that  as  Mr.  George  was 
a  wilful  young  horse,  who  would  not  be  driven  in  one  kind  of 
bi'idle,  another  must  be  tried  with  him. 

'  But  has  my  uncle  sent  to  say  that  he  wants  to  see  me  again 
at  once  ? ' 

*  He  has,  Mr.  George ;  sent  to  say  that  he  wants  to  see  you 
again  at  once,  particular.' 

•There  was  nothing  of  course  for  Mr.  George  to  do  but  to  obey, 
seeing  that  the  order  was  so  particular.  On  that  same  evening, 
therefore,  he  put  his  dressing- things  into  a  bag,  and  again  went 
down  to  Hadley. 

On  his  first  arrival  his  uncle  shook  hands  with  him  with  much 
more  than  ordinary  kindness,  and  even  joked  with  him. 

*  So  Pritchett  came  to  you,  did  he  ?  and  sent  you  down  at  a 
moment's  notice  ?  ha!  ha!  He's  a  solemn  old  prig,  is  Pritchett; 
but  a  good  servant ;  a  very  good  servant.  When  I  am  gone,  he'll 
have  enough  to  live  on ;  but  he'll  want  some  one  to  say  a  word  to 
him  now  and  again.  Don't  forget  what  I  say  about  him.  It's 
not  so  easy  to  find  a  good  servant.' 

George  declared  that  he  alwaya  l;\a4  ImA,  «Ji^  N^oviX.^  \s»:^^,  ^ 
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regard  for  Mr.  Pritchett ;  *  though  I  wish  he  were  not  quite  so 
sad.' 

*  Poor  Pritchett !  well ;  yes,  he  is  sad,'  said  the  uncle,  laughing; 
and  then  George  went  upstairs  to  get  ready  for  dinner. 

The  dinner,  considering  the  house  in  which  it  was  spread,  was 
quite  recherche.  George  said  to  himself  that  the  fat  fowls  which 
he  saw  must  have  come  from  Harcourt's  larder.  Boast  mutton 
and  boiled  beef — not  together,  but  one  on  one  day  and  the  other 
on  the  next  —  generally  constituted  the  fare  at  Mr.  Bertram's 
house  when  he  did  not  sit  down  to  dinner  alone.  But  now  there 
was  quite  a  little  banquet.  During  dinner,  he  made  sundry  efforts 
to  be  agreeable ;  pressed  his  nephew  to  eat,  and  drank  wine  with 
him  in  the  old-fashioned  affectionate  manner  of  past  days.  ^  Your 
health,  George,'  he  said.  *  You'll  find  that  sherry  good,  I  think. 
It  ought  to  be,  if  years  can  make  it  so.' 

It  was  good ;  and  George  was  very  sorry  to  find  that  the  good 
wine  had  been  brought  out  for  him.  He  felt  that  something 
would  be  required  in  return,  and  that  he  could  not  give  that 
something. 

After  dinner,  that  something  was  soon  asked  for.  *  George,' 
said  the  old  man,  *I  have  been  thinking  much  since  you  went 
away  the  other  day  about  you  and  Caroline.  I  have  taken  it 
into  my  stupid  old  head  to  wish  that  you  two  should  be  married.' 

*  Ah,  sir!' 

*  Now  listen  to  me.  T  do  wish  it,  and  what  you  have  said  ha* 
disturbed  me.  Now  I  do  believe  this  of  you,  that  you  are  an  ho- 
nest lad ;  and  though  you  are  so  fond  of  your  own  way,  I  don't 
think  you'd  wish  to  grieve  me  if  you  could  help  it.' 

*  Not  if  I  could  help  it,  sir ;  not  if  I  could  help  it,  certainly.' 

*  You  can  help  it.  Now  listen  to  me.  An  old  man  has  no  right 
to  have  his  fancies  unless  he  chooses  to  pay  for  them.  I  know 
that  well  enough.  I  don't  want  to  ask  you  why  you  have  quar- 
relled with  Caroline.     It's  about  money,  very  likely  ? ' 

*  No,  sir,  no  ;  not  in  the  least.' 

*Well,  I  don't  want  to  inquire.  A  small  limited  income  is 
very  likely  to  lead  to  misunderstandings.  You  have  at  any  rate 
been  honest  and  true  to  me.    You  are  not  a  bit  like  your  father.' 

*Sir!  sir!' 

*  And,  and — I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  Caroline  is  to  have  six 
thousand  pounds,  isn't  she  P ' 

*  Pray  believe  me,  air,  that  money  has  nothing  whatever  to  do 
with  this  matter.' 

'  Tea,  six/  continued  Mr.  Bertram ;  *  four  of  her  own,  and  two 
iSwm  me.    Now  FR  tell  you  w\iat  TW.  io.  lieXi  rn^fe  ^^^.  Xqm  have 
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two  hundred  a  year :  that's  settled  on  you.    And  you  had  a  thou- 
sand pounds  the  other  day.     Is  that  ali  gone  yet  ? ' 

*  I  am  in  no  want  of  money,  uncle ;  none  whatever/ 

'  No,  not  as  a  bachelor ;  but  as  a  married  man  you  would  be, 
Now  do  tell  me— how  much  of  that  thousand  pounds  did  the  co- 
lonel get  out  of  you  ?  ' 

*  Dear  uncle,  do  remember  that  he  is  my  father.' 

*  Well,  well ;  two  hundred  a  year,  and  two  thousand  pounds, 
and  one,  and  Pritchett's  account.  I'll  tell  you  what,  George,  I 
should  like  to  see  you  comfortable ;  and  if  you  and  Caroline  are 
married  before  next  October,  I'll  give  you — ' 

*  I  can't  tell  you  how  you  pain  me,  sir.' 

*  I'll  give  you — I  wonder  how  much  income  you  think  you'll 
want  P ' 

*  None,  sir ;  none.  As  our  marriage  is  out  of  the  question,  we 
shall  want  no  income.  As  I  am,  and  am  likely  to  remain  unmar- 
ried, my  present  income  is  sufficient  for  me.' 

*  I'll  give  you — let  me  see.'  And  the  old  miser — for  though 
capable  of  generosity  to  a  great  extent,  as  he  had  certainly  shown 
with  reference  to  his  nephew's  early  years,  he  certainly  was  a  mi- 
ser— the  old  miser  again  recapitulated  to  himself  all  that  he  had" 
already  done,  and  tried  to  calculate  at  what  smallest  figure,  at  what 
lowest  amount  of  ready  money  to  be  paid  down,  he  could  purchase 
the  object  which  he  now  desired.  'I'll  give 'you  four  thousand 
pounds  on  the  day  you  are  married.  There,  that  will  be  ten  thou- 
sand beside  your  own  income,  and  whatever  your  profession  will 
bring  you.' 

*  What  am  I  to  say,  sir  ?  I  know  how  generous  you  are ;  but 
this  is  not  an  affair  of  money.' 

*  What  is  it  then  ? ' 

*  We  should  not  be  happy  together.' 

*  Not  happy  together !  You  shall  be  happy,  I  tell  you ;  you 
will  be  happy  if  you  have  enough  to  live  on.  Remember,  I  may 
leave  you  something  more  than  that  when  I  die ;  that  is,  I  may  do 
so  if  you  please  me.  You  will  understand,  however,  that  I  make 
no  promise.' 

'  Dear  uncle,'  said  G-eorge,  and  as  he  spoke  he  rose  from  his 
seat,  and  crossing  over  to  his  uncle,  took  the  old  man's  hand  in 
his  own.  *  You  shall  be  asked  for  no  promise ;  you  shall  be  asked 
for  nothing.  You  have  been  most  liberal,  most  kind  to  me ;  too 
kind,  I  know,  for  I  have  not  returned  it  by  that  attention  which 
you  deserved  from  me.  But,  believe  me,  I  cannot  do  as  you  ask  me. 
If  you  will  speak  to  Miss  Waddington,  ft\xe  Vi)i!L\j^NQN3L^^  ^'KB^fc* 

'Mi8B  Waddington;  pshaw  I' 
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*  Caroline,  I  mean.  It  is  impossible,  sir.  And  it  adds  greatly 
to  my  own  suffering — for  I- have  sufiered  in  all  this — that  you  also 
should  be  grieved.' 

*  Why,  you  were  so  much  in  love  with  her  the  other  day !  Mary 
told  me  that  you  were  dying  for  her.' 

*  I  cannot  explain  it  all.  But  she — Caroline — doubtless  will. 
However,  pray,  pray  take  this  for  granted :  the  engagement  be- 
tween us  cannot  be  renewed.' 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  still  kept  his  nephew's  hand,  and  it  seemed 
as  though  he  liked  to  hold  it.  He  continued  to  look  up  into 
George's  face  as  though  striving  to  read  there  something  different 
from  the  words  which  he  heard,  something  which  might  yet  give 
him  some  consolation.  He  had  said  that  George  was  honest,  and 
he  believed  it,  as  far  as  he  could  believe  in  honesty.  But,  never- 
theless, he  was  still  meditating  at  what  price  he  could  buy  over 
his  nephew  to  his  purpose.  After  such  a  struggle  as  that  of  his 
whole  lifetime,  could  he  have  any  other  faith  but  that  money  were 
omnipotent  ?  No ;  this  of  course,  this  necessarily  was  his  belief. 
As  to  the  sufficient  quantity — on  that  point  it  was  possible  for 
him  to  doubt.  His  nephew's  manner  to  him  was  very  touching ; 
the  tone  of  his  voice,  the  look  of  his  countenance,  the  grief  which 
sat  on  his  brow,  did  touch  him.  But  they  touched  him  in  this 
manner ;  they  made  him  feel  that  a  few  thousands  were  not  suffi- 
cient. He  had  at*la8t  a  desire  at  his  heart,  a  family  domestic 
warm  desire ;  and  he  began  to  feel  that  if  he  were  not  prepared  to 
give  up  his  desire,  he  must  bid  high  for  its  fulfilment. 

*  George,'  said  he,  *  after  all,  you  and  Caroline  are  the  nearest 
relatives  I  have  ;  the  nearest  and  the  dearest.' 

*  Caroline  is  your  own  child's  child,  sir.' 

*  She  is  but  a  girl ;  and  it  would  all  go  to  some  spendthrift, 
whose  very  name  would  be  different.  And,  I  don't  know,  but  I 
think  I  like  you  better  than  her.  Look  here  now.  According  to 
my  present  will,  nine-tenths  of  my  property  will  go  to  build  a 
hospital  that  shall  bear  my  name.  You'll  not  repeat  that  to  any- 
body, will  you  ? ' 

*  No,  sir ;  I  will  not.' 

*  If  you  will  do  as  I  would  have  you  about  this  marriage,  I'll 
make  a  new  will,  and  you  and  your  children  shall  have — I'll  let 
you  say  yourself  how  much  you  shall  have ;  there — and  you  shall 
see  the  will  yourself  before  the  wedding  takes  place.' 

*  What  can  I  say  to  him  ?  what  can  I  say  to  him  ?  '  said  George, 
turning  away  his  face.     *  Sir,  it  is  quite  impossible.     Is  not  that 

ipnough  F    Money  has  nothing  to  do  ^'vtla.  it  \  caa  have  nothing  to 
do  with  if 
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*Tou  don't  think  I'd  deceive  you,  do  you,  and  make  another 
will  afterwards  ?  It  shall  be  a  deed  of  gift  if  you  like,  or  a  settle- 
ment— to  take  effect  of  course  after  my  death.'  On  hearing  this 
George  turned,  away  his  face.  *You  shall  have  half,  George; 
there,  by  G —  you  shall  have  half ;  settled  on  you — there — half  of 
it,  settled  on  you.'  And  then  only  did  the  uncle  drop  his  nephew's 
hand.  He  dropped  it,  and  closing  his  eyes,  began  to  meditate  on 
the  tremendous  sacrifice  he  had  made. 

There  was  something  terrible  in  this  to  young  Bertram.  He 
had  almost  ceased  to  think  of  himself  in  watching  his  uncle's 
struggles.  It  was  dreadful  to  see  how  terribly  anxious  the  old 
man  was,  and  more  dreadful  still  to  witness  the  nature  of  the 
thoughts  which  were  running  through  his  mind.  He  was  making 
lavish  tenders  of  his  heaven,  his  god,  his  blessings ;  he  was  offer- 
ing to  part  with  his  paradise,  seeing  that  nature  would  soon  impe* 
ratively  demand  that  he  should  part  with  it.  But  useless  as  it 
must  soon  be  to  him,  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  believe  that  it 
was  not  still  all-powerful  with  others. 

*  Mr.  Bertram,  it  is  clearly  necessary  that  we  should  understand 
each  other,'  said  George,  with  a  voice  that  he  intended  should  be 
firm,  but  which  in  truth  was  stem  as  well  as  firm.  *  I  thought 
it  right  to  come  and  tell  you  that  this  match  was  broken  off. 
But  seeing  that  that  has  once  been  told,  there  is  no  longer  room 
for  further  conversation  on  the  matter.  We  have  made  up  our 
minds  to  part ;  and,  having  done  so,  I  can  assure  you  that  money 
can  have  no  effect  upon  our  resolution.* 

*  Then  you  want  it  all — all ! '  said  the  uncle,  almost  weeping. 

*  Not  all,  nor  ten  times  all  would  move  me  one  inch — not  one 
inch,'  said  George,  in  a  voice  that  was  now  loud,  and  almost  angrjr. 

Mr.  Bertram  turned  towards  the  table,  and  buried  his  face  m 
his  hands.  He  did  not  understand  it.  He  did  not  know  whence 
came  all  this  opposition.  He  could  not  conceive  what  was  the 
motive  power  which  caused  his  nephew  thus  to  thwart  and  throw 
him  over,  standing  forward  as  he  did  with  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  in  his  hand.  But  he  knew  that  his  request  was  refused, 
and  he  felt  himself  degraded  and  powerless. 

*  Do  not  be  angry  with  me,  uncle,'  said  the  nephew. 

*  Go  your  own  way,  sir ;  go  your  own  way,'  said  the  uncle.  *  I 
have  done  with  you.  I  had  thought — but  never  mind — '  and  he 
rang  the  bell  violently.  *  Sarah,  I  will  go  to  bed — are  my  things 
ready  ?  Woman,  is  my  room  ready,  I  say  ?'  and  then  he  had  him- 
self led  ofi*,  and  George  saw  him  no  more  that  night. 

Nor  did  he  see  him  the  next  morning  ;  nor  for  many  a  lon^  da.^ 
afterwards.    When  the  morning  came,\ie  ^^uXiVclVys^  Vp^^^^^^^"*^ 
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hope  that  his  uncle  was  better.  Sarah,  coming  out  with  a  long 
face,  told  George  that  his  uncle  had  only  muttered  between  his 
teeth — *  That  it  was  nothing  to  him  * — to  his  nephew,  namely — 
*  whether  he  were  better  or  worse.'  And  so  having  received  his 
last  message,  he  went  his  way,  and  returned  to  town. 


CHAPTEE  XXV. 

DOES   HE   KNOW  IT  TET  ? 


Almost  immediately  after  this  George  Bertram  did  go  to  Paris ; 
but  before  he  went  he  received  a  letter  from  Arthur  Wilkinson, 
begging  him  to  go  down  to  Hurst  Scaple.  This  was  Arthur's  an- 
swer to  the  letter  in  which  Bertram  had  communicated  the  last 
news  from  Littlebath.  There  were  not  as  many  words  in  the 
letter  as  there  had  been  in  that  from  Adeia  to  Caroline ;  but  they 
were  much  to  the  same  effect.  *  This  is  an  important  step,  old 
fellow ;  very  :  pray — pray  be  careful  for  your  own  sake  and  hers. 
I  am  not  good  at  letter- writing,  as  you  know;  but  come  down, 
here  and  talk  it  over.  I  have  other  things  of  my  own  I  want  to 
talk  about.  The  spare  bedroom  is  empty.'  That  was  nearly  the 
whole  of  it.  In  answer  to  this,  Bertram  had  declared  his  intention 
of  going  to  Paris,  but  had  promised  to  go  down  to  Hurst  Staple  as 
soon  as  he  returned  home. 

At  this  time  the  popularity  of  Louis  Philippe  was  on  the  wane. 
The  grocers  of  Paris  were  becoming  sick  of  their  paternal  citizen- 
king,  who,  in  spite  of  his  quiet  family  costume  and  citizen-um- 
brella, seemed  to  think  as  much  as  some  other  kings  of  crowds  of 
soldiers,  of  fortifications,  and  war  tases ;  who  seemed  to  think 
also  that  free-spoken  deputies  might  be  judiciously  controlled, 
that  a  paternally-royal  family  might  be  judiciously  enriched,  and 
that  a  good  many  of  the  old  crown  tenets  and  maxims  might  again 
be  judiciously  brought  to  bear  vipon  the  commonwealth.  Poor 
■  grocers  !  too  much  prosperity  had  made  them  over-nice.  When 
Mr.  Smith  had  been  about  six  months  gone  from  them,  how  gladly 
would  they  have  had  him  back  again  ! 

But  they  are  again  satisfied.  The  grocer  interest,  which  on 
the  whole  may  perhaps  be  looked  on  as  predominant  in  Paris,  is 
once  more  swathed  in  rose-leaves.  The  swathings  certainly  are 
somewhat  tight ;  and  rose-leaves  may  be  twisted  till  there  is  no 
breaking  them.  But  there  will  still  remain  the  fragrance,  the  pot* 
jpourrt  odour  which  is  so  delectable  to  ancient  housewives,  the  oily 
savour  of  pienteousness.    K  a  king  can.  &o  ^'bV\^^  A^^"aX»  ^iVis^^leAft 
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shall  be  sold — and  paid  for — what  more  can  a  grocer  interest 
need  ?  What  more  than  this,  that  having  sold  its  daily  quantum 
of  chocolate,  it  shall  have  a  theatre  to  go  to,  a  spectacle  to  look  at, 
ices,  coffee,  and  eau  sucrSe  !  Since  the  world  began  to  open  its 
young  eyes  and  look  about  it  with  any  understanding,  what  else 
has  been  desirable  ?  What  does  a  man  and  a  grocer  want  p 
Tanem  et  circenses  ;  soup  that  shall  not  be  too  maigre ;  and  a  seat 
at  the  Porte  St.  Martin  shall  not  be  too  dear.  Is  it  not  all  writ^ 
ten  in  that  p 

England  a  nation  of  shopkeepers !  No,  let  us  hope  not ;  not  as 
yet,  at  any  rate.  There  have  neen  nations  to  whom  the  buying 
and  selling  of  bread  and  honey — especially  of  honey — has  been 
everything ;  lost  nations — people  deadened,  whose  souls  were  ever 
sleeping,  whose  mouths  only  and  gastric  organs  attested  that  life 
was  in  them.  There  were  such  people  in  the  latter  days  of  ancient 
Borne ;  there  were  such  also  in  that  of  Eastern  Home  upon  the 
Bosphorus ;  rich  and  thriving  people,  with  large  mouths  and  co- 
pious bellies,  wanting  merely  the  salt  of  life.  But  let  us  hope 
that  no  English  people  will  be  such  as  long  as  the  roads  are  open 
to  Australia,  to  Canada,  and  New  Zealand. 

A  young  man  whose  life  was  to  be  spent  in  writing  politico-re- 
ligious pamphlets  had  much  to  learn  in  Paris  in  those  days.  In- 
deed, Paris  has  ever  been  a  school  for  such  writers  since  men 
began  to  find  that  something  was  wrong,  even  under  the  reign  of 
the  great  Dubarry.  Since  those  days  it  has  been  the  laboratory 
of  the  political  alchemist,  in  which  everything  hitherto  held  pre- 
cious has  been  reduced  to  a  residuum,  in  order  that  from  the  ashes 
might  be  created  that  great  arcanum,  a  fitting  constitution  under 
which  thinking  men  may  live  contented.  The  secret  had  been 
hardly  solved  in  those  latter  days  of  poor  Louis  Philippe.  Much 
had  certainly  been  done  when  a  citizen-  king  was  thought  of  and 
set  agoing ;  but  even  a  citizen-king  required  to  be  wound  up,  and 
the  alchemist  was  still  at  his  crucibles. 

Now,  indeed,  the  work  has  been  finished.  The  laboratory  is 
closed.  The  philosopher,  his  task  all  done,  has  retired  to  his 
needed  rest.  Thinking  men,  even  Frenchmen,  can  live  contented. 
Chocolate  is  sold — and  paid  for.  And  a  score  and  a  half  of  daily 
theatres  are  open  at  the  most  moderate  of  prices. 

Intent  on  such  things,  and  on  his  commg  volume,  our  young 
broken-hearted  philosopher  staved  out  three  months  at  Paris.  "We 
need  not  follow  him  very  closely  in  his  doings  there.  His  name 
was  already  sufficiently  known  to  secure  his  admittance  amongst 
those  learned  men  who,  if  they  had  hitherto  e»t«L\A\%\\fc^\^^'&>V«w^ 
at  any  rate  achieved  the  doubting  of  muc\x.  "^\M\ft\ife^«a^V«^^*^^ 
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British  Ministry  went  out  of  office.  Sir  Eobert,  Having  repealed 
the  corn  laws,  fell  to  the  ground  between  two  stools,  and  the 
number  of  the  *  Daily  Jupiter '  which  gave  the  first  authentic  list 
of  the  members  of  the  new  government,  contained,  among  the 
few  new  names  that  were  mentioned,  that  of  Sir  Henry  Harcourt 
as  her  Majesty's  solicitor-general. 

At  the  end  of  the  three  months  Bertram  returned  to  England, 
enriched  by  many  new  ideas  aa  to  the  government  of  mankind  in 
general.  His  volume  was  not  yet  finished.  So  he  packed  up  his 
papers  in  his  portmanteau  and  took  them  down  with  him  to 
Hurst  Staple.  He  saw  no  one  as  he  passed  through  London. 
The  season  was  then  over,  and  his  friend  Sir  Henry  was  refresh- 
ing himself  with  ten  days'  grouse-shooting  after  the  successful 
campaign  of  the  last  session.  But  had  he  been  in  London,  Ber- 
tram would  not  have  seen  him,  for  he  saw  no  one.  He  asked  no 
questions  about  Caroline,  nor  any  about  his  uncle.  He  did  not 
even  call  on  his  sincere  friend  Pritchett.  Had  he  done  so,  he 
would  have  learned  that  Miss  Baker  and  her  niece  were  both 
staying  at  Hadley.  He  might  also  have  learned  other  news,  which, 
however,  was  not  long  in  following  him. 

He  went  down  to  Hurst  Staple,  merely  writing  a  line  the  day 
before  he  started,  to  prepare  his  friend  for  his  advent.  But  when 
he  reached  the  vicarage,  Arthur  "Wilkinson  was  not  there.  He 
was  at  Oxford ;  but  had  left  word  that  he  was  to  be  summoned 
home  as  soon  as  Bertram  arrived.  The  ladies,  however,  expected 
him,  and  there  would  have  been  nothing  for  him  to  remark  in  the 
state  of  the  quiet  household  had  there  not  been  another  visitor 
in  the  house.  Adela  Gauntlet  was  staying  there,  and  she  was 
dressed  in  the  deepest  mourning. 

The  story  was  soon  told  to  him.  Mr.  Gauntlet  had  one  morn- 
ing been  found  dead  in  his  dressing-room.  The  good  old  man  had 
been  full  of  years,  and  there  was  nothing  frightful  in  his  death 
but  its  suddenness.  But  sudden  death  is  always  frightful.  Over- 
night he  had  been  talking  to  his  daughter  with  his  usual  quiet, 
very  quiet,  mirth ;  and  in  the  morning  she  was  woke  with  the 
news  that  his  spirit  had  fled.  His  mirth  for  this  world  was  over. 
His  worldly  duties  were  done.  He  had  received  his  daughter's 
last  kiss,  had  closed  for  the  last  time  the  book  which  had  been  his 
life's  guide,  had  whispered  to  heaven  his  last  prayer,  and  his  soul 
was  now  at  rest. 

There  was  nothing  in  this  that  the  world  need  regard  as  moum- 
fah     There  was  no  pain,  no  mental  pangs,  no  dire  remorse.     But 
/or  Adela  the  suddenness  had  been  very  dreadful. 
Among  her  other  miseries  bad  been  tVia  %te^\.  TSJ^aerj  qIVwye^^ 
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to  seek  a  home.  An  Englishman's  house  is  his  castle.  And  a 
rector's  parsonage  is  as  much  the  rector's  castle,  his  own  freehold 
castle,  as  is  the  earl's  family  mansion  that  of  the  earl.  But  it  is 
so  with  this  drawback,  that  the  moment  the  rector's  breath  is  out 
of  his  body,  all  right  and  claim  to  the  castle  as  regards  his  estate 
and  family  cease  instantly.  If  the  widow  and  children  remain 
there  one  night,  they  remain  there  on  sufferance. 

Adela's  new  home  would  now  necessarily  be  with  her  aunt.  Miss 
Penelope  Gauntlet ;  but  it  happened  most  unfortunately  that  at 
the  moment  of  her  brother's  death,  Miss  Gauntlet  was  absent 
with  her  other  relatives  in  Italy.  Nor  was  her  address  accurately 
known.  Her  party  had  been  at  Eome ;  but  it  was  supposed  that 
they  had  left  the  holy  city  before  the  end  of  May :  and  now,  at 
the  end  of  August,  when  her  presence  in  England  was  so  neces* 
sary,  Adela  had  no  more  than  a  faint  belief  that  her  aunt  was  at 
the  baths  of  Lucca.  In  the  meantime  it  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary that  she  should  somewhere  find  a  resting-place  for  herself. 

Both  Caroline  Waddington  and  Miss  Baker  wrote  to  her  at 
once.  Unfortunately  they  were  at  Hadley  ;  but  if  Adela  would 
come  to  them,  they  would  return  to  Littlebath.  They,  or  at  any 
rate,  one  of  them  would  do  so.  There  was  much  that  was  really 
generous  in  this  offer,  as  will  be  seen  when  we  come  in  the  next 
page  or  two  to  narrate  what  had  lately  occurred  at  Hadley.  But 
Adela  already  knew  what  had  occurred ;  and  much  as  she  then 
longed  for  a  home,  she  knew  that  she  could  nob  allow  either  of 
them  to  go  to  Littlebath. 

Immediately  that  Mr.  Gauntlett's  death  was  known  at  Hurst 
Staple — and  it  was  known  there  two  hours  after  Adela  knew  it 
herself — Mrs.  Wilkinson  went  over  to  bring  her  to  the  vicarage. 
The  reader  will  know  that  there  were  reasons  why  Adela  should  be 
most  unwilling  to  choose  that  house  as  her  temporary  residence. 
She  was  most  unwilling  ;  and  for  a  day  or  two,  much  to  Mrs.  Wil- 
kinson's surprise,  she  refused  to  leave  West  Puttord.  But  it  was 
necessary  that  she  should  leave  it.  She*  could  not  remain  alone  in 
that  house  on  the  day  that  her  father's  body  was  carried,  to  the 
grave;  and  so  at  last  she  submitted,  and  allowed  herself  to  be  taken 
over  to  Hurst  Staple, 

*  It  is  provoking,  dear,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson  to  her,  *  and  I  am 
sure  you  will  think  it  very  uncivil,  but  Arthur  went  off  to  Oxford 
yesterday.  And  it  was  uncivil.  I  am  sure  he  needs  not  have  gone 
at  this  very  moment.* 

Then  Adela  felt  very  grateful  to  her  neighbour,  and  acknow- 
ledged in  her  heart  that  he  had  been  kind  to  Vieit. 

'But  be  must  be  back;  ou  Saturday,*  coulmxxfcdi \>aft  ^Wo^^''  '^'^x 
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he  could  get  no  clergyman  to  take  fais  duty.     Indeed,  he  has  to 
take  the  evening  service  at  AVest  Putford  as  well.' 

On  the  day  following  this,  George  Bertram  arrived  at  the  vicar* 

age. 

His  first  evening  in  the  house  was  not  very  hright.  Mrs.  "Wil- 
kinson had  never  been  a  hright  woman.  She  had  certain  mo- 
therly good  qualities,  which  had  been  exerted  in  George's  favour 
in  his  earliest  years;  and  on  this  account  she  was  still  able  to 
speak  to  him  in  a  motherly  way.  She  could  talk  to  him  about  his 
breakfasts  and  dinners,  and  ask  after  his  buttons  and  linen,  and 
allude  to  his  bachelor  habits.  And  in  such  conversation  the  first 
evening  was  chiefly  passed.  Adela  said  almost  nothing.  The 
Wilkinson  girls,  who  were  generally  cheerful  themselves,  were  de- 
pressed by  Adela's  sorrow — and  depressed  also  somewhat  by  what 
they  knew  of  Bertram's  affairs.  On  this  matter  Mrs.  Wilkinson 
was  burning  to  speak ;  but  she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  leave  it 
in  silence  for  one  evening.  She  confined  herself,  therefore,  to  the 
button  question,  and  to  certain  allusions  to  her  own  griefs.  It  ap- 
peared that  she  was  not  quite  so  happy  with  reference  to  Arthur 
as  one  would  have  wished  her  to  be.  She  did  not  absolutely 
speak  against  him ;  but  she  said  little  snubbing  things  of  him, 
and  seemed  to  think  him  by  no  means  sufficiently  grateful  for  all 
the  care  she  took  of  him. 

That  night,  in  the  privacy  of  A  dela's  own  room,  something  was 
said  about  George  Bertram.  *  I  am  sure  he  does  not  know  ic  yet,' 
said  Sophia. 

*  Caroline  told  me  she  would  write  to'  him,'  said  Adela :  *  she 
would  be  very  wrong  not  to  do  so — very  wrong.* 

*  You  may  be  sure  he  has  not  heard  it,'  repeated  the  other. 
*  Did  you  not  observe  the  way  he  spoke  of  Mr.  Uarcourt  ? ' 

*  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,'  said  Mary. 

*  I  did  not  hear  it,'  said  Adela. 

*  Oh,  he  did  speak  of  him.  He  said  something  about  his  great 
good  fortune.  He  never  would  have  spoken  in  that  way  had  he 
known  it.' 

*  Do  you  know,'  said  Mary,  *I  do  not  think  he  would  have  come 
down  here  had  he  heard  it — not  yet,  at  least.' 

The  next  morning  two  letters  were  laid  before  George  Bertram 
as  they  were  sitting  at  breakfast.  Then  he  did  know  it ;  then 
he  did  learn  it,  and  ^ot  till  then.  It  was  now  the  end  of  August, 
and  in  the  coming  month  of  November — about  the  end  of  No- 
vember—  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,  her  Majesty's  solicitor-general,  and 
member  for  the  Eattersea  Hamlets,  was  to  lead  to  the  hymeneal 
^/ar  Miss  Caroline  Waddington,  t\ift  gcaxi^'^^M^X.et  ^xA  >^gt^ 
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Bumed  heiress  of  the  great  millionaire,  Mr.  Bertram.  Who  so  high 
now  on  the  ladder  of  fortune  as  the  fortunate  Sir  Henry  Har- 
court  ?  In  love  and  politics  and  the  realms  of  Plutus,  he  carried 
all  before  him.  Yes,  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  was  the  coming  man. 
Quidnuncs  at  the  clubs  began  to  say  that  he  would  give  up  the 
legal  side  of  politics  and  devote  himself  to  statesmanship.  He 
would  be  the  very  man  for  a  home  secretary.  Old  Bertram,  they 
observed,  was  known  to  be  dying.  Old  Bertram,  they  also  ob- 
served, had  made  a  distinct  promise  to  Sir  Henry  and  his  grand- 
daughter. The  marriage  was  to  take  place  at  Hadley,  from  the 
old  man's  house ;  the  old  man  was  delighted  with  the  match,  etc. 
etc.  etc. ;  who  so  happy,  who  so  great,  who  so  fortunate  as  Sir 
Henry  Harcourt  ? 

That  habit  of  bringing  in  letters  at  the  breakfast-table  has  its 
good  points  certainly.  It  is  well  that  one  should  have  one's  let- 
ters before  the  work  or  pleasure  of  the  day  commences  :  it  is  weU 
to  be  able  to  discuss  the  different  little  subjects  of  mutual  interest 
as  they  are  mentioned.  '  Eliza's  baby  has  got  her  first  tooth :  it's 
all  right.  There's  nothing  like  Daffy's  Elixir  after  aU.'  '  My 
dear,  the  guano  will  be  here  today  ;  so  the  horses  will  be  wanted 
all  the  week — remember  that.'  *  What  a  bore,  papa ;  for  here's  a 
letter  to  say  that  Kate  Carnabie's  coming ;  and  we  must  go  over 
to  the  Poldoodles.  Frank  Poldoodle  is  quite  smitten  with  Kate.* 
This  is  all  very  convenient ;  but  the  plan  has  its  drawbacks. 
Some  letters  will  be  in  their  nature  black  and  brow-compelling. 
Tidings  will  come  from  time  to  time  at  which  men  cannot  smile. 
There  will  be  news  that  ruffle  the  sweetest  temper,  and  at  the 
receipt  of  which  clouds  will  darken  the  most  kindly  face.  One 
would  fain  receive  such  letters  in  private. 

Two  such  letters  Bertram  received  that  morning,  and  read  while 
the  eyes  of  the  parsonage  breakfast-table  were — not  fixed  on  him, 
but  which  under  such  circumstances  is  much  worse — were  pur- 
posely turned  away.  He  knew  well  the  handwriting  of  each,  and 
would  fain  have  escaped  with  them  from  the  room.  But  this  he 
felt  to  be  cowardly ;  and  so  he  read  them  both,  sitting  there  in  the 
family  circle.  They  were  from  Caroline  and  Sir  Henry.  We  will 
give  precedence  to  the  lady ;  but  Bertram  did  not  so  read  them. 
The  lady's  letter  was  the  most  trying  to  his  nerves,  and  was  there- 
fore taken  the  last.  It  can  hardly  be  said  that  their  contents  sur- 
prised him.  When  they  both  came  into  his  hands  together,  he 
seemed  to  feel  by  intuition  what  was  the  news  which  they  con- 
tained. That  from  Caroline  was  very  fairly  written.  But  how 
many  times  had  it  been  rewritten  before  that  fair  coi^y  waa  ^^^* 
pared? 
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*  Hadley,  August,  184 — . 

*  My  dear  Mr.  Bertram, 

*  I  do  not  know  whether  I  am  right  in  thinking  that  I  ought 
myself  to  tell  you  of  the  step  which  I  am  going  to  take.  If  it  is 
unnecessary,  i  know  you  will  forgive  me,  and  will  be  certain  that 
I  have  intended  to  do  what  is  right.  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  has 
proposed  to  me,  and  I  have  accepted  him.  I  believe  we  shall  be 
married  some  time  before  Christmas. 

*  We  are  staying  here  with  grandpapa.  I  think  he  approves  of 
what  I  am  doing ;  but  you  know  that  he  is  not  very  communicative. 
At  any  rate,  I  shall  be  married  from  this  house,  and  I  think  that 
he  likes  Sir  Henry.     Aunt  Mary  is  reconciled  to  all  this  now, 

*  I  do  not  know  that  I  need  say  any  more,  excepting  that  I  shall 
always — always  hope  for  your  welfare  ;  and  be  so  happy  if  I  can 
hear  of  your  happiness.  I  pray  you  also  to  forgive  me  what  inju- 
ries I  may  have  done  you. 

*  It  may  be  that  at  some  future  time  we  shall  meet  as  friends  in 
London.  I  hope  we  may.  It  is  a  comfort  to  me  that  Sir  Henry 
Harcourt  knows  exactly  all  that  there  has  been  between  us. 

*  Believe  me  to  be, 

*  Tours  most  sincerely, 

*  Caroline  WADDiNCfToy.* 

Harcourt' s  letter  was  written  in  faster  style,  and  a  more  run- 
ning hand.  Solicitors-general  have  hardly  time  to  stop  and  pick 
their  words.  But  though  the  manner  of  it  was  free  and  e^isy,  it 
seemed  to  Bertram  that  the  freedom  and  easiness  were  but  af- 
fected. 

*  My  dear  Bertram, 

*  I  hope  and  trust  that  the  news  I  have  to  tell  you  will  be  no 
interruption  to  our  friendship.  I  am  sure  that  it  should  not  be, 
seeing  that  I  am  doing  you  no  injury.  Caroline  Waddington  and 
I  have  agreed  to  put  our  fortunes  into  the  same  boat.  We  shall 
feel  much  more  comfortable  on  the  seas  if  you  will  be  gracious 
enough  to  say,  "  God  save  the  bark." 

'  Caroline  has  of  course  told  me  all  that  has  occurred ;  as,  in- 
deed, you  had  done  previously.  As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  must 
say  she  has  behaved  gloriously.  I  always  admired  her  greatly,  as 
you  know ;  though  of  course  till  lately  1  never  thought  it  possible 
I  should  possess  what  I  so  much  admired. 

'Speaking  plainly,  I  think  that  she  will  be  happier  with  me 
than  she  would  liave  been  mt\i  you*,  wid-^^Jt^^Wib^hai^pier 
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with  her  than  you  would  have  been.  "We  are  better  adapted  to 
each  other.  There  is  a  dash  of  worldliness  about  us  both  from 
which  your  more  ethereal  composition  is  happily  free. 

*  God  bless  you,  old  fellow.  Pray  write  a  line  in  answer,  say- 
ing as  much  to  me.  Of  course,  you  will  let  us  see  you  in  London* 
Caroline  wishes  it  particularly ;  and  so  do  I. 

*  I  believe  I  shall  be  turned  off  in  December.  Such  a  mill-horse 
as  I  am  cannot  choose  my  time.  I  am  going  to  Scotland  for  ten 
days,  and  shall  then  be  hard  at  work  till  our  marriage.  I  must  of 
course  be  back  when  the  session  commences.  We  talk  of  going 
to  Nice,  and  thence  to  Genoa. 

*  The  old  gentleman  is  very  civil ;  but  there  has  been  no  word 
of  money,  nor  will  there  be  a  word.  However,  thank  God,  I  don't 
want  it. 

'  Always  your  sincerest  friend, 

*  Henry  Haecoitbt, 

*  Eeform  Club—,  August,  184—.' 

These  letters  did  not  take  long  in  the  reading.  Within  five 
minutes  Bertram  was  spreading  the  butter  on  his  toast;  and 
within  two  minutes  more  he  was  asking  what  news  there  was 
from  Arthur — when  would  he  be  home  ?  He  had  received  a  great 
blow,  a  stunning  blow ;  but  he  was  able  to  postpone  the  faintness 
which  would  follow  it  till  he  should  be  where  no  eye  could  see  him. 

The  breakfast  passed  away  very  silently.  They  all  knew  what 
those  two  letters  contained.  One  of  the  girls  had  had  them  in 
her  hand,  and  had  known  the  handwriting  of  one  and  guessed 
that  of  the  other.  But  even  without  this  they  would  have  known. 
Are  not  most  of  our  innermost  secrets  known  to  all  the  world  ? 

And  then  Bertram  skulked  off — or  endeavoured  rather  to  do 
so ;  for  Mrs.  Wilkinson  detected  him  in  the  act,  and  stopped  him. 
She  had  said  nothing  hitherto  about  his  matrimonial  or  non-ma- 
trimonial affairs.  She  had  abstained  with  w^onderful  discretion ; 
and  she  now  intended  that  her  discretion  should  be  rew^arded. 

*  George,  George,'  she  said,  as  he  turned  from  the  breakfast- 
parlour  door  to  the  rack  in  the  hall  on  which  his  hat  was  hanging, 
*  I  want  you  just  for  a  minute.'  So  George  returned  into  the 
parlour  as  the  girls  passed  across  the  hall  into  the  drawing-room. 

*  I'm  afraid  you'll  think  me  unkind  because  I've  said  nothing 
about  this  sad  affair  of  yours.' 

'  Not  at  all,  aunt,'  he  said :  though  she  was  no  aunt  of  his,  he 
had  always  called  her  so  when  he  had  been  at  Hurst  Staple  as 
a  child.     *  There  are  some  things  which  had,  perhaps,  better  not 
be  talked  about.'     Mrs.  Wilkinson,  bowevex,  'w^ca  Tio\»  ^^  ^ ws^assk 
to  be  deterred  by  such  a  faint  repulse  aa  t\x\&« 


272  THE  BEETKAMS. 

*  Exactly  so ;  except  among  intimate  family  friends.  But  I  was 
very  sorry  to  hear  about  your  breaking  off  the  affair  with  Caroline 
Waddington.  I  was,  indeed ;  very.  It  would  have  been  so  suit- 
able &s  regards  the  old  gentleman — I  know  all  about  that,  ypu 
know — '  and  the  lady  nodded  her  head,  as  ladies  wiU  do  sometimes 
when  they  flatter  themselves  that  they  know  more  about  such 
things  than  their  neighbours. 

*  It  was  necessary,'  said  Bertram. 

*  Necessary — ah,  yes :  I  dare  say.  I  don't  in  the  least  mean  to 
blame  you,  George.  I  am  sure  you  would  not  behave  badly  to 
any  girl — and,  from  what  I  have  heard,  I  am  quite  sure— quite 
sure  it  was  not  your  fault.  Indeed,  I  know  very  well — *  and  in 
lieu  of  finishing  her  speech,  Mrs.  Wilkinson  itgain  nodded  her 
head. 

*  Kobody  was  to  blame,  aunt ;  nobody,  and  it  is  much  better  to 
say  nothing  about  it.' 

*  That  is  very  good  of  you,  George ;  very.  But  I  always  shall 
say—' 

*  Dear  aunt,  pray  say  nothing.  We  had  thought  when  we  knew 
little  of  each  other  that  it  would  suit  us  to  live  together.  As  we 
learnt  each  other's  characters  more  thoroughly,  we  found  that 
we  had  been  wrong.  It  was  better  for  us,  therefore,  to  part; 
and  we  did  part.' 

*  And  so  now  she  is  going  to  be  Lady  Harcourt  ? ' 

*  Yes ;  it  seems  so.' 

*  Well,  at  any  rate,  we  must  all  say  this :  she  hasn't  lost  any 
time.  I  don't  know  what  Sir  Henry  may  think  of  it ;  but  it  cer- 
tainly does  seem  to  me — ' 

'  Dear  aunt,  pray  do  not  talk  to  me  about  this.  I  think  Miss 
Waddington  quite  right  to  accept  Sir  Henry  Harcourt.  That 
is,  I  think  her  right  under  the  circumstances.  He  is  a  rising 
man,  and  she  will  grace  any  station  in  which  he  can  place  her.  I 
do  not  at  all  blame  her,  not  in  the  least !  it  would  be  monstrous 
if  I  did.' 

*  Oh,  of  course — we  all  know  that  it  was  you  broke  off  the  other 
match ;  all  the  world  knows  that.     But  what  I  want  to  speak 

•  about  is  this.    The  old  gentleman's  money,  George !    Now  Sir 
Henry  of  course  is  looking  to  that.' 

*  He  has  my  permission.' 

*  And  of  course  he  will  get  some  of  it.  That's  to  be  expected 
— she's  his  grandchild — of  course  I  know  that,'  and  Mrs.  Wilkin- 
son again  nodded  her  head.  *  But,  George,  you  must  look  very 
close  after  the  old  gentleman.    It  won't  at  aU  do  to  let  Harcourt 

cut  you  out  altogether.    I  do  \iope  ^om  T£\e«a  \*o  \i^  «i  ^ood  deal 
down  at  Hadley.    It  won't  last  for  W^,  ^oml Ytlotw  ^ 
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Bertram  would  not  condescend  to  explain  to  Mrs.  Wilkinson 
that  he  had  no  intention  of  going  near  his  uncle  again,  and  that 
he  was  sick  of  the  very  name  of  the  old  man's  monej.  So  he 
hummed  and  hawed,  and  changed  the  conversation  by  saying  that 
he  should  be  so  glad  to  see  Arthur  on  his  return. 

*  Yes,  I  am  sure  you  will.  But  you'll  find  Arthur  much  changed 
— very  much.*  And  it  was  clear  from  the  tone  of  Mrs.  Wilkin- 
son's voice  that  she  did  not  think  that  this  change  in  her  son 
was  for  the  better. 

*  He  is  growing  older,  I  suppose  ;  like  the  rest  of  us,'  said  Ber- 
tram, attempting  to  laugh. 

*  Oh,  yes ;  he's  growing  older,  of  course.  But  people  should 
grow  better,  George,  and  more  contented ;  particularly  when  they 
have  everything  about  them  that  they  can  possibly  want.' 

*  Is  not  Arthur  contented  ?  He  should  get  married  then.  Look 
at  Adela  Gauntlet  there ! ' 

'  Nonsense,  George ;  pray  don't  put  that  into  his  head.  What 
has  he  to  marry  on  ?  And  as  for  Adela,  if  she  has  fifteen  hun- 
dred pounds  it  will  be  every  farthing.  And  what's  that  for  a 
family?' 

*  But  Arthur  has  a  living.' 

*  Now,  George,  don't  you  be  talking  in  that  way  to  him.  In  one 
sense  he  has  a  living ;  for,  situated  as  things  at  present  are,  of 
course  I  cannot  hold  it  in  my  own  hands.  But  in  real  truth  he  has 
not  a  living — not  of  his  own.  Lord  Stapledean,  whom  I  shall 
always  regard  as  the  very  first  nobleman  in  the  land,  and  a  cre- 
dit to  the  whole  peerage,  expressly  gave  the  living  to  me.' 

*  To  you,  aunt?' 

*'  Yes,  expressly  to  me.  And  now  I  fear  Arthur  is  discontented 
because  he  knows  that  I  choose  to  remain  mistress  of  my  own 
house.  I  have  done  everything  I  can  to  make  the  house  plea- 
sant to  him.  He  has  the  same  study  his  dear  father  always  nad ; 
and  he  has  his  own  separate  horse  in  the  stable,  which  is  more 
than  his  father  had.' 

*  But  Arthur  has  his  fellowship.' 

'And  where  would  his  fellowship  be  if  he  married  Adela 
Gauntlet  ?  I  do  hope  you'll  say  something  to  him  to  make  him 
more  contented.  I  say  nothing  about  his  conduct  to  me.  I 
don't  suppose  he  means  to  be  undutiful.' 

And  then  Bertram  did  manage  to  escape ;  and  taking  his  ];iat 
he  walked  away  along  that  same  river-path  which  led  to  West 
Putford — that  same  path  which  Arthur  Wilkinson  had  used  to 
take  when  he  went  fishing  in  those  happy  earVj  d"K^^\i^la^^^^t^- 
motion  had  come  to  him,  and  the  gloriea  oi  TCkM^oo^. 
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But  George  was  not  thinking  now  of  Arthur  or  of  Adela.  He 
had  enough  of  sorrow  in  his  own  breast  to  make  his  mind  selfish 
for  the  present — Caroline  Waddington  was  to  be  married !  to  be 
married  so  soon  after  getting  quit  of  her  former  bondage ;  to  be 
married  to  Henry  Haroourt.  There  was  no  chance  left  now,  no 
hope,  no  possibility  that  he  might  regain  the  rich  prize  which  he 
had  flung  away. 

And  did  he  wish  to  regain  it  ?  "Was  it  not  now  clear  enough 
that  she  had  never  loved  him  ?  In  May,  while  the  £ruits  were 
filling,  they  had  separated ;  and  now  before  they  were  well  ripe 
she  had  given  herself  to  another  1  Love  him !  no,  indeed.  Was 
it  possible  that  she  should  love  any  man  ? — that  she,  who  could 
so  redeem  herself  and  so  bestow  herself,  should  have  any  heart, 
any  true  feeling  of  what  love  is  ? 

And  yet  this  was  not  the  worst  of  it.  Such  love  as  she  had  to 
give,  had  she  not  given  it  to  this  Harcourt  even  before  she  had 
rescued  herself  from  her  former  lover  ?  Had  she  not  given  this 
man  her  preference,  such  preference  as  she  had  to  give,  then,  then 
when  she  was  discussing  with  him  how  best  to  delay  her  nuptials 
with  her  acknowledged  suitor  ?  This  successful,  noisy,  pushing, 
worldly  man  had  won  her  by  his  success  and  his  worldliness.  The 
glitter  of  the  gold  had  caught  her ;  and  so  she  had  been  unhappy, 
and  had  pined,  and  worn  herself  with  grief  till  she  could  break 
away  from  her  honest  truth,  and  bind  herself  to  the  horn  of  the 
golden  calf. 

'Twas  thus  that  he  now  thought  of  her,  thus  that  he  spoke  of 
her  to  himself  out  loud,  now  that  he  could  wander  alone,  with  no 
eye  to  watch  him,  no  ear  to  hear  him.  And  yet  he  loved  her 
with  a  strong  love,  with  a  mad  passion  such  as  he  had  never  felt 
before.  Much  as  he  blamed  her,  thoroughly  as  he  despised  her 
for  being  so  venal ;  yet  he  blamed,  nay,  scorned,  himself  more 
vehemently  in  that  he  had  let  this  plausible  knave  with  his  silken 
words  rob  from  him  the  only  treasure  worth  his  having.  Why 
had  he  not  toiled  ?  Why  had  he  not  made  a  name  for  himself  ? 
Why  had  he  not  built  a  throne  on  which  his  ladyJove  might  sit 
and  shine  before  the  world  P 
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Thf  next  three  or  four  days  passed  by  heavily  enough,  and  then 
Arth ur  Wilkinson  returned*    He  xetvanfe^oiv  «k^^\^a^  ^^^tdn^\ 


HUB3T  STAPLE.  275 

as  clergymen  always  do,  so  as  to  be  ready  for  their  great  day  of 
work.  There  are  no  Sabbath-breakers  to  be  compared,  in  the 
vehemence  of  their  Sabbath-breaking,  to  hard-worked  parochial 
clergymen — unless,  indeed,  it  be  Sunday-school  children,  who  are 
forced  on  that  day  to  learn  lon^  dark  collects,  and  stand  in  dread 
catechismal  row  before  their  spiritual  pastors  and  masters. 

In  the  first  evening  there  was  that  flow  of  friendship  which  always 
^exists  for  the  few  first  hours  of  meeting  between  men  who  are 
really  fond  of  each  other.  And  these  men  were  fond  of  each  other ; 
the  fonder  perhaps  because  each  of  them  had  now  cause  for  sorrow* 
Very  little  was  said  between  Arthur  and  Adela.  There  was  not 
apparently  much  to  alarm  the  widow  in  their  mutual  manner,  or 
to  make  her  think  that  Miss  Gauntlet  was  to  be  put  in  her  place. 
Adela  sat  among  the  other  girls,  taking  even  less  share  in  the  con*- 
versation  than  they  did ;  and  Arthur,  though  he  talked  as  became 
the  master  of  the  house,  talked  but  little  to  her. 

On  the  following  morning  they  all  went  to  church,  of  course, 
"Who  has  courage  to  remain  away  from  church  when  staying  at  the 
clergyman's  house  ?  No  one  ever ;  unless  it  be  the  clergyman's 
wife,  or  perhaps  an  independent  self-willed  daughter.  At  Hurst 
Staple,  however,  on  this  Sunday  they  all  attended.  Adela  was  in 
deepest  mourning.  Her  thick  black  veil  was  down,  so  as  to  hide 
her  tears.  The  last  Sunday  she  had  been  at  church  her  lather  had 
preached  his  last  sermon. 

Bertram,  as  he  entered  the  door,  could  not  but  remember  how 
long  it  was  since  he  had  joined  in  public  worship.  Months  and 
months  had  passed  over  him  since  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be  told 
that  the  Scriptures  moved  him  in  sundry  places  to  acknowledge 
and  confess  his  sins.  And  yet  there  had  been  a  time  when  he  had 
earnestly  poured  forth  his  frequent  prayers  to  heaven ;  a  time  not 
long  removed.  It  was  as  yet  hardly  more  than  three  years  since 
he  had  sworn  within  himself  on  the  brow  of  Olivet  to  devote  him- 
self to  the  service  of  his  Saviour.  Why  had  that  oath  been  broken  ? 
A  girl  had  ridiculed  it ;  a  young  girl  had  dissipated  all  that  by  the 
sheen  of  her  beauty,  by  the  sparkle  of  her  eye,  by  the  laughter  of 
her  ruddy  lip.  He  had  promised  himself  to  his  God,  but  the 
rustling  of  silks  had  betrayed  his  heart.  At  her  instance,  at  her 
first  word,  that  promise  had  been  whistled  down  the  wind. 

And  to  what  had  this  brought  him  now  ?  As  for  the  bright  eyes, 
and  the  flashing  beauty,  and  the  ruddy  lips,  they  were  made  over 
in  fee- simple  to  another,  who  was  ready  to  go  further  than  he  had 
gone  in  seeking  this  world's  vanities.  Even  the  price  of  his  apos- 
tasy had  vanished  from  him. 

But  was  this  aU  ?  was  this  nearly  aJl?  N<iaa  \Ja\a  %a  ^xs::^*"5kka%\si 
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that  further  misery  which  had  come  upon  him  ?  Where  was  his 
faith  now,  his  true,  youthful,  ardent  faith ;  the  belief  of  his  inner 
heart ;  the  conviction  of  a  Gtod  and  a  Saviour,  which  had  once 
been  to  him  the  source  of  joy  P  Had  it  all  vanished  when,  under 
the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  over  against  that  very  garden  of  Geth- 
semane,  he  had  exchanged  the  aspirations  of  his  soul  for  the  pres- 
sure of  a  soft  white  hand. 

No  one  becomes  an  infidel  at  once.  A  man  who  has  really  be- 
lieved does  not  lose  by  a  sudden  blow  the  firm  convictions  of  his 
soul.  But  when  the  work  has  been  once  commenced,  when  the 
first  step  has  been  taken,  the  pace  becomes  frightfully  fast.  Three 
years  since  his  belief  had  been  like  the  ardour  of  young  love,  and 
now  what  were  his  feelings  ?  Men  said  that  he  was  an  infidel ; 
but  he  would  himself  deny  it  with  a  frigid  precision,  with  the  stiffest 
accuracy  of  language ;  and  then  argue  that  his  acknowledgment  of 
a  superhuman  creative  power  was  not  infidelity.  He  had  a  God 
of  his  own,  a  cold,  passionless,  prudent  God ;  the  same  God,  he 
said,  to  whom  others  looked  ;  with  this  only  difference,  that  when 
others  looked  with  fanatic  enthusiasm,  he  looked  with  well-balanced 
reason.  But  it  was  the  same  God,  he  said.  And  as  to  the  Saviour, 
he  had  a  good  deal  also  to  say  on  that  subject ;  a  good  deal  which 
might  show  that  he  was  not  so  far  from  others  as  others  thought. 
And  so  he  would  prove  that  he  was  no  infidel. 

But  could  he  thus  satisfy  himself  now  that  he  again  heard  the 
psalms  of  his  youth  ?  and  remembered  as  he  listened,  that  he  had 
lost  for  ever  that  beauty  which  had  cost  him  so  dear  ?  Did  he  not 
now  begin  to  think — to  feel  perhaps  'rather  than  to  think — that, 
after  all,  the  sound  of  the  church  bells  was  cheering,  that  it  was 
sweet  to  kneel  there  where  others  knelt,  sweet  to  hear  the  voices 
of  those  young  children  as  they  uttered  together  the  responses  of 
the  service  ?  Was  he  so  much  wiser  than  others  that  he  could 
venture  on  his  own  judgment  to  set  himself  apart,  and  to  throw 
over  as  useless  all  that  was  to  others  so  precious  ? 

Such  were  his  feelings  as  he  sat,  and  knelt,  and  stood  there — 
mechanically  as  it  were,  remembering  the  old  habits.  And  then 
he  tried  to  pray.  But  praying  is  by  no  means  the  easiest  work  to 
which  a  man  can  set  himself.  Kneeling  is  easy  ;  the  repetition  of 
the  well-known  word  is  easy ;  the  putting  on  of  some  solemnity  of 
mind  is  perhaps  not  diflBcult.  But  to  remember  what  you  are 
asking,  why  you  are  asking,  of  whom  you  are  asking  ;  to  feel  sure 
that  you  want  what  you  do  ask,  and  that  this  asking  is  the  best 
way  to  get  it ; — that  on  the  whole  is  not  easy.  On  this  occasion 
Bertram  probably  found  it  utterly  beyond  his  capacity. 
JSe  declined  to  go  to  afbernoou  dcturda.    T\aa\&Ti"5i^WL'itci  be 
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de  ri^ueur  even  in  a  parson's  house,  unless  it  be  among  certain  of 
the  strictly  low-church  clergymen.  A  very  high  churchman  may 
.  ask  you  to  attend  at  four  o'clock  of  a  winter  morning,  but  he  will 
not  be  grievously  offended  if,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  you  prefer 
your  armchair,  and  book— probably  of  sermons ;  but  that  is  be- 
tween you  and  your  conscience. 

They  dined  early,  and  in  the  evening,  Bertram  and  his  host 
walkea  out.  Hitherto  they  had  had  but  little  opportunity  of  con- 
versation, and  Bertram  longed  to  talk  to  some  one  of  what  was 
within  his  breast.  On  this  occasion,  however,  he  failed.  Con- 
versation will  not  always  go  exactly  as  one  would  have  it. 

*  I  was  glad  to  see  you  at  church  today,'  said  the  parson.  *  To 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  did  not  expect  it.  I  hope  it  was  not  intended 
as  a  compliment  to  me.' 

*  I  rather  fear  it  was,  Arthur.' 

*  Tou  mean  that  you  went  because  you  did  not  like  to  displease 
us  by  staying  away  ? ' 

*  Something  like  it,'  said  Bertram,  affecting  to  laugh.  *  I  do 
not  want  your  mother  and  sisters,  or  you  either,  to  regard  mo  as 
an  ogre.  In  England,  at  any  rate  in  the  country  in  England,  one 
is  an  ogre  if  one  doesn't  go  to  church.  It  does  not  much  matter, 
I  believe,  what  one  does  when  one  is  there ;  so  long  as  one  is  quiet, 
and  lets  the  parson  have  his  say.' 

'  There  is  nothing  so  easy  as  ridicule,  especially  in  matters  of 
Tcligion.' 

'  Quite  true.  But  then  it  is  again  true  that  it  is  very  hard  to 
laugh  at  anything  that  is  not  in  some  point  ridiculous.' 

*  And  God's  worship  is  ridiculous  ?  ' 

*  No ;  but  any  pretence  of  worshiping  God  is  so.  And  as  it  is 
but  a  step  from  the  ridiculous  to  the  sublime,  and  as  the  true  wor- 
ship of  God  is  probably  the  highest  sublimity  to  which  man  can 
reach ;  so,  perhaps,  is  he  never  so  absolutely  absurd,  in  such  a 
bathos  of  the  ridiculous,  as  when  he  pretends  to  do  so.' 

*  Every  effort  must  sometimes  fall  short  of  success.' 

*  I'll  explain  what  I  mean,'  said  Bertram,  attending  more  to 
himself  than  his  companion.  *  "What  idea  of  man  can  be  so  mag- 
nificent as  that  which  represents  him  with  his  hands  closed,  and 
his  eyes  turned  to  that  heaven  with  which  he  holds  communion  ? 
But  imagine  the  man  so  placed,  and  holding  no  such  communion ! 
Tou  will  at  once-  have  run  down  the  whole  gamut  of  humanity  from 
St.  Paul  to  Pecksniff.' 

*  But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  belief.  It  is  for  the.  man  to 
take  care  that  he  be,  if  possible,  nearer  to  8t.  'P«col\;ivk»2a.\a^'5i^- 
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*  No,  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  belief;  but  it  is  a  gauge,  the 
only  gauge  we  have,  of  what  belief  a  man  has.  How  many  of 
those  who  were  sitting  by  silently  while  you  preached  really  be- 
Kered  P* 

*  All,  I  hope ;  all,  I  trust.  I  firmly  trust  that  they  are  all  be- 
lievers ;  all,  mcluding  yourself.' 

*  I  wonder  whether  there  was  one ;  one  believer  in  all  that  which 
you  called  on  us  to  say  that  we  believed  ?  one,  for  instance,  who 
believes  in  the  communion  of  saints  ?  one  who  believes  in  the 
resurrection  of  the  body  ?* 

*  And  why  should  they  not  believe  in  the  communion  of  saints  ? 
What's  the  diflBculty  ?' 

*  Very  little,  certainly ;  as  their  belief  goes — what  they  and  you 
call  belief.  Bumtunshid  gara  shushabad  gerostophat.  That  is  the 
shibboleth  of  some  of  the  Caucasian  tribes.  Do  you  believe  in 
Sumtunshid  ?' 

*  K  you  will  talk  gibberish  when  talking  on  such  a  matter,  I  had 
rather  change  the  subject.' 

*  Now  you  are  unreasonable,  and  want  to  have  all  the  gibberish 
to  vourself.  That  you  should  have  it  all  to  yourself  in  your  own 
pulpit  we  accede  to  you ;  but  out  here,  on  the  heath,  surely  I  may 
have  my  turn.  Tou  do  not  believe  in  Eumtunshid  ?  Then  why 
should  farmer  Buttercup  be  called  on  to  believe  in  the  communion 
of  the  saints  ?  What  does  he  believe  about  it  ?  Or  why  should 
you  make  little  Plora  Buttercup  tell  such  a  huge  fib  as  to  say, 
that  she  believes  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body  ?' 

*  It  is  taught  her  as  a  necessary  lesson,  and  will  be  explained  to 
her  at  the  proper  age.' 

*  No  ;  there  is  no  proper  age  for  it.  It  will  never  be  explained 
to  her.  Neither  Flora  nor  her  father  will  ever  understand  any- 
thing about  it.  But  they  will  always  believe  it.  Am  I  old  enough 
to  understand  it  ?  Explain  it  to  me.  No  one  yet  has  ever  at- 
tempted to  do  so ;  and  yet  my  education  was  not  neglected.' 

Wilkinson  had  too  great  a  fear  of  his  friend's  powers  of  ridicule 
to  venture  on  an  explanation;  so  he  again  suggested  that  they 
should  change  the  subject. 

*That  is  always  the  way,'  said  Bertram.  *I  never  knew  a 
clergyman  who  did  not  want  to  change  the  subject  when  that 
subject  is  the  one  on  which  he  should  be  ever  wiUing  to  speak.' 

*  If  there  be  anything  that  you  deem  holy,  you  would  not  be 
willing  to  hear  it  ridiculed.' 

*  There  is  much  that  I  deem  holy,  and  for  that  I  fear  no  laughter. 
Jam  ready  to  defy  ridicule.  But  \i  I  talk  to  you  of  the  asceticism 

ofStyliteay  and  tell  you  that  1  admits  \t,  mi^l-w^  -vsKiS^aXfc  *^^^'^ 


HUEST  staple:  279 

you  not  then  laugh  at  me  ?  Of  course  we  ridicule  what  we  think 
18  false.  But  ridicule  will  run  off  truth  like  water  from  a  duck's 
back.  Come,  explain  to  me  this  about  the  resurrection  of  the 
body.'  . 

'  Yet,  in  my  flesh,  shall  I  see  Gk)d,'  said  Arthur,  in  a  solemn 
tone. 

*  But  I  say,  no.     It  is  impossible.' 

*  Nothing  is  impossible  with  God.' 

'  Yes  ;  it  is  impossible  that  his  own  great  law»  should  change. 
It  is  impossible  that  they  should  remain,  and  yet  not  remain. 
Tour  body — that  which  we  all  call  our  body — that  which  Flora  But- 
tercup believes  to  be  her  body  (for  in  this  matter  she  does  believe) 
will  turn  itself,  through  the  prolific  chemistry  of  nature,  i!nto  va- 
rious productive  gases  by  which  other  bodies  will  be  formed. 
With  which  body  will  you  see  Christ  ?  with  that  which  you  now 
carry,  or  that  you  will  carry  when  you  die  ?  For,  of  course,  every 
atom  of  your  body  changes.' 

'  It  little  matters  which.  It  is  sufficient  for  me  to  believe  as 
the  Scriptures  teach  me.' 

*  Yes  ;  if  one  could  believe.  A  Jew,  when  he  drags  his  dying 
limbs  to  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  he  can  believe.  He,  in  his 
darkness,  knows  nothing  of  these  laws  of  nature.  But  we  will  go 
to  people  who  are  not  in  darkness.  If  I  ask  your  mother  what  she 
means  when  she  says — "  Not  by  confusion  of  substance ;  but  by 
unity  of  person,"  what  will  she  answer  me  ?' 

*  It  is  a  subject  which  it  will  take  her  some  time  to  explain.' 
'  Yes,  I  think  so ;  and  me  some  time  longer  to  understand.' 
Wilkinson  was  determined  not  to  be  led  into  argument,  and  so 

he  remained  silent.  Bertram  was  also  silent  for  awhile,  and  they 
walked  on,  each  content  with  his  own  thoughts.  But  yet  not 
content,  Wilkinson  would  have  been  contented  to  be  let  alone ; 
to  have  his  mind,  and  faith^  and  hopes  lefb  in  the  repose  which 
nature  and  education  had  prepared  for  them.  But  it  was  not  so 
with  Bertram.  He  was  angry  with  himself  for  not  believing,  and 
angry  with  others  -that  they  did  believe.  They  went  on  in  this 
way  for  some  ten  minutes,  and  then  Bertram  began  again. 

*  Ah,  that  I  could  believe  I  If  it  were  a  thing  to  come  at,  as  a 
man  wishes,  who  would  doubt?  But  you,  you,  the  priest,  the 
teacher  of  the  people,  you,  who  should  make  it  all  so  easy,  you 
will  make  it  so  difficult,  so  impossible.  BeMef,  at  any  rate,  should 
be  easy,  though  practice  may  oe  hard.' 

*  You  should  look  to  the  Bible,  not  to  us.' 

*  Yes ;  it  is  there  that  is  our  stumbling-block.     A  book  v^  ^«Sk. 
to  us,  not  over  well  translated  from  \ax\ou^  \a5i^>aa.%^"«^,\'M^»  ^^ 
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which  18  history  hyperbolically  told — for  all  Eastern  language  is 
hyperbolical ;  part  of  which  is  prophecy,  the  very  meaning  of 
which  is  lost  to  us  by  the  loss  of  those  things  which  are  intended 
to  be  imaged  out ;  and  part  of  which  is  thanksgiving  uttered  in 
the  language  of  men  who  knew  nothing,  and  could  understand 
nothing  of  those  rules  bv  which  we  are  to  be  governed.' 

*  Tou  are  talking  of  the  Old  Testament  P ' 

'  It  is  given  to  us  as  one  whole.  Then  we  have  the  story  of  a 
mystery  which  is  above,  or,  at  least,  beyond  the  utmost  stretch  of 
man's  comprehension ;  and  the  very  purport  of  which  is  opposed 
to  all  our  ideas  of  justice.  In  the  jurisprudence  of  heaven  can 
that  be  just  which  here,  on  earth,  is  manifestly  unjust  ?* 

'  Is  your  faith  in  G-od  so  weak  then,  and  your  reliance  on  your- 
self so  firm,  that  you  can  believe  nothing  beyond  your  own  com- 
prehension ?' 

*  I  believe  much  that  I  do  not  understand.  I  believe  the  dis- 
tance of  the  earth  from  the  sun.  I  believe  that  the  seed  of  a  man 
is  carried  in  a  woman,  and  then  brought  forth  to  light,  a  living 
being.  I  do  not  understand  the  principle  of  this  wondrous  growth. 
But  yet  I  believe  it,  and  know  that  it  is  from  God.  But  I  cannot 
believe  that  evil  is  good.  I  cannot  believe  that  man  placed  here 
by  God  shall  receive  or  not  receive  future  happiness  as  he  may 
chance  to  agree  or  not  to  agree  with  certain  doctors  who,  some- 
where about  the  fourth  century,  or  perhaps  later,  had  themselves 
so  much  difficulty  in  coming  to  any  agreement  on  the  disputed 
subject.' 

*  I  think,  Bertram,  that  you  are  going  into  matters  which  you 
know  are  not  vital  to  faith  in  the  Christian  religion.' 

*  What  is  vital,  and  what  is  not  ?  If  I  could  only  learn  that  I 
But  you  always  argue  in  a  circle.  I  am  to  have  faith  because  of 
the  Bible  ;  but  I  am  to  take  the  Bible  through  faith.  Whence  is 
the  spring  of  my  faith  to  come  f  where  shall  I  find  the  fountain- 
head?' 

*  In  prayer  to  God.' 

*  But  can  I  pray  without  faith  ?  Did  any  man  ever  kneel  be- 
fore a  log,  and  ask  the  log  that  he  might  believe  in  the  log  ?  Had 
he  no  faith  in  the  log,  could  it  be  possible  that  he  should  be  seen 
there  kneeling  before  it?' 

*  Has  the  Bible  then  for  you  no  intrinsic  evidence  of  its  truth  ?' 

*  Yes,  most  irrefragable  evidence ;  evidence  that  no  thinking 
man  can  possibly  reject.  Christ's  teachiDg,  the  words  that  I  have 
there  as  coming  from  his  mouth  are  irresistible  evidence  of  bis 

Btnesa  to  teach.    But  you  will  permit  me  to  use  no  such  evidence. 
/  miiat  take  it  all,  from  tbe  begvnnm^  o^  ta^  e^T^«t,\i^lQt<6  \  ^«s^ 
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look  into  its  intrinsic  truth.    And  it  must  be  all  true  to  me :  the' 
sun  standing  still  upon  Gibeon  no  less  than  the  divine  wisdom 
which  showed  that  C»sar's  tribute  should  be  paid  to  CsBsar.' 

*  If  every  man  and  every  child  is  to  select,  how  shall  we  ever 
have  a  creed  ?  and  if  no  creed,  how  shall  we  have  a  church  ?' 

*  And  if  no  church,  how  then  parsons  ?  Follow  it  on,  and  it 
comes  to  that.  But,  in  truth,  you  require  too  much ;  and  so  you 
get — nothing.  Tour  flocks  do  not  believe,  do  not  pray,  do  not 
listen  to  you.  They  are  not  in  earnest.  In  earnest !  Heavens ! 
if  a  man  could  believe  all  this,  could  be  in  earnest  about  it,  how 
possibly  could  he  care  for  other  things  ?  But  no  ;  you  pride  your- 
selves on  faith  ;  but  you  have  no  faith.  There  is  no  such  thing 
left.     In  these  days  men  do  not  know  what  faith  is.' 

In  the  evening,  when  the  ladies  had  gone  to  their  rooms,  they 
were  again  together ;  and  Bertram  thought  that  he  would  speak 
of  Caroline.  But  he  was  again  foiled.  There  had  been  some 
little  bickering  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  She  had  been 
querulous,  and  had  not  cared  to  hide  it,  though  G-eorge  and  Adela 
were  sitting  there  as  guests.  This  had  made  her  son  unhappy, 
and  he  now  spoke  of  it. 

*  I  am  sorry  you  should  hear  my  mother  speak  in  that  way, 
George.  I  hope  I  am  not  harsh  to  her.  I  tiy  to  refrain  from 
answering  her.  But  unless  I  go  back  to  my  round  jackets,  and 
take  my  food  from  her  hand  like  a  child,  I  cannot  please  her.' 

*  Perhaps  you  are  too  careful  to  please  her.  I  think  you  should 
let  her  know  that,  to  a  certain  extent,  you  must  be  master  in 
your  own  house.' 

'  Ah !  I  have  given  that  up  long  since.  She  has  an  idea  that 
the  house  is  hers.  I  do  not  care  to  thwart  her  in  that.  Perhaps 
I  should  have  done  it  at  first ;  but  it  is  too  late  now.  Tonight  she 
was  angry  with  me  because  I  would  not  read  a  sermon.' 

*  And  why  then  didn't  you  ?' 

*  I  have  preached  two  today.'  And  the  young  clergyman  yawned 
somewhat  wearily.  '  She  used  to  read  them  herself*.  I  did  put  a 
stop  to  that.' 

*  Why  so  ?  why  not  let  her  read  them  ?* 

*  The  girls  used  to  go  to  sleep,  always — and  then  the  servants 
slept  also.     I  don't  think  she  has  a  good  voice  for  sermons.    But 

■J  am  sure  of  this,  George — she  has  never  forgiven  me.* 

*  And  never  will.' 

*  Sometimes,  I  almost  think  she  w^ould  wish  to  take  my  place  in 
the  pulpit.' 

*  The  wish  is  not  at  all  unnatural,  my  dear  felloe  * 

'  The  truth  ib,  that  Lord  Stapledean'a  me^^^^^'b  \.^  'Wt  «a^>siA 
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•conduct  about  the  living,  has  quite  upset  her.  I  cannot  blame 
Lord  Stapledean.  What  he  did  was  certainly  kind.  But  I  do 
blame  myself*.  I  never  should  have  accepted  the  living  on  those 
terms — never,  never.  I  knew  it  when  1  did  it,  and  I  have  never 
since  ceased  to  repent  it.'  And  so  saying  he  got  up  and  walked 
quickly  about  the  room.  *  Would  you  believe  it  now ;  my  mother 
takes  upon  herself  to  tell  me  in  what  way  I  should  read  the  abso- 
lution ;  and  feels  herself  injured  because  I  do  not  comply  ?' 

*  I  can  tell  you  but  of  one  remedy,  Arthur ;  but  I  can  tell  you 
of  one.* 

'What  remedy?' 

*  Take  a  wife  to  yourself;  one  who  will  not  mind  in  what  way 
you  read  the  absolution  to  her.' 

'A  wife!'  said  Wilkinson,  and  he  uttered  a  long  sigh  as  he 
continued  his  walk. 

*  Yes,  a  wife ;  why  not  ?  People  say  that  a  country  clergyman 
should  never  be  without  a  wife ;  and  as  for  myself,  I  firmly  think 
that  they  are  right.' 

*  Every  curate  is  to  marry,  then  ?' 

*  But  you  are  not  a  curate.' 

*  I  should  onlv  have  the  income  of  a  curate.  And  where  should 
I  put  a  wife  ?  The  house  is  full  of  women  already.  Who  would 
come  to  such  a  house  as  this  ?' 

*  There  is  Adela ;  would  not  she  come  if  you  asked  her  ?' 

*  Adela !'  said  the  young  vicar.  And  now  his  walk  had  brought 
him  to  the  further  end  of  the  table ;  and  there  he  reinained  for  a 
minute  or  two.     *  Adela ! ' 

*  Tes,  Adela,'  said  Bertram. 

*  What  a  life  my  mother  would  lead  her !  She  is  fond  of  her 
now ;  very.     But  in  that  case  I  know  that  she  would  hate  her.* 

'  If  I  were  you,  I  would  make  my  wife  the  mistress  of  my  house, 
not  my  mother.' 

*  Ah  I  you  do  not  understand,  George.' 

*But  perhaps  you  do  not  like  Adela — ^perhaps  you  could  not 
teach  yourself  to  love  her  ?' 

'Perhaps  not,'  said  Wilkinson.  *And  perhaps  she  could  not 
teach  herself  to  like  me.     But,  ah !  that  is  out  of  the  question.' 

'  There  is  nothing  between  you  and  Adela  then  P'  asked  Bertram. 

*  Oh,  no ;  nothing. '^ 

*  On  your  honour,  nothing  ?' 

JNol^ingatall.  It «, oil.  out  of  the  question.   Myxnarrying. 

And  then  they  took  their  bedroom  candlesticks  and  went  to 
their  own  rooma. 
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It  was  a  weary,  melancholy  Household  just  then,  that  of  Hurst 
Staple,  and  one  may  almost  wonder  that  Bertram  should  have  re- 
mained there ;  hut  still  he  did  remain.  He  had  heen  there  a 
fortnight,  when  he  learnt  that  in  three  days'  time  Adela  was  to 
go  to  Littlehath.  She  was  to  go  down  with  Miss  Baker;  and 
was  to  remain  there  with  her,  or  with  Miss  Todd  if  Miss  Baker 
should  go  back  to  Hadley,  till  her  own  aunt  should  have  returned. 

*  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  to 
Littlehath,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  *  We  have  been  very  glad  to 
have  you ;  and  I  hope  we  have  shown  it.'  As  Arthur  had  evinced 
no  symptoms  of  making  love  to  Miss  Gauntlet,  the  good  lady  had  • 
been  satisfied,  and  now  she  felt  somewhat  slighted  that  her  hos- 
pitality was  not  more  valued. 

But  Adela  explained  in  her  own  soft  manner  that  it  would  be 
better  for  her  to  leave  that  neighbourhood ;  that  her  heart  was 
sore  there ;  that  her  sorrow  for  her  father  would  be  lighter  if  she 
were  away.  What  hypocrites  women  are !  Even  Ophelia  in  her 
madness  would  pretend  that  she  raved  for  her  murdered  father, 
when  it  was  patent  to  all  the  world  that  she  was  mad  for  love  for 
Hamlet.  And  now  Adela  must  leave  Hurst  Staple  because,  for- 
sooth, her  poor  old  father  lay  buried  at  West  Putford.  Would 
not  ten  words  have  quieted  that  ghost  for  ever  ?  But  then,  whtit 
is  the  use  of  a  lady's  speech  but  to  conceal  her  thoughts  ?' 

Bertram  had  spoken  to  Arthur  about  Caroline's  marriage,  but 
he  had  as  yet  said  no  word  on  the  subject  to  any  one  else.  Mrs. 
Wilkinson  had  tried  him  once  or  twice,  but  in  vain.  He  could 
not  bare  his  bosom  to  Mrs.  Wilkinson, 

'  So  you  are  going,  Adela  ?'  he  said  the  morning  he  had  heard 
the  news.  They  had  all  called  her  Adela  in  that  house,  and  he 
had  learned  to  do  as  others  did.  These  intimacies  will  sometimes 
grow  up  in  five  days,  though  an  acquaintance  of  twenty  years  will 
often  not  produce  them. 

'  Yes,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  have  been  a  great  trouble  to  them  here, 
and  it  is  time  that  I  should  be  gone.' 

*  "  Welcome  the  coming,  speed  the  parting  guest."     Had  I  a 
house,  I  should  endeavour  to  act  on  that  principle.  I  would  never 
endeavour  to  keep  a  person  who  wished  to  go.    But  we  shall  al] 
regret  you.    And  then,  Littlehath  is  not  tte  ^\!Wiift  fet  ^wi^»  "^wi^ 
wS)  never  be  happy  at  Littlehath.' 
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'  Whjr  not  ?' 

*  Oh,  it  is  a  wretched  place ;  fiill  of  horse-jockeys  and  hags — of 
card-tables  and  false  hair.' 

*  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  card-tables,  and  I  hope  not 
with  the  false  hair — nor  yet  much,  I  suppose,  with  the  norse- 
jockeys.' 

*  There  will  still  remain  the  worst  of  the  four  curses.* 

*  Mr.  Bertram,  how  can  you  be  so  evil-minded  ?  I  have  had 
many  happy  days  at  Littlebath.'  And  then  she  paused,  for  she 
remembered  that  her  happy  days  there  had  all  been  passed  with 
Caroline  Waddington. 

Yes,  and  I  also  have  had  happy  days  there,*  said  he ;  *  very 
happy.  And  I  am  sure  of  this — that  they  would  have  been  happy 
still  but  for  the  influence  of  that  wretched  place.' 

Adela  could  make  no  answer  to  this  at  the  moment,  so  she  went 
on  hemming  at  her  collar.  Then,  after  a  pause,  she  said, '  I  hope 
it  will  have  no  evil  influence  on  me.' 

*  I  hope  not — I  hope  not.  But  you  are  beyond  such  influences. 
It  seems  to  me,  if  I  may  say  so,  that  you  are  beyond  all  influences.' 

'  Yes ;  as  a  fool  is,'  she  said,  laughing. 

*  No ;  but  as  a  rock  is.  I  will  not  say  as  ice,  for  ice  will  always 
melt.' 

*  And  do  I  never  melt,  Mr.  Bertram  ?  Has  that  which  has 
anade  you  so  unhappy  not  moved  me  ?  Do  you  think  that  I  can 
love  Caroline  as  I  do,  and  not  grieve,  and  weep,  and  groan  in  the 
spirit  ?     I  do  grieve  ;  I  have  wept  for  it.     I  am  not  stone.' 

And  in  this  also  there  had  been  some  craft.  She  had  been  as  it 
were  forced  to  guard  the  thoughts  of  her  own  heart;  and  had, 
therefore,  turned  the  river  of  the  conversation  right  through  the 
.heart  of  her  companion. 

*  For  whom  do  you  weep  ?  for  which  of  us  do  you  weep  ?'  he 
asked. 

*  For  both ;  that,  having  so  much  to  enjoy,  you  should  between 
you  have  thrown  it  all  away.' 

'  She  will  be  happy.  That  at  any  rate  is  a  consolation  to  me. 
Though  you  will  hardly  believe  that.' 

*  I  hope  she  will.  I  hope  she  will.  But,  oh !  Mr.  Bertram,  it  is 
so  fearful  a  risk.  "What — what  if  she  should  not  be  ?  What  if 
she  shall  find,  when  the  time  will  be  too  late  for  finding  anything 
— ^what  if  she  shall  then  find  that  she  cannot  love  him  P' 

*  Love  him  !'  said  the  other  with  a  sneer.  *  You  do  not  know 
her.    What  need  is  there  for  love  ?' 

*Ab  ;  do  not  be  harsh  to  her  •,  do  not  you  be  harsh  to  her.' 
^Harsb,  no ;  I  will  not  be  haraVi  to  \ieT,    \  ^«^\i^  «5^V\xi^«»8s^ 
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And  being  kind,  I  ask  what  need  is  there  for  love  ?  Looking  at 
it  in  any  light,  of  course  she  cannot  love  him.' 

*  Cannot  love  him !  why  not  ?' 

'  How  is  it  possible  P  Had  she  loved  me,  could  she  have  shaken 
off  one  lover  and  taken  up  another  in  two  months  p  And  if  she 
never  loved  me ;  if  for  three  years  she  could  go  on,  never  loving 
me — then  what  reason  is  there  to  think  she  should  want  such  ex- 
citement now  P' 

*  But  you — could  you  love  her,  and  yet  cast  her  from  you  ?' 

*  Yes  ;  I  could  do  it.  I  did  do  it — and  were  it  to  do  again,  it 
should  be  done  again.  I  did  love  her.  K  I  know  what  love  is,  if 
I  can  at  all  understand  it,  I  did  love  her  with  all  my  heart.  And 
yet — I  will  not  say  I  cast  her  off;  it  would  be  unmanly  as  well  as 
false :  but  I  let  her  go.' 

*  Ah  I  you  did  more  than  that,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  I  gave  her  back  her  troth ;  and  she  accepted  it ; — as  it  was  her 
duty  to  do,  seeing  that  her  wishes  were  then  changed.  I  did  no 
more  than  that.* 

*  Women,  Mr.  Bertram,  well  know  that  when  married  they 
sometimes  bear  a  sharp  word.  But  the  sharp  word  before  mar- 
riage ;  that  is  very  hard  to  be  borne.' 

*  I  measure  my  words But  why  should  I  defend  myself  i^  Of 

course  your  verdict  will  be  on  your  friend's  side.  I  should  hate 
you  if  it  were  not  so.  But,  oh !  Adela,  if  I  have  sinned,  I  have 
been  punished.  I  have  been  punished  heavily.  Indeed,  indeed, 
I  have  been  punished.'  And  sitting  down,  he  bowed  himself  on 
the  table,  and  hid  his  face  within  his  hands. 

This  was  in  the  drawing-room,  and  before  Adela  could  venture 
to  speak  to  him  again,  one  of  the  girls  came  into  the  room. 

*  Adela,'  said  she,  *  we  are  waiting  for  you  to  go  down  to  the 
school.' 

*  I  am  coming  directly,'  said  Adela,  jumping  up,  and  still  hoping 
that  Mary  would  f^o  on,  so  as  to  leave  her  one  moment  alone  with 
Bertram.  But  Mary  showed  no  sign  of  moving  without  her 
friend.  Instead  of  doing  so,  she  asked  her  cousin  whether  he  had 
a  headache  ? 

'  Not  at  all,'  said  he,  looking  up ;  '  but  I  am  half  asleep.  This 
Hurst  Staple  is  a  sleepy  place,  I  think.     Where's  Arthur  ?' 

*  He's  in  the  study.' 

*  Well,  I'll  go  into  the  study  also.  One  can  always  sleep  there 
without  being  disturbed.' 

*  You're  very  civil,  Master  Q-eorge.'  And  then  Adela  followed 
her  friend  down  to  the  school. 

Butsibe  could  not  rest  while  the  mattet  altoodk.VsL^^^^^I'.  ^^^ 
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felt  that  she. had  been  both  harsh  and  unjust  to  Bertram.  She 
knew  that  the  fault  had  been  with  Caroline ;  and  yet  she  had  at 
lowed  herself  to  speak  of  it  as  though  he,  and  he  only,  had  been 
to  blame.  She  felt,  moreover,  an  inexpressible  tenderness  for  his 
sorrow.  When  he  declared  how  cruel  was  his  punishment,  she 
cou]d  willingly  have  given  him  the  sympathy  of  her  tears.  For 
were  not  their  cases  in  many  points  the  same  P 

She  was  determined  to  see  him  again  before  she  went,  and  tp 
tell  him  that  she  acquitted  him ; — that  she  knew  the  greater  fault 
was  not  with  him.  This  in  itself  would  not  comfort  him ;  but  she 
would  endeavour  so  to  put  it  that  he  might  draw  comfort  from  it. 

*  I  must  see  you  for  a  moment  alone,  before  I  go,'  she  said  to 
him  that  evening  in  the  drawing-room.  *  1  go  very  early  on  Thurs- 
day morning,  when  can  1  speak  to  you?  You  are  never  up 
earlv,  I  know.' 

*  hut  I  will  be  tomorrow.  Will  you  be  afraid  to  come  out  with 
me  before  breakfast  ?' 

'  Oh  no !  she  would  not  be  at  all  afraid,'  she  said :  and  so  the 
appointment  was  made. 

*  I  know  you'll  think  me  very  foolish  for  giving  this  trouble,' 
she  began,  in  rather  a  confused  way,  '  and  making  so  much  about 
notfdng.' 

'  No  man  thinks  there  is  much  ado  about  nothing  when  the  ado 
is  about  himself,'  said  Bertram,  laughing. 

*  Well,  but  I  know  it  is  foolish.  But  I  was  unjust  to  you  yes- 
terday, and  I  could  not  leave  you  without  confessing  it.* 

*  How  unjust,  Adela  ?' 

'  I  said  you  had  cast  Caioline  off.' 

*  Ah,  no  !  I  certainly  did  not  do  that.' 

*  She  wrote  to  me,  and  told  me  everjrthing.  She  wrote  very 
truly,  I  know ;  and  she  did  not  say  a  word — not  a  word  against 
you.' 

*  Did  she  not  ?  Well — no — I  know  she  would  not.  And  re- 
member this,  Adela :  I  do  not  say  a  word  against  her.  Do  tell 
her,  not  fi*om  me,  you  know,  but  of  your  own  observation,  that  I 
do  not  say  one  word  against  her.     1  only  say  she  did  not  love  me.' 

*  Ah !  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  That  is  all ;  and  that  is  true.  Adela,  I  have  not  much  to  give ; 
but  I  would  give  it  all — all — everything  to  have  her  back — ^to  have 
her  back  as  I  used  to  think  her.  But  if  I  could  have  her  now — 
as  I  know  her  now — by  raising  this  hand,  I  would  not  take  her. 
But  this  imptites  no  blame  to  her«  She  tried  to  love  me,  but  she 
couJd  not* 

>Ab  I  she  did  love  you,* 


THE  WOUNDED  DOE.  287 

'  Never !'     He  almost  shouted  as  he  said  this ;  and  as  he  did  so, 
he  stood  across  his  companion's  path.     *  Never !    She  never  loved 
me.     I  know  it  now.     What  poor  vile*  wretches  we  are  !     It  is  . 
this  I  think  that  most  torments  me.' 

And  then  they  walked  on.  Adela  had  come  there  expressly  to 
speak  to  him,  hut  now  she  was  almost  afraid  to  spoak.  Her  heart 
had  been  full  of  what  it  would  utter,  but  now  all  utterance  seemed 
to  have  left  her.  She  had  intended  to  console,  but  she  did  not 
dare  to  attempt  it.  There  was  a  depth,  almost  a  sublimity  about 
his  grief  which  kept  her  silent. 

*  Oh !  Adela,'  he  said,  *  if  you  knew  what  it  is  to  have  an  empty 
heart — or  rather  a  heart  not  empty — that  would  fain  be  empty 
that  you  might  again  refill  it.  Dear  Adela !'  And  he  put  out  his 
hand  to  take  her  own.  She  hardly  knew  why,  but  she  let  him 
take  her  hand.  *  Dear  Adela ;  have  you  never  sighed  for  the  com- 
fort of  an  empty  heart  ?  You  probe  my  wounds  to  the  bottom ; 
may  I  not  search  your  own  ?' 

She  did  not  answer  him.  AVas  it  possible  that  she  should  answer 
such  a  question  ?  Her  eyes  became  suffused  with  tears,  and  she 
was  unable  to  raise  them  from  the  ground.  She  could  not  recall 
her  hand — not  at  that  moment.  She  had  come  there  to  lecture 
him,  to  talk  to  him,  to  comfort  him  ;  and  now  she  was  unable  to 
say  a  word.  Did  he  know  the  secret  of  her  heart ;  that  secret 
which  once  and  but  once  had  involuntarily  broken  from  out  her 
lips  ?  Had  Caroline  told  him  ?  Had  she  been  so  false  to  friend- 
ship— as  false  to  friendship  as  she  had  been  to  love  ? 

'  Adela !  Adela !  I  would  that  we  had  met  earlier  in  our  lives. 
Yes,  you  and  I.'  These  last  words  he  added  after  she  had  quickly 
rescued  her  hand  from  his  grasp.  A^ery  quickly  she  withdrew  it 
now.  As  quickly  she  lifted  up  her  face,  all  covered  as  it  was  with 
tears,  and  endured  the  full  weight  of  his  gaze.  What !  was  it 
possible  that  he  knew  how  she  had  loved,  and  thought  that  her 
love  had  been  for  him ! 

*  Yes,  you  and  I,'  he  continued.  *  Even  though  your  eyes  flash 
upon  me  so  sternly.  You  mean  to  say  that  had  it  been  ever  so 
early,  that  prize  would  have  been  impossible  for  me.  Speak  out, 
Adela.    That  is  what  you  mean  ?' 

*  Yes ;  it  would  have  been  impossible ;  impossible  every  way ;  im- 
possible, that  is,  on  both  sides.' 

*  Then  you  have  not  that  empty  heart,  Adela  ?  What  else  should 
make  it  impossible  P' 

^  JMr.  Bertram,  when  I  came  here,  I  had  no  wish,  no  intention 
to  talk  about  myself.' 

*  Why  not  of 'jourself  as  well  aa  of  me^    \  ^lOj  ^'gwxi^'V  ^^''^^"^ 
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we  had  both  met  earlier.  It  might  have  been  that  I  should  have 
been  saved  from  this  shipwreck.  I  will  speak  openlj  to  you, 
Adela.  Why  not  ?'  he  added,  seeing  that  she  shrank  from  him, 
and  seemed  as  though  she  would  move  on  quickly — away  from  his 
words. 

'  Mr.  Bertram,  do  not  say  that  which  it  will  be  useless  for  you 
to  have  said.' 

'  It  shall  not  be  useless.  You  are  my  friend,  and  friends  should 
understand  each  other.  You  know  how  I  have  loved  Caroline. 
You  believe  that  I  have  loved  her,  do  you  not  ?  * 

*  Oh,  yes ;  I  do  believe  that.' 

*  Well,  you  may ;  that,  at  any  rate  is  true.  I  have  loved  her. 
She  will  now  be  that  man's  property,  and  I  must  love  her  no 
longer.' 

*  No  ;  not  with  that  sort  of  love.' 

*  That  sort !  Are  there  two  sorts  on  which  a  man  may  run  the 
changes,  as  he  may  from  one  room  to  another  ?  I  must  wipe  her 
out  of  my  mind — out  of  my  heart — or  bum  her  out.  I  would  not 
wish  to  love  anything  that  he  possesses.' 

*  No !'  said  she,  *  not  his  wife.' 

*  Wife !  she  will  never  be  his  wife.  She  will  never  be  bone  of 
his  bone,  and  flesh  of  his  flesh,  as  I  would  have  made  her.  It  will 
be  but  a  partnership  between  them,  to  be  dissolved  when  they  have 
made  the  most  of  tneir  world's  trading.' 

*  If  you  love  her,  Mr.  Bertram,  do  not  be  so  bitter  in  speaking 
of  her.' 

'  Bitter !  I  tell  you  that  I  think  her  quite  right  in  what  she  does. 
If  a  woman  cannot  love,  what  better  can  she  do  than  trade  upon 
her  beauty  ?  But,  there ;  let  her  go ;  I  did  not  wish  to  speak  of 
her.' 

'  I  was  very  wrong  in  asking  you  to  walk  with  me  this  morning.' 
'  No,  Adela,  not  wrong ;  but  very,  very  right.     There,  well,  I 
will  not  ask  you  for  your  hand  again,  though  it  was  but  in  friend- 
ship.' 

*  In  friendship  I  will  rive  it  you,'  and  she  stretched  out  her 
hand  to  him.  It  was  ungloved,  and  very  white  and  fair ;  a  prettier 
hand  than  even  Caroline  could  boast. 

'  I  must  not  take  it.  I  must  not  lie  to  you,  Adela.  I  am  broken- 
hearted. I  have  loved ;  I  have  loved  that  woman  with  all  my 
heart,  with  my  very  soul,  with  the  utmost  strength  of  my  whole 
being — and  now  it  has  come  to  this.  If  I  know  what  a  broken 
lieart  means,  I  have  it  here.  But  yet— yet — yet —  Oh,  Adela !  I 
would  fain  try  yet  once  again.  I  can  do  nothing  for  myself ;  no- 
thing.    If  the  world  were  tbete  at  mj  i^\.^^«&^,^Qf^«t,5^QYY% 
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to  be  had  for  the  stooping,  I  'would  not  stoop  to  pick  them,  if  I 
could  not  share  them  with — a  friend.  Adela,  it  is  so  sad  to  be 
alone !' 

*  Yes,  it  is  sad.     Is  not  sadness  the  lot  of  many  of  us  ?' 

*  Tes ;  but  nature  bids  us  seek  a  cure  when  a  cure  is  possible.* 

*  I  do  not  know  what  you  wish  me  to  understand,  Mr.  Bertram  ?' 

*  Tes,  Adela,  you  do ;  I  think  you  do.  I  think  I  am  honest  and 
open.  At  any  rate,  I  strive  to  be  so.  I  think  you  do  understand 
me.' 

*  If  I  do,  then  the  cure  which  you  seek  is  impossible.' 
*Ah!' 

*  Is  impossible.' 

*  Tou  are  not  angry  with  me  ?' 

*  Angry ;  no,  not  angry.' 

'  And  do  not  be  angry  now,  if  I  speak  openly  again.  I  thought 
— I  thought!     But  I  fear  that  I  shall  pain  you.' 

*  I  do  not  care  for  pain  if  any  good  can  come  of  it.' 

*  I  thought  that  you  also  had  been  wounded.  In  the  woods,  the 
stricken  harts  lie  down  together  and  lick  each  other's  wounds  while 
the  herd  roams  far  away  from  them.' 

*  Is  it  so  ?  Why  do  we  hear  then  "  of  the  poor  sequestered  stag, 
left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friend  ?  "  No,  Mr.  Bertram,  grief, 
I  fear,  must  still  be  solitary.' 

*  And  so,  unendurable,' 

*  God  still  tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb,  now  as  he  has 
ever  done.  But  there  is  no  sudden  cure  for  these  evils.  The  time 
will  come  when  all  this  will  be  remembered,  not  without  sorrow, 
but  with  a  calm,  quiet  mourning  that  will  be  endurable ;  when 
your  heart,  now  not  broken  as  you  say,  but  tortured,  will  bo  able 
to  receive  other  images.  But  that  time  cannot  come  at  once. 
Nor,  I  think,  is  it  well  that  we  should  wish  it.  Those  who  have 
courage  to  love  should  have  courage  to  suffer.' 

'  Yes,  yes,  yes.  But  if  the  courage  be  wanting  ?  if  one  have  it 
not  ?     One  cannot  have  such  courage  for  the  asking.' 

*  The  first  weight  of  the  blow  will  stun  the  sufferer.  I  know 
that,  Mr.  Bertram.  But  that  dull,  dead,  deathly  feeling  will  wear 
off.  at  last.  You  have  but  to  work ;  to  read,  to  write,  to  study. 
In  that  respect,  you  men  are  more  fortunate  than  we  are.  You 
have  that  which  must  occupy  your  thoughts.' 

*  And  you,  Adela —  ?' 

*  Do  not  speak  of  me.     If  you  are  generous,  vou  will  not  do  so. 
If  I  have  in  any  way  seemed  to  speak  of  myselt,  it  is  because  you 
have  made  it  unavoidable.     What  God  has  given  Taa  to\i%ajtSa. 
bearable; — though  I  would  that  be  cou\4  Xi^t-^ei  ^^^x^^^ks.-^  ^<^"?st 

\5 
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fatli^rJ     And,  so  saying,  Adela  at  last  gave  way  to  tears.     On 
that  siAbject  she  might  be  allowed  to  weep. 

Bertram  said  nothing  to  disturb  her  till  they  were  near  the 
house,  and  then  he  again  held  out  his  hand  to  her.  *  As  a  true 
friend  ;  I  hope  as  a  dear  friend.     Is  it  not  so  ?'  said  he. 

*  Yes,'  she  answered,  in  her  lowest  voice,  *  as  a  dear  friend.  But 
remember  that  I  expect  a  friend's  generosity  and  a  friend's  for- 
bearance.' And  so  she  made  her  way  back  to  her  own  room,  and 
appeared  at  breakfast  in  her  usual  sober  guise,  but  with  eyes  that 
told  no  tales. 

On  the  next  morning  she  took  her  departure.  The  nearest 
station  on  the  railway  by  which  she  was  to  go  to  Xiittlebath  was 
distant  about  twelve  miles,  and  it  was  proposed  that  she  should  be 
sent  thither  in  Mrs.  Wilkinson's  phaeton.  This,  indeed,  except 
the  farm-yard  cart,  was  the  only  vehicle  which  belonged  to  the 
parsonage,  and  was  a  low  four-wheeled  carriage,  not  very  well  con- 
trived for  the  accommodation  of  two  moderate-sized  people  in 
front,  and  of  two  immoderately  small  people  on  the  hind  seat.  Mrs. 
Wilkinson  habitually  drove  it  herself,  with  one  of  her  daughters 
beside  her,  and  with  two  others — those  two  whose  legs  had  been 
found  by  measurement  to  be  the  shortest — in  durance  vile  behind  ; 
but  when  so  packed,  it  was  clear  to  all  men  that  the  capacity  of 
the  phaeton  was  exhausted.  Now  the  first  arrangement  proposed 
was,  that  Arthur  should  drive  the  phaeton,  and  that  Sophy  should 
accompany  Adela  to  the  station.  But  Sophy,  in  so  arranging,  had 
forgotten  that  her  friend  had  a  bag,  a  trunk,  and  a  bonnet-box,  the 
presence  of  which  at  Littlebath  would  be  indispensable ;  and,  there- 
fore, at  the  last  moment,  when  the  phaeton  came  to  the  door  with 
the  luggage  fastened  on  the  hinder  seat,  it  was  discovered  for  the 
first  time  that  Sophy  must  be  left  behind. 

Arthur  Wilkinson  would  willingly  have  given  up  his  position, 
and  George  Bertram  would  willingly  have  taken  it.  Adela  also 
would  have  been  well  pleased  at  such  a  change.  But  though  all 
would  have  been  pleased,  it  could  not  be  effected.  The  vicar 
could  not  very  well  proclaim  that,  as  his  sister  was  not  to  accom- 
pany him  and  shield  him,  he  would  not  act  as  charioteer  to  Miss 
Gauntlet;  nor  could  the  lady  object  to  be  driven  by  her  host. 
So  at  last  they  started  from  the  vicarage-door  with  many  farewell 
kisses,  and  a  large  paper  of  sandwiches.  Who  is  it  that  consumes 
the  large  packets  of  sandwiches  with  which  parting  guests  are 
always  laden  ?  I  imagine  that  station-masters'  dogs  are  mainly 
fed  upon  them. 

The  first  iiaJf-mile  was  occupied,  on  Wilkinson's  part,  in  little 
would-be  efforts  to  make  hiB  comipMiiOTi  "taoT^  ooTofortable.     He 
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shifted  himself  about  into  the  furthest  comer  so  as  to  give  her 
more  room ;  he  pulled  his  cloak  but  from  under  her,  and  put  it 
over  her  knees  to  guard  her  from  the  dust ;  and  recommended  her 
three  times  to  put  up  her  parasol.  Then  he  had  a  word  or  two 
to  say  to  the  neighbours ;  but  that  only  lasted  as  long  as  he  was 
in  his  own  parish.  Then  he  came  to  a  hill  which  gave  him  an 
opportunity  of  walking ;  and  on  getting  in  again  he  occupied  half 
a  minute  m  taking  out  his  watsh,  and  assuring  Adela  that  she 
would  not  be  too  late  for  the  train. 

But  when  all  this  was  done,  the  necessity  for  conversation  still 
remained.  They  had  hardly  been  together — thrown  for  conversa- 
tion on  each  other  as  they  now  were — ^since  that  day  when  Arthur 
had  walked  over  for  the  last  time  to  West  Putford.  Eeader,  do 
you  remember  it?  Hardly;  for  have  not  all  the  fortunes  and 
^nisfortunes  of  our  more  prominent  hero  intervened  since  that 
chapter  was  before  you  ? 

*  I  hope  you  will  find  yourself  comfortable  at  Littlebath,'  he 
said  at  last. 

'  Oh,  yes ;  that  is,  I  shall  be  when  my  aunt  comes  home.  I 
shall  be  at  home  then,  you  know.' 

*  But  that  will  be  some  time  ?* 

*  I  fear  so  ;  and  I  dread  greatly  going  to  this  Miss  Todd,  whom 
I  have  never  seen.  But  you  see,  dear  Miss  Baker  must  go  back 
to  Hadley  soon,  and  Miss  Todd  has  certainly  been  very  good- 
natured  in  offering  to  take  me.' 

Then  there  was  another  silence,  which  lasted  for  about  half  a 
mile. 

*My  mother  would  have  been  very  glad  if  you  would  have 
stayed  at  the  personage  till  your  aunt's  return ;  and  so  would  my 
sisters — and  so  should  I.' 

*  You  are  all  very  kind — ^too  kind,'  said  Adela. 

Then  came  another  pause,  perhaps  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  but 
it  was  up-hill  work,  and  the  quarter  of  a  mile  passed  by  very 
slowly. 

*  It  seems  so  odd  that  you  should  go  away  from  us,  whom  you 
have  known  so  long,  to  stay  with  Misa  Todd,  whom  you  never 
have  even  seen.' 

*  I  think  change  of  scene  will  be  good  for  me,  Mr.  Wilkinson.' 

*  Well,  perhaps  so.'  And  then  the  other  quarter  of  a  mile  made 
away  with  itself.  *  Come,  get  along,  Dumnling.'  This  was  said 
to  the  fat  steed ;  for  they  had  now  risen  to  level  ground. 

*  Our  house,  I  know,  must  be  very  stupid  for  you.  It  is  much 
changed  from  what  it  was  ;  is  it  not  ?' 

*  Oh,  I  don't  know.' 
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*  Yes,  it  is.  There  is  neither  the  same  spirit,  nor  the  same 
good-will.     We  miss  my  father  greatly.' 

*  Ah,  yes.    I  can  feel  for  you  there.     It  is  a  loss  ;  a  great  loss.' 

*  I  sometimes  think  it  unfortunate  that  my  mother  should  have 
remained  at  the  vicarage  after  my  father's  death.' 

'  You  have  been  very  good  to  her,  I  know.' 

*  I  have  done  my  best,  Adela.'  It  was  the  first  time  she  had 
distinctly  heard  him  call  her  by  her  Christian  name  since  she  had 
come  to  stay  with  them.  *  But  I  have  failed.  She  is  not  happy 
there ;  nor,  indeed,  for  that  matter,  am  I.' 

*  A  man  should  be  happy  when  he  does  his  duty.* 

*  We  none  of  us  do  that  so  thoroughly  as  to  require  no  other 
source  of  happiness.     Go  on.  Dumpling,  and  do  your  duty.' 

*  I  see  that  you  are  very  careful  in  doing  yours.' 

*  Perhaps  you  will  hardly  believe  me,  but  I  wish  Lord  Stapledean* 
had  never  given  me  the  living.' 

*  WeU ;  it  is  difficult  to  believe  that.  Think  what  it  has  befen 
for  your  sisters.' 

*  I  know  we  should  have  been  very  poor,  but  we  should  not 
have  starved.  I  had  my  fellowship,  and  I  could  have  taken  pupils. 
I  am  sure  we  shoidd  have  been  happier.     And  then — ' 

*And  then — well?'  said  Adela;  and  as  she  spoke,  her  heart 
was  not  quite  at  rest  within  her  breast. 

*  Then  I  should  have  been  free.  Since  I  took  that  living,  I 
have  been  a  slave.'  Again  he  paused  a  moment,  and  whipped  the 
horse :  but  it  was  onlv  now  for  a  moment  that  he  was  silent. 
*  Yes,  a  slave.  Do  you  not  see  what  a  life  I  live  ?  I  could  be 
content  to  sacrifice  myself  to  my  mother  if  the  sacrifice  were  un- 
derstood. But  you  see  how  it  is  with  her.  Nothing  that  I  can 
do  will  satisfy  her ;  and  yet  for  her  I  have  sacrificed  everything — 
everything.' 

*A  sacrifice  is  no  sacrifice  if  it  be  agreeable.  The  sacrifice 
consists  in  its  being  painful.' 

'  Well,  I  suppose  so.  I  say  that  to  myself  so  often.  It  is  the 
only  con^olatioa  I  have.' 

*  Not  that  I  think  your  home  should  be  made  uncomfortable  to 
you.  There  is  no  reason  why  it  should  be.  At  least,  I  should 
think  not.'  She  spoke  with  little  spasmodic  efforts,  which  how- 
ever, did  not  betray  themselves  to  her  companion,  who  seemed  to 
her  to  be  almost  more  engaged  with  Dumpling  than  with  the 
conversation.  It  certainly  had  been  through  no  wish  of  hers 
that  they  were  thus  talking  of  his  household  concerns;  but  as 

they  were  speaking  of  them,  she  was  forced  into  a  certain  amount 
of  hypocrisy.     It  was  a  subject  on  'wW^ci  ^^  e,o\s\.\  \>ka\.  ^^^k 
openly. 
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There  was  then  another  hill  to  be  walked  up,  and  Adela  thought 
there  would  be  no  more  of  it.  The  matter  had  come  up  by  acci- 
dent, and  would  now,  probably,  drop  away.  But  no.  Whether 
by  design,  or  from  chance,  or  because  no  other  topic  presented 
itself,  Arthur  went  back  to  the  subject,  and  did  so  now  in  a  man- 
ner that  was  peculiarly  startling  to  Miss  Gauntlet. 

*  Do  you  remember  my  calling  once  at  West  Putford,  soon  after 
I  got  the  living  ?  It  is  a  long  time  ago  now,  and  I  don't  suppose 
you  do  remember  it.' 

*  Yes,  I  do  ;  very  well.' 

*  And  do  you  remember  what  I  told  you  then  ?' 

*  What  was  it  ?'  said  Adela.  It  clearly  is  the  duty  of  a  young 
lady  on  very  many  occasions  to  be  somewhat  hypocritical. 

'  If  there  be  any  man  to  whose  happiness  marriage  is  more  ne- 
cessary  than  to  that  of  another,  it  is  a  country  clergyman.' 

*  Yes,  I  can  believe  that.  That  is,  if  there  be  not  ladies  of  his 
own  family  living  with  him.' 

*  I  do  not  know  that  that  makes  any  difference.' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  it  must  make  a  difference.  I  think  that  a  man  must 
be  very  wretched  who  has  no  one  to  look  after  his  house.' 

*  And  is  that  your  idea  of  the  excellence  of  a  wife  ?  I  should 
have  expected  something  higher  from  you,  Adela.  I  suppose  you 
think,  then,  that  if  a  man  have  his  linen  looked  after,  and  his  din- 
ner cooked,  that  is  sufficient.'  Poor  Adela !  It  must  be  acknow- 
ledged that  this  was  hard  on  her. 

*  No,  I  do  not  think  that  sufficient.' 

*  It  would  seem  so  from  what  you  say.' 

*  Then  what  I  said  belied  my  thoughts.  '  It  seems  to  me,  Mr. 
Wilkinson,  since  you  drive  me  to  speak  out,  that  the  matter  is 
very  much  in  your  own  hands.  You  are  certainly  a  free  agent. 
You  know  better  than  I  can  tell  you  what  your  duty  to  your  mo- 
ther and  sisters  requires.  Circumstances  have  made  them  depen- 
dent on  you,  and  you  certainly  are  not  the  man  to  disacknowledge 
the  burden.' 

*  Certainly  not.' 

*  No,  certainly  not.  But,  having  made  up  my  mind  to  that,  I 
would  not,  were  I  you,  allow  myself  to  be  a  slave.' 

*  But  what  can  I  do  ?' 

*  You  mean  that  you  would  be  a  poor  man  were  you — were  you 
to  give  up  your  fellowship  and  at  the  same  time  take  upon  your- 
self other  cares  as  well.     Do  as  other  poor  men  do.' 

'  I  know  no  other  man  situated  as  I  am.' 

*  But  you  know  men  who  are  mucla  'woiae  ^VtvxsiX*^^  ^&  t^^&;x^% 
their  worldly  meana.    Were  you  to  give  youT  Txio^iXiec  ^^  V^  ^« 
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TOUT  income,  you  would  still,  I  presume,  be  rielier  tlian  Mr. 
xoung.'  Mr.  Toung  was  the  curate  of  a  neighbouring  parish, 
who  had  lately  married  on  his  curacy. 

It  will  be  said  by  my  critics,  especially  by  my  female  critics, 
that  in  saying  this,  Adela  went  a  long  way  towards  teaching  Mr. 
Wilkinson  the  way  to  woo.  Indeed  she  brought  that  accusation 
against  herself,  and  not  lightly.  But  she  was,  as  she  herself  had 
expressed  it,  driven  in  the  cause  of  truth  to  say  what  she  had  said. 
Nor  did  she,  in  her  heart  of  hearts,  believe  that  Mr.  Wilkinson 
had  any  thought  of  her  in  saying  what  she  did  say.  Her  mind  on 
that  matter  had  been  long  made  up.  She  knew  herself  to  be  *  the 
poor  sequestered  stag,  left  and  abandoned  by  his  velvet  friend.' 
She  had  no  feeling  in  the  matter  which  amounted  to  the  slightest 
hope.  He  had  asked  her  for  her  counsel,  and  she  had  given  him 
the  only  counsel  which  she  honestly  could  give. 

Therefore,  bear  lightly  on  her,  O  my  critics.  Bear  lightly  on 
her  especially,  my  critics  feminine.  To  the  worst  of  your  wrath 
and  scorn  I  willingly  subject  the  other  lovers  with  whom  my  tale 
is  burthened. 

*  Yes,  I  should  be  better  off  than  Young,'  said  Wilkinson,  as 
though  he  were  speaking  to  himself.  *  But  that  is  not  the  point. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  have  ever  looked  at  it  exactly  in  that  light. 
There  is  the  house,  the  parsonage  I  mean.  It  is  full  of  women ' 
—'twas  thus  irreverently  that  he  spoke  of  his  mother  and  sisters 
— *  what  other  woman  would  come  among  them  ? ' 

*  Oh,  that  is  the  treasure  for  which  you  have  to  search ' — this 
she  said  laughingly.  The  bitterness  of  the  day  was  over  with  her; 
or  at  least  it  then  seemed  so.  She  was  not  even  thinking  of  her- 
self when  she  said  this. 

'  Would  you  come  to  such  a  houae,  Adela  ?  You,  you  yourself  ?' 
'  You  mean  to  ask  whether,  if,  as  regards  other  circumstances, 
I  was  minded  to  marry,  I  would  then  be  deterred  by  a  mother-in- 
law  and  sister-in-law  ? ' 

*  Yes,  just  so,'  said  Wilkinson,  timidly. 

*  Well,  that  would  depend  much  upon  how  well  I  might  like 
the  gentleman ;  something  also  upon  how  much  I  might  like  the 
ladies.' 

'  A  man's  wife  should  always  be  mistress  in  his  own  house.* 

'  Oh  yes,  of  course.* 

'  Ana  my  mother  is  determined  to  be  mistress  in  that  house.' 

*  Well,  1  will  not  recommend  you  to  rebel  against  your  mother. 
Is  that  the  station,  Mr.  Wilkinson?  * 

'  Tes*— that's  the  station.    Dear  me,  "ve  bawe  forty  minutes  to 
fraiij'etl' 
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*  Don't  mind  me,  Mr.  Wilkinson.  I  shall  not  in  the  least  dis- 
like waiting  by  myself.' 

*  Of  course,  I  shall  see  you  off.  DumpliiDg  won't  run  away ; 
you  may  be  sure  of  that.  There  is  very  little  of  the  runaway  class 
to  be  found  at  Hurst  Staple  Parsonage  ;  except  you,  Adela.* 

*  You  don't  call  me  a  runaway,  I  hope  ? ' 

*  Tou  run  away  from  us  just  when  we  are  beginning  to  feel  the 
comfort  of  your  being  with  us.  There,  he  won't  catch  cold  now  f 
and  so  having  thrown  a  rug  over  Dumpling's  back,  he  followed 
Adela  into  the  station. 

I  don't  know  anything  so  tedious  as  waiting  at  a  second-class 
station  for  a  train.  There  is  the  ladies'  waiting-room,  into  which 
gentlemen  may  not  go,  and  the  gentlemen's  waiting-room,  in  which 
the  porters  generally  smoke,  and  the  refreshment-room,  with  its 
dirty  counter  covered  with  dirtier  cakes.  And  there  is  the  plat- 
form, which  you  walk  up  and  down  till  you  are  tired.  Tou  go  to 
the  ticket-window  half-a-dozen  times  for  your  ticket,  having  been 
warned  by  the  company's  bills  that  you  must  be  prepared  to  start 
at  least  ten  minutes  before  the  train  is  due.  But  the  man  inside 
knows  better,  and  does  not  open  the  little  hole  to  which  you  have 
to  stoop  your  head  till  two  minutes  before  the  time  named  for 
your  departure.  Then  there  are  five  fat  farmers,  three  old  wo- 
men, and  a  butcher  at  the  aperture,  and  not  finding  yourself  equal 
to  struggling  among  them  K)r  a  place,  you  make  up  your  mind  to 
be  left  behind.  At  last,  however,  you  do  get  your  ticket  just  as 
the  train  comes  up ;  but  hearing  that  exciting  sound,  you  nerv- 
ously cram  your  change  into  your  pocket  without  counting  it, 
and  afterwards  feel  quite  convinced  that  you  have  lost  a  shilling 
in  the  transaction. 

'Twas  somewhat  in  this  way  that  the  forty  minutes  were  passed 
by  Wilkinson  and  Adela.  Nothing  of  any  moment  was  spoken 
between  them  till  he  took  her  hand  for  the  last  time.  *  Adela,'  he 
then  whispered  to  her,  *  I  shall  think  much  of  what  you  have  said 
to  me,  very  much.  I  do  so  wish  you  were  not  leaving  us.  I 
wonder  whether  you  would  be  surprised  if  I  were  to  write  to 
you  ? '     But  the  train  was  gone  before  she  had  time  to  answer. 

Two  days  afterwards,  Bertram  also  left  them.  *  Arthur,'  he 
said,  as  he  took  leave  of  the  vicar,  *  if  I,  who  have  made  such  a 
mess  of  it  myself,  may  give  advice  on  such  a  subject,  I  would 
not  leave  Adela  Gauntlet  long  at  Littlebath  if  I  were  you.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXVIII. 

TUB  SOLICITOB-GE^EBAL  IN  LOVE. 

Caeolinb  Waddington  was  at  Hadley  when  she  received  and 
accepted  the  proposal  made  to  her  by  Sir  Henry  Harcourt.  It 
may  be  conceived  that  the  affair  was  arranged  without  any  very 
great  amount  of  romance.  Sir  Henry  indeed  was  willing,  in  a 
hurried  manner,  to  throw  himself  at  the  lady's  feet,  to  swear  by 
her  fair  hand  that  he  loved  her  as  man  never  yet  had  loved,  and 
to  go  to  work  in  the  fashion  usually  most  approved  by  young  la- 
dies. In  a  hurried  manner,  I  say  ;  for  just  at  this  moment  he  was 
being  made  solicitor-general,  and  had  almost  too  many  irons  in 
the  fire  to  permit  of  a  prolonged  dallying.  But  Caroline  would 
have  none  of  it,  either  hurried  or  not  hurried.  Whatever  might 
be  the  case  with  Sir  Henry,  she  had  gone  through  that  phase  of 
life,  and  now  declared  to  herself  that  she  did  not  want  any  more 
of  it. 

Sir  Henry  did  not  find  the  task  of  gaining  his  bride  very  diffi- 
cult. He  had  succeeded  in  establishing  a  sort  of  intimacy  with 
old  Mr.  Bertram,  and  it  appeared  that  permission  to  run  down  to 
Hadley  and  run  back  again  had  already  been  accorded  to  him  be- 
fore Miss  Baker  and  Caroline  arrived  there.  He  never  slept, 
though  he  sometimes  dined  in  the  house ;  but  he  had  always  some- 
thing to  talk  about  when  an  excuse  for  going  to  Hadley  was  re- 
quired. Mr.  Bertram  had  asked  him  something  about  some  in- 
vestment, and  he  had  found  out  this  something ;  or  he  wanted  to 
ask  Mr.  Bertram's  advice  on  some  question  as  to  his  political 
career.  At  this  period  he  was,  or  professed  to  be,  very  much 
guided  in  his  public  life  by  Mr.  Bertram's  opinion. 

And  thus  he  fell  in  with  Caroline.  On  the  first  occasion  of  his 
doing  so,  he  contrived  to  whisper  to  her  his  deep  sympathy  with 
her  sorrow ;  on  his  second  visit,  he  spoke  more  of  himself  and 
less  of  Bertram ;  on  his  third,  he  alluded  only  to  her  own  vir- 
tues; on  his  fourth,  he  asked  her  to  be  Lady  Harcourt.  She 
told  him  that  she  would  be  Lady  Harcourt ;  and,  as  far  as  she 
was  concerned,  there  was  an  end  of  it  for  the  present. 

Then  Sir  Henry  proposed  that  the  day  should  be  named.     On 

this  subject  also  he  found  her  ready  to  accommodate  him.     She 

had  no  coy  scruples  as  to  the  time.     He  suggested  that  it  should 

be  before  Cbristmaa,    Very  well;  \et  \t  be>  before  Christmas. 

Chrlstmaa  ia  a  cold  time  for  marry Vn^  \  \ivxXi  ^iNiva  ^^%\.ci\i^  ^^^  ^0^\ 
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marriage.  Christmas,  however,  for  the  fortunate  is  made  warm 
with  pudding,  ale,  and  spiced  beef.  They  intended  to  be  among 
the  fortunate,  the  fortunate  in  place,  and  money,  and  rank  ;  and 
they  would,  as  best  they  might,  make  themselves  warm  with  the 
best  pudding,  ale,  and  spiced  beef  which  the  world  could  afford 
them. 

Sir  Henry  was  alive  to  the  delight  of  being  the  possessor  of 
so  many  charms,  and  was  somewhat  chagrined  that  for  the  present 
he  was  so  cruelly  debarred  from  any  part  of  his  legitimate  enjoy- 
ment. Thoup;h  he  was  a  solicitor-general,  he  could  have  been 
content  to  sit  for  ten  minutes  with  his  arm  round  Caroline's 
waist;  and— in  spite  of  the  energy  with  which  he  was  preparing 
a  bill  for  the  regulation  of  County  Courts,  as  to  which  he  knew 
that  he  should  have  that  terrible  demigod.  Lord  Boanerges,  down 
upon  his  shoulders — still  he  would  fain  have  stolen  a  kiss  or  two. 
But  Caroline's  waist  and  Caroline's  kisses  were  to  be  his  only 
after  Christmas ;  and  to  be  his  only  as  payment  accorded  for  her 
new  rank,  and  for  her  fine  new  house  in  Eaton  Square. 

How  is  it  that  girls  are  so  potent  to  refuse  such  favours  at 
one  time,  and  so  impotent  in  preventing  their  exaction  at  ano- 
ther ?  Sir  Henry,  we  may  say,  had  every  right  to  demand  some 
trifling  payment  in  advance  ;  but  he  could  not  get  a  doit.  Should 
we  be  violating  secrecy  too  much  if  we  suggested  that  George 
Bertram  had  had  some  slight  partial  success  even  when  he  had 
no  such  positive  claim — some  success  which  had  of  course  been 
in  direct  opposition  to  the  lady's  will  ? 

Miss  Baker  had  now  gone  back  to  Littlebath,  either  to  receive 
Adela  Grauntlet,  or  because  she  knew  that  she  shottld  be  more 
comfortable  in  her  own  rooms  than  in  her  uncle's  dismal  house 
— or  perhaps  because  Sir  Lionel  was  there.  She  had,  however, 
gone  back,  and  Caroline  remained  mistress  for  the  time  of  her 
grandfather's  household. 

The  old  man  now  seemed  to  have  dropped  all  mystery  in  the 
matter.  He  generally,  indeed,  spoke  of  Caroline  as  Miss  Wad- 
dington  ;  but  he  heard  her  talked  of  as  his  granddaughter  without  ^ 
expressing  anger,  and  with  Sir  Henry  he  himself  so  spoke  of  her. 
He  appeared  to  be  quite  reconciled  to  the  marriage.  In  spite  of 
all  his  entreaties  to  George,  all  his  attempted  bribery,  his  broken- 
hearted sorrow  when  he  failed,  he  seemed  to  be  now  content. 
Indeed,  he  had  made  no  opposition  to  the  match.  When  Caro- 
line had  freely  spoken  to  him  about  it,  he  made  some  little  snap- 
pish remark  as  to  the  fickleness  of  women ;  but  he  at  the  same 
time  signified  that  he  would  not  object. 

Whjr  should  he  ?    Sir  Henry  Harco\ir\i  N^^a  Ssi  es«t^  ^%^^^<^  ^ 
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good  match  for  his  granddaughter.  He  had  often  been  angry  with 
George  Bertram  because  George  had  not  prospered  in  the  world. 
Sir  Henry  had  prospered  signjdly — would  probably  prosper  much 
more  signally.  Might  it  not  be  safely  predicated  of  a  man  who 
was  solicitor-general  before  he  was  thirty,  that  he  would  be  lord- 
chancellor  or  lord  chief-justice,  or  at  any  rate  some  very  bigwig 
indeed  before  he  was  fifty  ?  So .  of  course  Mr.  Bertram  did  not 
object. 

But  he  had  not  signified  his  acquiescence  in  any  very  cordiid 
way.  Eich  old  men,  when  they  wish  to  be  cordial  on  such  occa- 
sions, have  but  one  way  of  evincing  cordiality.  It  is  not  by  a 
pressure  of  the  hand,  by  a  kind  word,  by  an  approving  glance. 
Their  embrace  conveys  no  satisfaction:  their  warmest  words,  if 
unsupported,  are  very  cold.  An  old  man,  if  he  intends  to  be  cor- 
dial on  such  an  occasion,  must  speak  of  thot^ands  ofpotmds,  *  My 
dear  young  fellow,  I  approve  altogether.  She  shall  have  iioenty 
thousand  potmds  the  day  she  becomes  yours.'  Then  is  the  hand 
shaken  with  true  fervour ;  then  is  read  cordiality  expressed  and 
felt.  '  What  a  dear  old  man  grandpapa  is !  Is  there  any  one  like 
him  ?     Dear  old  duck !     He  is  going  to  be  so  generous  to  Harry.' 

But  Mr.  Bertram  said  nothing  about  twenty  thousand  pounds, 
nothing  about  ten,  nothing  about  money  at  all  till  he  was  spoken 
to  on  the  subject.  It  was  Sir  Heory's  special  object  not  to  be 
pressing  on  this  point,  to  show  that  he  was  marrying  Caroline 
without  any  sordid  views,  and  that  his  admiration  for  Mr.  Ber- 
tram had  no  bearing  at  all  on  that  gentleman's  cash-box.  He  did 
certainly  make  little  feints  at  Mr.  Pritchett ;  but  Mr.  Pritchett 
merely  wheezed  and  said  nothing.  Mr.  Pritchett  was  not  fond  of 
the  Harcourt  interest;  and  seemed  to  care  but  little  for  Miss 
Caroline,  now  that  she  had  transferred  her  affections. 

But  it  was  essentially  necessary  that  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  should 
know  what  was  to  be  done.  If  he  were  to  have  nothing,  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  know  that.  He  had  certainly  counted 
on  having  something,  and  on  having  something  immediately.  He 
was  a  thoroughly  hard-working  roan  of  business,  but  yet  he  was 
not  an  economical  man.  A  man  who  lives  before  the  world  in 
London,  and  lives  chiefly  among  men  of  fortune,  can  hardly  be 
economical.  He  had  not  therefore  any  large  sum  of  money  in 
hand.  He  was  certainly  in  receipt  of  a  large  income,  but  then  his 
expenses  were  large.  He  had  taken  and  now  had  to  furnish  an 
expensive  house  in  Eaton  Square,  and  a  few  thousand  pounds  in 
ready  money  were  almost  indispensable  to  him. 

One  Friday — this  was  after  his  return  to  town  from  the  ten 
ihva'  grouse-Bbooting,  and  occurred  at  ^iJtie  XAxxv^-^V^xiV^^^A^wMfe 
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busy  with  the  County  Courts — be  wrote  to  Caroline  to  say  that 
he  would  go  down  to  Hadley  on  Saturday  afternoon,  stay  there 
over  the  Sunday,  and  rotum  to  town  on  the  Monday  morning ; 
that  is  to  say,  he  would  do  so  if  perfectly  agreeable  to  Mr.  Ber- 
tram. 

He  went  down,  and  found  everything  prepared  for  him  that  was  , 
suitable  for  a  solicitor-general.  They  did  not  put  before  him 
merely  roast  mutton  or  boiled  beef.  He  was  not  put  to  sleep  in 
the  back  bedroom  without  a  carpet.  Such  treatment  had  been 
good  enough  for  George  Bertram ;  but  for  the  solicitor-general  all 
the  glories  of  Hadley  were  put  forth.  He  slept  in  the  best  bed- 
rpom,  which  was  damp  enough  no  doubt,  seeing  that  it  was  not 
used  above  twice  in  the  year ;  and  went  through  at  dinner  a  whole 
course  of  entries,  such  as  entries  usually  are  in  the  suburban  dis- 
tricts. This  was  naturally  gratifying  to  him  as  a  solicitor-general, 
and  fortified  him  for  the  struggle  he  was  to  make. 

He  had  some  hope  that  he  should  have  a  tete-a-tite  with  Caro- 
line on  the  Saturday  evening.  But  neither  fate  nor  love  would 
favour  him.  He  came  down  just  before  dinner,  and  there  was 
clearly  no  time  then :  infirm  as  the  old  man  was,  he  sat  at  the 
dinner-table ;  and  though  Sir  Henry  was  solicitor-general,  there 
was  no  second  room,  no  withdrawing-room  prepared  for  his  recep-^ 
tion. 

*  Grandpapa  does  not  like  moving,'  said  Caroline,  as  she  got  up 
to  leave  the  room  after  dinner ;  *  so  perhaps.  Sir  Henry,  you  will 
allow  me  to  come  down  to  tea  here  ?  We  always  sit  here  of  an 
evening.' 

'  I  never  could  bear  to  live  in  two  rooms,'  said  the  old  man. 
*  When  one  is  just  warm  and  comfortable,  one  has  to  go  out  into 
all  the  draughts  of  the  house.  That's  the  fashion,  1  know.  But 
I  hope  you'U  excuse  me.  Sir  Henry,  for  not  liking  it.' 

Sir  Henry  of  course  did  excuse  him.  There  was  nothing  he 
himself  liked  so  much  as  sitting  cosy  over  a  dining-room  fire. 

In  about  an  hour  Caroline  did  come  down  again ;  and  in  another 
hour,  before  the  old  man  went,  she  again  vanished  for  the  night. 
Sir  Henry  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  speak  to  Mr.  Bertram 
about  money  that  evening ;  so  he  also  soon  followed  Caroline,  and 
sat  down  to  work  upon  the  County  Courts  in  his  own  bedroom. 

On  the  next  morning  Sir  Henry  and  Caroline  went  to  church. 
All  the  Hadleyians  of  course  knew  of  the  engagement,  and  were 
delighted  to  have  an  opportunity  of  staring  at  the  two  turtle- 
doves. A  solicitor-general  in  love  is  a  sight  to  behold ;  and  the 
clergyman  had  certainly  no  right  to  be  angry  if  t\ve  «.tt«ti^\sycL^'«A 
to  his  sermon  was  something  leas  fixed  tYkUH  \x<&\xsii.  ^^iort^  ^ceox^^^^ 
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thefe  was  luncheon ;  and  then  Sir  Henry  asked  his  betrothed  if 
she  would  take  a  walk  with  him.  *  Oh,  certainly,  she  would  be 
delighted.*  Her  church-going  bonnet  was  still  on,  and  she  was 
(juite  ready.  Sir  Henry  ^so  was  ready ;  but  as  he  left  the  room 
he  stooped  over  Mr.  Bertram's  chair  and  whispered  to  him,  *  Could 
I  speak  a  few  words  before  dinner,  sir ;  on  business  ?  I  know  I 
ought  to  apologize,  this  being  Sunday.' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  care  about  Sunday,'  said  the  stubborn-minded  old 
man.  *  I  shall  be  here  till  I  go  to  bed,  I  suppose,  if  you  want  me.' 

And  then  they  started  on  their  walk.  Oh,  those  lovers'  ram- 
bles !  A  man  as  he  grows  old  can  perhaps  teach  himself  to  regret 
but  few  of  the  sweets  which  he  is  compelled  to  leave  behind  hiin. 
He  can  learn  to  disregard  most  of  his  youth's  pleasures,  and  to 
live  contented  though  he  has  outlived  them.  The  polka  and  the 
waltz  were  once  joyous ;  but  he  sees  now  that  the  work  was  warm, 
and  that  one  was  often  compelled  to  perform  it  in  company  for 
which  one  did  not  care.  Those  picnics  too  were  nice ;  but  it  may 
be  a  question  whether  a  good  dinner  at  his  own  dinner-table  is 
not  nicer.  Though  fat  and  over  forty  he  may  still  ride  to  hounds, 
and  as  for  boating  and  cricketing,  after  all  they  were  but  boy's 
play.  For  those  things  one's  soul  does  not  sigh.  But,  ah !  those 
lovers'  walks,  those  loving  lovers'  rambles.  Tom  Moore  is  usually 
somewhat  sugary  and  mawkish  ;  but  in  so  much  he  was  right.  If 
there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth,  it  is  this.  They  are  done  and  over 
for  us,  0  my  compatriots.  Never  again,  unless  we  are  destined 
to  rejoin  our  houris  in  heaven,  and  to  saunter  over  fields  of  aspho- 
del in  another  and  a  greener  youth — never  again  shall  those  joys 
be  ours  !  And  what  can  ever  equal  them  ?  'Twas  then,  between 
sweet  hedgerows,  under  green  oaks,  with  our  feet  rustling  on  the 
crisp  leaves,  that  the  world's  cold  reserve  was  first  thrown  off, 
and  we  found  that  those  we  loved  were  not  goddesses  made  of 
buckram  and  brocade,  but  human  beings  like  ourselves,  with  blood 
in  their  veins,  and  hearts  in  their  bosoms — veritable  children  of 
Adam  like  ourselves. 

*  Gin  a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  through  the  rye.'  Ah,  how 
delicious  were  those  meetings !  How  convinced  we  were  that 
there  was  no  necessity  for  loud  alarm  !  How  fervently  we  agreed 
with  the  poet !  My  friends,  bom  together  with  me  in  the  consul- 
ship of  Lord  Liverpool,  all  that  is  done  and  over  for  us.  We  shall 
never  gang  that  gait  again. 

There  is  a  melancholy  in  this  that  will  tinge  our  thoughts,  let 

us  draw  ever  so  strongly  on  our  philosophy.     We  can  still  walk 

with  our  wives ; — and  that  is  pleasant  too,  very — of  course.     But 

there  waa  more  animation  in  it  "^\ien'^^'75«J^^^'^r\^JcL^ib  ^nxoe 
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ladies  under  other  names.  Nay,  sweet  spouse,  mother  of  dear 
bairns,  who  hast  so  well  done  thy  duty ;  but  this  was  so,  let  thy 
brows  be  knit  never  so  angrily.  That  lord  of  thine  has  been  indif- 
ferently good  to  thee,  and  thou  to  him  hast  been  more  than  good. 
Uphill  together  have  ye  walked  peaceably  labouring ;  and  now 
arm-in-arm  ye  shall  go  down  the  gradual  slope  which  ends  below 
there  in  the  g^^een  churchyard.  'Tis  good  and  salutary  to  walk 
thus.     But  for  the  full  ciip  of  joy,  for  the  brimming  spring-tide  of 

human  bliss,  oh,  give  me  back !     Well,  well,  weU ;  it  is 

nonsense ;  I  know  it ;  but  may  not  a  man  dream  now  and  again 
in  his  evening  nap  and  yet  do  no  harm  ? 

Vian  puellis  nuper  idoneus,  ei  militavi.  How  well  Horace  knew 
all  about  it !  but  that  hanging  up  of  the  gittern — .  One  would 
fain  have  put  it  off,  had  falling  hairs,  and  marriage-vows,  and  obe- 
sity have  permitted  it.  Nay,  is  it  not  so,  old  friend  of  the  grizzled 
beard  ?  Dost  thou  not  envy  that  smirk  young  knave  with  his  five 
lustrums,  though  it  goes  hard  with  him  to  purchase  his  kid-gloves  ? 
He  dines  for  one-and- twopence  at  an  eating-house ;  but  what  cares 
Maria  where  he  dines  ?  He  rambles  through  the  rye  with  his 
empty  pockets,  and  at  the  turn  of  the  field-path  Maria  will  be 
there  to  meet  him.  Envy  him  not ;  thou  hast  had  thy  walk :  but 
lend  him  rather  that  thirty  shillings  that  he  asks  of  thee.  So  ' 
shall  Maria's  heart  be  glad  as  she  accepts  his  golden  brooch. 

But  for  our  friend  Sir  Henry  every  joy  was  present.  Touth 
and  wealth  and  love  were  all  his,  and  his  all  together.  He  was  but 
eight-and-twenty,  was  a  member  of  Parliament,  solicitor-general, 
owner  of  a  house  in  Eaton  Square,  and  possessor  of  as  much  well- 
trained  beauty  as  was  to  be  found  at  that  time  within  the  magic 
circle  of  any  circumambient  crinoline  within  the  bills  of  mortality. 
Was  it  not  sweet  for  him  to  wander  through  the  rye  ?  Had  he 
not  fallen  upon  an  Elysium,  a  very  paradise  of  earthly  joys  ?  Was 
not  his  spring-tide  at  the  full  flood  r 

And  so  they  started  on  their  walk.  It  was  the  first  that  they 
had  ever  taken  together.  What  Sir  Henry  may  have  done  before 
in  that  line  this  history  says  not.  A  man  who  is  solicitor-general 
at  eight-and-twenty  can  hardly  have  had  time  for  much.     But  the 

Eractice  which  he  perhaps  wanted,  Caroline  had  had.  There  had 
een  walks  as  well  as  rides  at  Littlebath ;  and  walks  also,  though 
perhaps  of  doubtful  joy,  amidst  those  graves  below  the  walls  of 
Jerusalem. 

And  so  they  started.     There  is — or  perhaps  we  should  say  was ; 
for  time  and  railways,  and  straggling  new  suburban  villas,  may 
now  have  destroyed  it  all ;  but  there  is,  or  was,  a  ^^ettrj  ^ci^^^x^^ 
laue,  running  from  the  back  of  Hadley  cTouidci,  ^^o\x^  ^ski^Na^ 
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remnants  of  what  once  was  Enfield  Chase.  How  many  lovers' 
feet  have  crushed  the  leaves  that  used  to  lie  in  autumn  along  that 
pretty  lane !  Well,  well ;  there  shall  not  be  another  word  in  that 
strain.  I  speak  solely  now  of  the  time  here  present  to  Sir  Henry ; 
all  former  days  and  former  roamings  there  shall  be  clean  forgot- 
ten. The  solicitor-general  now  thither  wends  his  way,  and  love 
and  beauty  attend  upon  his  feet.  See  how  he  opens  the  gate 
that  stands  by  the  churchyard  paling  ?  Does  it  stand  there  yet, 
I  wonder  ?    Well,  well ;  we  will  say  it  does. 

'  It  is  a  beautiful  day  for  a  walk,'  said  Sir  Henry. 

*  Yes,  very  beautiful,'  said  Caroline. 

*  There  is  nothing  t  am  so  fond  of  as  a  long  walk,'  said  the  gen- 
tleman. 

*  It  is  very  nice,'  said  the  lady.  *  But  I  do  not  know  that  I  care 
for  going  very  far  today.    I  am  not  quite  strong  at  present.' 

*  Not  strong  P'  And  the  solicitor-general  put  on  a  look  of  deep 
alarm. 

'  Oh,  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with  me ;  but  I  am  not  quite 
strong  for  walking.  I  am  out  of  practice ;  and  my  boots  are  not 
quite  of  the  right  sort.' 

*  They  don't  hurt  you,  I  hope  ?' 

*  Oh,  no ;  they  don't  actually  hurt  me.  They'll  do  very  well  for 
today.'  And  then  there  was  a  short  pause,  and  they  got  on  the 
green  grass  which  runs  away  into  the  chase  in  front  of  the  par- 
sonage windows.  I  wonder  whether  wickets  are  ever  standing 
there  now  on  the  summer  afternoons  ! 

They  were  soon  as  much  alone — oif  nearly  so — as  lovers  might 
wish  to  be ;  quite  enough  so  for  Caroline.  Some  curious  eyes 
were  still  peeping,  no  doubt,  to  see  how  the  great  lawyer  loosed 
when  he  was  walking  with  the  girl  of  his  heart ;  to  see  how  the 
rich  miser's  granddaughter  looked  when  she  was  walking  with  the 
man  of  her  heart.  And  perhaps  some  voices  were  whispering  that 
she  had  changed  her  lover ;  .K)r  in  these  rural  seclusions  every- 
thing is  known  by  everybodv.  But  neither  the  peepers  nor  the 
whisperers  interfered  with  tne  contentment  of  the  fortunate  pair. 

*  I  hope  you  are  happy,  Caroline  ?'  said  Sir  Henry,  as  he  gently 
squeezed  the  hand  that  was  so  gently  laid  upon  his  arm. 

*  Happy  !  oh  yes — I  am  happy.  I  don't  believe,  you  know,  in  a 
great  deal  of  very  ecstatic  happiness.     I  never  did. 

*  But  I  hope  you  are  rationally  happy — ^not  discontented — ^at 
any  rate,  not  regretful  ?  I  hope  that  you  believe  that  I  shall  do 
my  best,  my  very  best,  to  make  you  happy  ?' 

'  Ob,  yes ;  I  quite  believe  that.    We  must  each  think  of  the 
other's  comfort.    After  all,  t\iat  1  t«Ikft  SX.  '\^  >3afc  ^gc^o^  tV^^isi^  in 
married  life,* 
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*  I  don't  expect  you  to  be  passionately  in  love  with  me — not  as 
yet,  Caroline.' 

'  'No.  Let  neither  of  us  expect  that,  Sir  Henry.  Passionate 
love,  I  take  it,  rarely  lasts  long,  and  is  very  troublesome  while  it 
does  last.     Mutual  esteem  is  very  much  mare  valuable.' 

*  But,  Caroline,  I  would  have  you  believe  in  my  love.' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  I  do  believe  in  it.  Why  else  should  you  wish  to 
many  me  ?  I  think  too  well  of  myself  to  feel  it  strange  that  you 
should  love  me.  But  love  with  you,  and  with  me  sdso  for  the 
future,  will  be  subordinate  to  other  passions.' 

Sir  Henry  did  not  altogether  like  that  reference  to  the  past 
which  was  conveyed  in  the  word  future ;  but,  however,  he  bore  it 
without  wincing. 

*  You  know  so  thoroughly  the  history  of  the  last  three  years,' 
she  continued, '  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  deceive  you 
if  I  could.  But,  if  I  know  myself,  under  no  circumstances  would 
I  have  done  so.  I  have  loved  once,  and  no  good  has  come  of  it. 
It  was  contrary  to  my  nature  to  do  so — to  love  in  that  mad,  pas- 
sionate, self-sacrificing  manner.  But  yet  I  did.  I  think  I  may  say 
with  certainty  that  I  never  shall  be  so  foolish  again.' 

*  You  have  suffered  lately,  Caroline ';  and  as  the  sore  still  smarts, 
you  hardly  yet  know  what  happiness  may  be  in  store  for  you.'- 

*  Yes  ;  I  have  suffered,'  and  ne  felt  from  the  touch  on  his  arm 
that  her  whole  body  shuddered. 

He  walked  on  in  silence  for  awhile  considering  within  himself. 
Why  should  he  marry  this  girl,  rejected  of  her  former  lover,  who 
now  hung  upon  his  arm  ?  He  was  now  at  the  very  fullest  tide  of 
his  prosperity ;  he  had  everything  to  offer  which  mothers  wish  for 
their  daughters,  and  which  daughters  wish  for  themselves.  He  had 
income,  rank,  name,  youth,  and  talent.  Why  should  he  fling  his 
rich  treasures  at  the  feet  of  a  proud  minx  who  in  taking  them 
swore  that  she  could  not  love  him  ?  Would  it  not  be  better,  for 
him  to  recede  ?  A  word  he  well  knew  would  do  it ;  for  her  pride 
was  true  pride.  He  felt  in  his  heart  that  it  was  not  assumed. 
He  had  on]y  to  say  that  he  was  not  contented  with  this  cold  lack 
of  love,  and  she  would  simply  desire  him  to  lead  her  back  to  her 
home  and  leave  her  there.  It  would  be  easy  enough  for  him  to 
get  his  head  from  out  the  noose. 

But  it  was  this  very  easiness,  perhaps,  which  made  him  hesitate. 
She  knew  her  own  price,  and  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  dispose  of 
herself  a  cheap  bargain.  K  you,  sir,  have  a  horse  to  sell,  never 
appear  anxious  for  the  sale.  That  rule  is  well  understood  among 
those  who  deal  in  horses.  If  you,  madam,  have  a  dau^h.te,it  t^  %<^ 
it  will  be  well  for  you  also  to  remem\)ct  ftsi^.    Qt^  \si^  ^^^ssssi?^ 
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friend,  if  you  have  yourself  to  sell,  the  same  rule  holds  good.  But 
it  is  hard  to  put  an  old  head  on  young  shoulders.  Hard  as  the 
task  is,  however,  it  would  seem  to  have  been  effected  as  regards 
Caroline  Waddington. 

And  then  Sir  Henry  looked  at  her.  Not  exactly  with  his  pre- 
sent eyesight  as  then  at  that  moment  existing ;  for  seeing  that 
she  was  walking  by  his  side,  he  could  not  take  the  comprehensive 
view  which  his  taste  and  mind  required.  But  he  looked  at  her 
searchingly  with  the  eyesight  of  his  memory,  and  found  that  she  . 
exactly  tallied  with  what  his  judgment  demanded.  That  she  was 
very  beautiful,  no  man  had  ever  doubted.  That  she  was  now  in 
the  full  pride  of  her  beauty  was  to  him  certain.  And  then  her 
beauty  was  of  that  goddess  class  which  seems  for  so  long  a  period 
to  set  years  at  defiance.  It  was  produced  by  no  girlish  softness,  by 
no  perishable  mixture  of  white  and  red ;  it  was  not  bom  of  a 
sparkling  eye,  and  a  ripe  lip,  and  a  cherry  cheek.  To  her  face 
belonged  lines  of  contour,  severe,  lovely,  and  of  ineradicable  grace. 
It  was  not  when  she  smiled  and  laughed  that  she  most  pleased. 
She  did  not  charm  only  when  she  spoke ;  though,  indeed,  the  ex- 
pression of  her  speaking  face  was  perfect.  But  she  had  the  beauty 
of  a  marble  bust.  It  would  not  be  easy  even  for  Sir  Henry  Har- 
court,  even  for  a  young  solicitor-general,  to  find  a  face  more  beau- 
tiful with  which  to  adorn  his  drawing-room. 

And  then  she  had  that  air  of  fashion,  that  look  of  being  able  to 
look  down  the  unfashionable,  which  was  so  much  in  the  eyes  of  Sir 
Henry ;  though  in  those  of  George  Bertram  it  had  been  almost  a 
demerit.  "With  Caroline,  as  with  many  women,  this  was  an  ap- 
pearance rather  than  a  reality.  She  had  not  moved  much  among 
high  people ;  she  had  not  taught  herself  to  despise  those  of  her 
own  class,  the  women  of  Littlebath,  the  Todds  and  the  Adela 
Gauntlets  ;  but  she  looked  as  though  she  would  be  able  to  do  so. 
And  it  was  fitting  she  should  have  such  a  look  if  ever  she  were  to 
be  the  wife  of  a  solicitor-general. 

And  then  Sir  Henry  thought  of  Mr.  Bertram's  coffers.  Ah ! 
if  he  could  only  be  let  into  that  secret.  It  might  be  easy  to  come 
to  a  decision.  That  the  old  man  had  quarrelled  with  his  nephew, 
he  was  well  aware.  That  George,  in  his  pig-headed  foUy,  would 
make  no  overtures  towards  a  reconciliation ;  of  that  also  he  was 
sure.  Was  it  not  probable  that  at  any  rate  a  great  portion  of 
that  almost  fabulous  wealth  would  go  the  man's  granddaughter? 
There  was  doubtless  risk ;  but  then  one  must  run  some  risk  in 
everything.  It  might  be,  if  he  could  play  his  cards  wisely,  that 
be  would  get  it  all — that  he  would  be  placed  in  a  position  to  make 
even  the  floL'citor-generalship  beiLeaX\k\i\aTio\Aft^« 
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And  80,  in  spite  of  Caroline's  coldness,  he  resolved  to  persevere. 
Having  thus  made  up  his  mind,  he  turned  the  conversation  to 
another  subject. 

*  You  liked  the  house  on  the  whole ;  did  you  ?'  Caroline  during 
the  past  week  had  been  up  to  see  the  new  house  in  Eaton  Square. 

*  Oh,  yes ;  very  much.  Nothing  could  be  nicer.  Only  I  am 
afraid  it's  expensive.'  This  was  a  subject  on  which  Caroline  could 
talk  to  him. 

*  Not  particularly,'  said  Sir  Henry.  *  Of  course  one  can't  get  a 
house  in  London  for  nothing.  I  shall  have  rather  a  bargain  of 
that  if  I  can  pay  the  money  down.  The  great  thing  is  whether 
you  like  it.' 

'  I  was  charmed  with  it,  I  never  saw  prettier  drawing-rooms 
— never.  And  the  bedrooms  for  a  London  house  are  so  large  an4 
airy.' 

*  Did  you  go  into  the  dining-room  ?' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  I  went  in.' 

*  There's  room  for  four-and-twenty,  is  there  not  ?' 

*  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can't  give  an  opinion  about  that.  You 
could  have  three  times  that  number  at  supper.' 

*  I'm  not  thinking  about  suppers ;  but  I'm  sure  you  could* 
Kitchen's  convenient,  eh  ? ' 

*  Very — so  at  least  aunt  Mary  said.' 

*  And  now  about  the  furniture.  You  can  give  me  two  or  three 
days  in  town,  can't  you  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  yes ;  if  you  require  it.  But  I  would  trust  your  taste  in  all 
those  matters.' 

*  My  taste !  I  have  neither  taste  nor  time.  If  you  won't  mind 
going  to ' 

And  so  the  conversation  went  on  for  another  fifteen  minutes,, 
and  then  they  were  at  home.  Caroline's  boots  had  begun  to  tease 
her,  and  their  walk,' therefore,  had  not  been  prolonged  to  a  great 
distance. 

Ah  me !  again  I  say,  how  pleasant,  how  delightful  were  those 
lovers'  walks! 

Then  Caroline  went  up  to  her  bedroom,  and  Sir  Henry  sat  him- 
self down  near  Mr.  Bertram's  chair  in  the  dining-room. 

*  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  sir,'  said  he,  rushing  at  once  into 
the  midst  of  his  subject,  *  about  Caroline's  settlement.  It  is  time 
that  all  that  should  be  arranged.  I  would  have  made  my  lawyer 
see  Pritchett ;  but  I  don't  know  that  Pritchett  has  any  authority 
to  act  for  you  in  such  matters.' 

*Act  for  me!  Pritchett  has  no  authority  to  wiV—Tvot  V'»:^^"V 
either, '   This  little  renunciation  of  hia  gc«AidA«t\x^^«^^  ^  ^^'^w's*  "^^a* 
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no  more  than  Sir  Henry  expected.    He  was,  therefore,  neither 
surprised  nor  disgusted. 

*  Well !  I  only  want  to  know  who  has  the  authority.  I  don't 
anticipate  any  great  difficulty.  Caroline's  fortune  is  not  very 
large ;  but  of  course  it  must  be  settled.  Six  thousand  pounds,  I 
believe.' 

*  Four,  Sir  Henry.    That  is,  if  I  am  rightly  informed.' 

*  Four,  is  it  ?  I  was  told  six — I  think  by  George  Bertram  in 
former  days.  I  should  of  course  prefer  six ;  but  if  it  be  only  four, 
why  we  must  make  the  best  of  it.' 

'  She  has  only  four  of  her  own,'  said  the  old  man,  somewhat 
mollified. 

*  Have  you  any  objection  to  my  telling  you  what  I  would  pro- 
pose to  do  ? ' 

*  No  objection  in  life.  Sir  Henry.* 

*  My  income  is  large ;  but  I  want  a  little  ready  money  at  pre- 
sent to  conclude  the  purchase  of  my  house,  and  to  furnish  it. 
Would  you  object  to  the  four  thousand  pounds  being  paid  into 
my  hands,  if  I  insure  my  life  for  six  for  her  benefit  ?  Were  her  for- 
tune larger,  I  should  oi  course  propose  that  my  insurance  should 
be  heavier.' 

Sir  Henry  was  so  very  reasonable  that  Mr.  Bertram  by  degrees 
thawed.  He  would  make  his  granddaughter's  fortune  six  thou- 
sand as  he  had  always  intended.  This  should  be  settled  on  her, 
the  income  of  course  going  to  her  husband.  He  should  insure  his 
life  for  four  thousand  more  on  her  behalf;  and  Mr.  Bertram  would 
lend  Sir  Henry  three  thousand  for  his  furniture. 

Sir  Henry  agreed  to  this,  saying  to  himself  that  such  a  loan 
from  Mr.  Bertram  was  equal  to  a  gift.  Mr.  Bertram  himself 
seemed  to  look  at  it  in  a  different  light.  '  Mind,  Sir  Henry,  I 
shall  expect  the  interest  to  the  day.  I  will  only  charge  you  four 
per  cent.    And  it  must  be  made  a  bond  debt.' 

*  Oh,  certainly,'  said  Sir  Henry. 

And  so  the  afikir  of  the  settlement  was  arranged. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

HBS.  LEAKE   OT  BISSBTTBY. 


Adela  Gauntlet  reached  Littlebath  without  any  adventures,  and 

at  the  station  she  met  Miss  Baker  ready  to  take  Iber  and  her  boxes 

m  charge.     She  soon  learned  wliat  ^'laa  to\>^\i^t  iaX.^  i<Q>T  "O^is^  %Nt« 
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tumii.  It  was  imperatively  necessary  that  Miss  Baker  should  go 
up  to  town  in  a  week  or  two.  '  There  are  such  hundreds  of  things 
to  be  done  about  furniture  and  all  that,  you  know,'  said  Miss  Ba- 
ker, looking  rather  grand  as  she  spoke  of  her  niece's  great  match ; 
and  yet  doing  so  with  the  least  possible  amount  of  intentional 
pride  or  vanity.  Adela,  of  course,  acknowledged  that  there  must 
be  hundreds  of  things,  and  expressed  her  deepest  regret  that  she 
should  be  so  much  in  the  way.  Perhaps  she  almost  wished  that 
she  had  remained  at  Hurst  Staple.    . 

*  Not  at  all  in  the  way,  my  dear,'  said  Miss  Baker ;  *  I  shall  be 
back  again  in  a  week  at  the  furthest,  and  Miss  Todd  will  be  de- 
lighted to  have  you  for  that  time.  Indeed,  she  would  be  very 
much  disappointed  now,  and  offended  too,  if  you  did  not  go.  But 
all  the  same,  I  would  not  leave  you,  only  that  Sir  Henry  insists 
that  Caroline  should  choose  all  tue  things  herself;  and  of  course 
he  has  not  time  to  go  with  her — and  then  the  responsibility  is  so 
great.  Why  I  suppose  she  will  have  to  lay  out  about  two  thou- 
sand pounds ! ' 

'  But  what  sort  of  a  person  is  Miss  Todd  ? '  asked  Adela. 

*  Oh,  an  extremely  nice  person ;  you'll  like  her  amazingly — bo 
lively,  so  good-natured,  so  generous ;  and  very  clever  too.  Per- 
haps, for  her  age,  she's  a  little  too  fond — ' 

*  Too  fond  of  what  ?     You  were  going  to  say  dress,  I  suppose.* 

*  Ko,  indeed.  I  can't  say  that  there's  anything  to  blame  her 
for  in  that.  She  dresses  very  handsomely,  but  always  plain.  No ; 
what  I  was  going  to  say  is,  that  perhaps  for  a  woman  of  her  age 
— she  is  a  little  too  fond  of  gentlemen's  attention.' 

'  Caroline  told  me  that  she  was  the  most  confirmed  old  maid  she 
knew — an  old  maid  who  gloried  in  being  an  old  maid.' 

*  I  don't  know  about  that,  my  dear ;  but  if  a  certain  gentleman 
were  to  ask  her,  I  don't  think  she'd  glory  in  it  much  longer.  But 
she's  a  very  nice  person,  and  you'll  like  her  very  much.' 

Miss  Baker  did  go  up  to  town,  leaving  Adela  to  Miss  Todd's 
hospitality.  She  did  go  up,  but  in  doing  so  resolved  to  return  as 
soon  as  possible.  Sir  Lionel  was  now  in  the  Paragon  nearly  every 
other  day.  To  be  sure,  he  did  generally  call  in  Montpellier  Ter- 
race on  the  alternate  days.  But  then  there  was  a  reason  for  that. 
They  had  to  talk  about  George  and  Caroline.  What  possible  rea- 
son could  there  be  for  his  going  to-  the  Paragon  ? 

Adela  was  rather  frightened  when  she  found  herself  left  at  Miss 
Todd's  lodgings ;  though  that  lady's  manner  to  her  was  not  such 
as  need  have  inspired  much  awe. 

*  Now,  my  dear,'  she  said,  *  don't  mind  me  m^i\ie\fc^5^\l.  ^^*-^c^ 
whatever  fou  like.    It  I  only  knew  Y?\iat  "jou  didkX^'a,!^'^^^''^^^ 
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have  it  if  I  could  get  it.    What  are  you  fond  of  now  ?  Shall  I  ask 
some  young  people  here  tonight  ? ' 

*  Oh,  no,  Miss  Todd ;  not  for  me.  I  have  never  been  much  in 
society,  and  certainly  do  not  wish  for  it  at  present.' 

*  W  ell,  society  is  not  a  bad  thing.  You  don't  play  cards,  I  sup- 
pose? ' 

*  I  don't  know  one  card  from  another.' 

*  You'd  just  suit  Mr.  O'Callaghan  then.  Are  you  fond  of  young 
clergymen  ?  There's  one  here  might  just  suit  you.  All  the  young 
ladies  are  dying  for  him.' 

*  Then  pray  don't  let  me  interfere  with  them,  Miss  Todd.' 

*  Perhaps  you  like  officers  better.  There  are  heaps  of  them  here. 
I  don't  know  where  they  come  from,  and  they  never  seem  to  have 
anything  to  do.  The  young  ladies,  however — those  who  don't  run. 
after  Mr.  O'Callaghan — seem  to  think  them  very  nice.' 

*  Oh,  Miss  Todd,  1  don't  want  clergymen  or  officers.' 

*  Don't  you  ?  Well  then,  we'll  get  some  novels  from  the  circu- 
lating library.  At  three  o'clock  1  always  drive  out,  and  we'll  go 
to  the  pastrycook's.  Oh,  I  declare,  here's  Sir  Lionel  Bertram,  as 
usual.     You  know  Sir  Lionel,  don't  you  ?  ' 

Adela  said  that  she  had  met  Sir  Lionel  at  Miss  Baker's. 

*  What  a  pity  that  match  should  have  gone  off,  is'nt  it  ?  I  mean 
dear  Miss  Waddington.  But  though  that  match  is  off,  another 
may  come  on.  I  for  one  should  be  very  happy.  You  don't  know 
anything  about  it  I  see.  I'll  tell  you  some  of  these  days.  How 
do,  Sir  Lionel  ?  You  musn't  stay  long,  because  Miss  G-auntlet 
and  I  am  going  out.  Or  I'll  tell  you  what.  You  shall  take  care 
of  us.  It's  a  beautiful  day;  and  if  Miss  Gauntlet  likes,  we'll  walk 
instead  of  having  the  fly.'  Miss  Todd  never  aped  grandeur,  and 
always  called  her  private  carriage  a  fly,  because  it  had  only  one 
horse. 

Sir  Lionel,  having  made  his  salutations  to  Miss  Gauntlet,  de- 
clared that  he  should  be  most  happy  to  be  trusted  with  their  cus- 
tody through  the  streets  of  Littlebath. 

*  But  we  can't  walk,  either.  Miss  Gauntlet,  today,  because  I 
must  call  on  old  Mrs.  Leake,  at  Eisabury.  I  quite  forgot  Mrs. 
Leake.     So  you  see.  Sir  Lionel,  we  shan't  want  you  after  all.' 

.  Sir  Lionel  declared  that  this  last  decision  made  him  quite  mi- 
serable. 

*  You'll  be  recovered  by  dinner-time,  I  don't  doubt,'  said  Miss 
Todd.  ^And  now  I'll  go  upstairs  and  put  my  bonnet  on.  As 
Miss  Gauntlet  has  got  hers,  you  can  stay  and  talk  to  her.' 

'  Charming  creature.  Miss  Todd  •,  isn't  she  ? '  said  Sir  Lionel, 
before  the  door  was  well  closed,    ^  ^\]Lc\i  ite^^cm&<^'&  oi  Oci«2nj^\«t^^i;^ 
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much  bonhomie — a  little  odd  sometimes.'  These  last  words  were 
not  added  till  Miss  Todd's  footsteps,  heavier  than  Camilla's,  jrere 
heard  well  up  the  stairs. 

*  She  seems  to  be  a  very  good-natured  person.  I  never  saw  her 
before  today.' 

*  Did  you  not  ?  We  knew  her  veiy  intimately  in  the  Holy 
Land ' — as  if  any  land  ever  was  or  could  be  holy  to  Sir  Lionel  and 
such  as  he.  *That  is,  George  and  I  and  Caroline.  Of  course, 
you  know  all  about  that  Miss  Waddington  P' 

Adela  signified  to  him  that  she  did  know  the  circumstances  to 
which  he  alluded. 

*It  is  very  sad,  is  it  not?  and  then  the  connection  between 
them  being  so  near;  and  their  being  the  joint-heirs  to  such  an 
enormous  property !  I  know  the  people  here  take  Caroline's  part, 
and  say  that  she  has  been  hardly  used.  But  I  cannot  say  that  I 
blame  George ;  I  cannot,  indeed.' 

*  It  is  one  of  those  cases  in  which  no  one  should  be  blamed.* 

*  Exactly — that  is  just  what  I  say.  My  advice  to  George  was 
this.  Don't  let  money  influence  your  conduct  in  any  way*  Thank 
God,  there's  enough  of  that  for  all  of  us !  What  you  have  to  think 
of,  is  her  happiness  and  your  own.  That's  what  I  said ;  and  I  do 
believe  he  took  my  advice.  I  don't  think  he  had  any  sordid  views 
with  reference  to  Caroline's  fortune*' 

*  I  am  sure  he  had  not.' 

*  Oh,  no,  never.  What  Sir  Henry's  views  may  be,  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  know.  People  here  do  say  that  he  has  been  ingratiating 
himself  with  my  brother  for  some  time  past.  He  has  my  leave, 
Miss  Gauntlet.  I  am  an  old  man,  old  enough  to  be  your  father ' 
— the  well-preserved  old  beau  may  have  said  grandfather — *  and  my 
experience  of  life  is  this,  that  money  is  never  worth  the  trouble 
that  men  take  to  get  it.  They  say  my  brother  is  fond  of  it ;  if  so, 
I  think  he  has  made  a  mistake  in  life — a  great  mistake.' 

All  this  sounded  very  nice,  but  even  to  Adela's  inexperienced 
ears  it  was  not  like  the  ring  of  genuine  silver.  After  all,  mock 
virtue  imposes  on  but  few  people.  The  man  of  the  world  is  per- 
sonally known  for  suqh  ;  as  also  are  known  the  cruel,  the  griping, 
the  avaricious,  the  unjust.  That  which  enables  the  avaricious  and 
the  unjust  to  pass  scatheless  through  the  world  is  not  the  igno- 
rance of  the  world  as  to  their  sins,  but  the  indifference  of  the 
world  whether  they  be  sinful  or  no. 

'  And  now.  Sir  Lionel,  you  may  just  put  us  into  the  fly,  and 
then  we  won't  keep  you  any  longer,'  said  Miss  Todd,  as  she  re- 
entered the  room  with  her  bonnet  and  shaTwl. 
.    Mrs.  Leake,  who  lived  at  Bissbury,  "waa  a  deai  o^LdiVeA'^  ^^^^  n«^ 
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popular  among  other  old  ladies  at  Littlebath.  All  the  world,  of 
course,  knows  that  the  village  of  Rissbury  is  hardly  more  than  a 
suburb  of  Littlebath,  being,  distant  from  the  High  Street  not  above 
A  mile  and  a  half.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the  second  mile- 
stone on  Hinchecombe  Eoad  is  altogether  beyond  the  village,  just 
as  you  begin  to  ascend  the  hiU  near  the  turnpike. 

Mrs.  Leake  was  not  very  popular,  seeing  that  though  her  ear 
was  excessively  dull,  her  tongue  was  peculiarly  acute.  She  had 
the  repute  of  saying  the  most  biting  things  of  any  lady  in  Little- 
bath— and  many  of  the  ladies  of  Littlebath  were  apt  to  say  biting 
things.  Then  Mrs.  Leake  did  not  play  cards,  nor  did  she  give 
suppers,  nor  add  much  in  any  way  to  the  happiness  of  the  other 
ladies,  her  compatriots.  But  she  lived  in  rather  a  grand  house  of 
her  own,  whereas  others  lived  in  lodgings ;  she  kept  a  carriage  with 
a  pair  of  horses,  whereas  others  kept  flies ;  and  she  had  some 
mysterious  acquaintance  with  the  countyocracy  which  went  a 
long  way  with  the  ladies  of  Littlebath:  though  what  good  it  even 
did  to  Mrs.  Leake  herself  was  never  very  apparent. 

It  is  a  terrible  bore  to  have  to  talk  to  people  who  use  speaking- 
trumpets,  and  who  are  so  fidgety  themselves  that  they  won't  use 
their  speaking-trumpets  properly.  Miss  Todd  grieatly  dreaded  the 
speaking-trumpet ;  she  did  not  usually  care  one  straw  for  Mrs. 
Leake's  tongue,  nor  much  for  her  carriage  and  horses,  or  county 
standing ;  but  the  Littlebath  world  called  on  Mrs.  Leake ;  and 
Miss  Todd  being  at  Home  did  as  Homans  do. 

*1'11  take  her  for  five  minutes,'  said  Miss  Todd,  as  driving 
through  the  village  of  Rissbury,  she  finished  her  description  of  the 
lady ; '  and  then  do  you  take  her  up  for  five  more ;  and  then  I'll  go 
on  again ;  and  then  we'll  go  away.'  Adela  agreed,  though  with  a 
heavy  heart ;  for  what  subject  of  conversation  could  she  find  on 
which  to  dilate  to  Mrs.  Leake  through  a  speaking-trumpet  for  five 
minutes? 

*  Miss  who  ?'  said  Mrs.  Leake,  putting  her  trumpet  down  from 
her  ear  that  she  might  stare  the  better  at  Adela.  '  Oh,  Miss 
Gaunt — ^very  well — I  hope  you'll  like  Littlebath,  Miss  Gaunt.' 

*  Miss  Gaunt-let !'  shouted  Miss  Todd,  with  a  voice  that  would 
have  broken  the  trumpet  into  shivers  had  it  not  been  made  of  the 
very  best  metal. 

*  Never  hollo,  my  dear.  When  you  do  that  I  can't  hear  at  all. 
It  only  makes  a  noise  like  a  dog  barking.  You'll  fiud  the  yoiing 
men  about  Littlebath  very  good-natured.  Miss  Gaunt.  They  are 
rather  empty-headed — but  1  think  young  ladies  generally  like  them 

all  the  better  for  that.' 
Adela  felt  herself  called  on  to  maVe  no  wxs^^x  \*i  ^^^^^^^^^i^Ba 
not  her  turn  at  the  trumpet. 
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*  What  news  have  you  heard  lately,  Mrs.  Leake  ?'  asked  Miss 
Todd.  The  great  thing  was  to  make  Mrs.  Leake  talk  instead  of 
having  to  talk  to  her. 

*  Amuse  !  No,  I  don't  think  they  do  amuse  any  one  very  much. 
But  then  that's  not  their  line.  I  suppose  they  can  dance,  most  of 
them ;  and  those  who've  got  any  money  may  do  for  husbands — as 
the  world  goes.  "We  musn't  be  too  particular;  must  we,  Miss 
Gaunt  ?' 

*  Miss  Gaunt — let,'  whispered  Miss  Todd  into  the  trumpet,  sepa- 
rating the  sounds  well,  so  that  they  should  not  clash  on  the  nn» 
susceptible  tympanum  of  her  friend's  ear. 

*  Let,  let,  let !  I  think  I  can  hear  anybody  almost  better  than  I 
can  you,  Miss  Todd.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  never  can  hear 
the  people  out  of  the  town  as  well  as  I  can  my  own  set.  It's  habit, 
I  take  it.' 

*  They're  used  to  deaf  people  in  the  country,  I  suppose,'  said 
Miss  Todd,  who,  with  all  her  good-nature,  didn't  choose  to  be  over 
much  put  upon. 

*Ah,  I  can't  hear  you,'  said  Mrs.  Leake.  She  had,  however, 
heard  this.  *  But  I  want  you  to  tell  me  something  about  this  Caro- 
line Waddington.     Isn't  it  true  she's  got  another  lover  already  ?' 

*  Oh,  quite  true ;  she's  going  to  be  married.' 

*  Wants  to  be  married.  Yes,  I  don't  doubt  she  wants  to  be 
married.  That's  what  they  all  want,  only  some  are  not  able  to 
manage  it.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Gaunt ;  but 
we  old  women  must  have  our  joke  about  the  young  ones  ;  musn't 
we.  Miss  Todd  ?'  Mrs.  Leake,  be  it  noticed,  was  past  seventy, 
whereas  our  dear  Miss  Todd  was  only  just  forty-four. 

'  Miss  Gauntlet  can  tell  you  all  about  Miss  Waddington,'  said 
Miss  Todd,  in  her  very  plainest  voice.  *  They  are  very  great 
friends,  and  correspond  with  each  other.'  So  Miss  Todd  handed 
over  the  spout  of  the  trumpet. 

'  She  was  corresponding  with  another !  I  dare  say  she  was ; 
with  half-a-dozen  at  once.  Do  you  know  anything  about  it.  Miss 
Gaunt  ?' 

Poor  Adela !  what  was  she  to  say  or  do  ?  Her  hand  absolutely 
trembled  as  she  put  it  lightly  to  the  instrument.  Thrice  she  bent 
her  head  down  before  she  was  able  to  say  anything,  and  thrice  she 
lifted  it  up  in  despair. 

'  Is  it  the  lady  or  the  gentleman  that  is  a  friend  of  yours,  my 
dear  ?  or  which  df  the  gentlemen  ?  I  hope  she  has  not  robbed 
you  of  a  beau.' 

*  Miss  Waddington  is  a  very  dear  friend  of  mine,  ma'am** 

*  Oh ;  she  is,  is  she  ?' 
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*  And  I  know  Mr.  Bertram  also.' 

'  Is  he  a  dear  friend  too  ?  Well,  I  suppose  he's  disengaged  noW. 
But  they  tell  me  he's  got  nothing,  eh  ?* 

*  I  really  don't  know.* 

*  It's  very  hard  to  know ;  very,  I  don't  much  admire  such  jilts 
myself,  hut — ' 

*  Miss  Waddington  did  not  jilt  him,  madam.' 

*  Then  he  jilted  her.  That's  just  what  I  want  to  come  at*  I'm 
very  much  obliged  to  you,  my  dear.  I  see  you  can  tell  me  all  about 
it.*    It  was  about  money,  wasn't  it  ?' 

'  No,'  shouted  Adela,  with  an  energy  that  quite  surprised  herself. 
*  Money  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.' 

*  I  did  not  say  you  had  anything  to  do  with  it.  But  don't  take 
up  that  habit  of  holloing  from  Miss  Todd.  I  suppose  the  truth 
was  that  he  found  out  what  he  wasn't  meant  to  find  out.  Men 
shouldn't  be  too  inquisitive;  should  they,  Miss  Todd?  You  are 
quite  right,  Miss  Gaunt,  don't  have  anything  to  do  with  it ;  it's  a 
bad  affair.' 

*  I  think  you  are  very  much  mistaken,  madam,'  said  Adela,  again 
shouting.  But  it  was  all  thrown  away.  '  I  can't  hear  a  word  when 
you  hollo  in  that  way,  not  a  word,'  said  Mrs.  Leake.  And  then 
Adela,  with  an  imploring  look  at  Miss  Todd,  relinquished  her 
seat. 

Miss  Todd  rose  with  the  usual  little  speech  about  leave-taking* 
She  had,  as  we  have  seen,  intended  to  have  gone  in  for  a  second 
innings  herself,  but  all  hope  of  winning  the  game  against  Mrs. 
Leake  was  over ;  even  her  courage  was  nearly  upset ;  so  making  a 
little  whisper  to  Adela,  she  held  out  her  hand  to  the  old  lady,  and 
prepared  to  depart. 

*  Dear  me,  you  are  in  a  great  hurry  to  go,'  said  Mrs.  Leake. 

*  Yes ;  we  are  rather  in  a  hurry  this  morning,'  said  Miss  Todd, 
neglectful  of  the  trumpet,  *  we  have  so  many  people  to  see.' 

*  Well,  good-bye ;  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  coming,  and 
Miss  Todd ' — and  here  Mrs.  Leake  affected  to  whisper ;  but  her 
whisper  would  have  been  audible  to  a  dozen,  had  a  dozen  been 
there — '  I  mustn't  forget  to  wish  you  joy  about  Sir  Lionel.  Good  t 
inoming  to  you.  Miss  Gaunt,'  and  then  Mrs.  Leake  dropt  an  old^ 
fashioned  gracious  curtsy. 

To  say  that  Miss  Todd  blushed  would  be  to  belie  the  general 
rosiness  of  that  lady's  complexion.  She  was  all  blush  always. 
Over  her  face  colour  of  the  highest  was  always  flying.  It  was  not 
only  that  her  cheeks  carried  a  settled  brilliant  tint,  but  at  every 
smile-^and  Miss  Todd  was  ever  smiling — this  tint  would  suffuse 
Jber  forehead  and  her  neck  •,  at  e\  er^  ^^e^V  o£  laca^lvtQi: — and  her 
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peals  of  laughter  were  innumerable — it  would  become  brighter  and 
brighter,  coming  and  going,  or  rather  ever  coming  fresh  and  never 
going,  till  the  reflection  from  her  countenance  would  illumine  the 
whole  room,  and  light  up  the  faces  of  all  around  her.  But  now 
she  almost  blushed  black.  She  had  delighted  hitherto  in  all  the 
little  bits  of  libellous  tittle-tattle  to  which  her  position  as  a  young 
old  maid  had  given  rise,  and  had  affected  always  to  assist  their 
propagation ;  but  there  was  a  poison  about  this  old  female  snake, 
a  sting  in  the  tongue  of  this  old  adder,  which  reached  even  her. 

*  The  old  fool !'  said  Miss  Todd,  by  no  means  sotto  voce, 

Mrs.  Leake  heard  her  though  the  speaking  trumpet  was  not  in 
action.  *  No,  no,  no,'  she  said^  in  her  most  good-natured  voice,  '  I 
don't  think  he's  such  a  fool  at  all.  Of  course  he  is  old,  and  in 
want  of  an  income,  no  doubt.  But  then  he's  a  knight  you  kn6w, 
my  dear,  and  a  colonel ;'  and  then  the  two  ladies,  waiting  for  no 
further  courtesies,  went  back  to  their  fly. 

Miss  Todd  had  quite  regained  her  good-humour  by  the  time  she 
was  seated.  *  Weil,*  said  she,  *  what  do  you  think  of  my  friend^ 
Mrs.  Leake  ?' 

*  What  makes  her  so  very  spiteful  ?'  asked  Adela. 

*  Why,  you  see,  my  dear,  she'd  be  nothing  if  she  wasn't  spiteful. 
It's  her  fate.  She's  very  old,  and  she  lives  there  by  herself,  and 
she  doesn't  go  out  much,  and  she  has  nothing  to  amuse  her.  If 
she  didn't  do  that,  she  couldn't  do  anything.  I  rather  like  it 
myself.' 

*  Well,  I  can't  say  I  like  it,'  said  Adela ;  and  then  they  sat  silent 
for  a  time.  Miss  Todd  the  while  reflecting  whether  she  would,  in 
any  way,  defend  herself  from  that  imputation  about  Sir  Lionel. 

*  But  you  see  what  sort  of  a  woman  she  is,  Miss  Gauntlet ;  and, 
of  course,  you  must  not  believe  a  wotd  that  she  says.' 

*  How  very  dreadful  !* 

*  Oh ;  it  does  not  mean  anything.  I  call  all  those  white  lies. 
Nobody  notices  them.  But  what  she  said  about  Sir  Lionel,  you 
know — ' 

*  I  really  shall  not  think  of  anything  she  said.' 

*  But  I  must  explain  to  you,'  said  Miss  Todd,  in  whose  mind, 
in  spite  of  her  blushing,  a  certain  amount  of  pleasure  was  mixed 
with  the  displeasure  which  Mrs.  Leake's  scandal  had  caused  her. 
For  at  this  moment  Sir  Lionel  was  not  a  little  thought  of  at  Little- 
bath,  and  among  the  Lucretias  there  assembled,  there  was  many  a 
one  who  would  have  felt  but  small  regret  in  abandoning  her  maiden 
meditations  at  the  instance  of  Sir  Lionel  Bertram. 

*  But  I  must  explain  to  you.  Sir  Lionel  does  come  to  ^eQixssRfc 
very  often ;  and  I  should  think  there  "waa  ^ome^i^QMi^  "va.  *^ — ^^> 
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rather,  I  shouldn't  he  surprised  at  others  thinking  so — only  that  I 
am  quite  sure  that  he's  thinking  of  somehody  else.' 

'  Is  he  P'  asked  Adela,  perhaps  not  with  a  great  deal  of  anima- 
tion. 

*  Yes ;  and  I'll  tell  you  who  that  somebody  else  is.  Mind,  I 
shouldn't  say  anything  about  it  if  I  wasn't  sure ;  that  is,  almost 
fiure ;  for  one  never  can  be  quite  sure  about  anything.'    , 

*  Then  I  don't  think  one  ought  to  talk  about  people.' 

*  Oh,  that's  all  very  well.  But  then,  at  such  a  place  as  Little* 
bath,  one  would  have  to  hold  one's  tongue  altogether.  I  let  peo- 
ple talk  of  me,  and  so  I  talk  about  them.  One  can't  live  without 
it,  my  dear.     But  I  don't  say  things  like  Mrs.  Leake.' 

*  I'm  sure  you  don't.' 

*  But  now  about  Sir  Lionel ;  can't  you  guess  who  it  is  ?' 

'  How  should  I,  Miss  Todd  ?  I  don't  know  a  person  in  Little- 
bath  except  you  and  Miss  Baker.' 

*  There ;  now  you  have  guessed  it ;  I  knew  you  would.  Don't 
say  I  told  you.' 

*  Miss  Baker  marry  Sir  Lionel !' 

*Yes,  Miss  Baker  marry  Sir  Lionel!  and  why  not?  Why 
shouldn't  she  ?  and  why  shouldn't  he  ?  I  think  it  would  be  very 
wise.  I  think  those  sort  of  marriages  ofben  make  people  very 
happy.' 

*  Do  you  think  he  loves  her  ?'  said  Adela,  whose  ideas  of  marriage 
were  of  a  very  primitive  description. 

*  Well,  I  don't  see  why  he  shouldn't ;  that  is,  in  a  sort  of  a  way. 
He  won't  write  poetry  about  her  eyebrows,  if  you  mean  that.  But 
I  think  he'd  like  her  to  keep  his  house  for  him ;  and  now  that 
Caroline  is  going  away,  I  think  she'd  like  to  have  some  one  to  live 
with.     She's  not  born  to  be  a  solitary  wild  beast  as  I  am.' 

Adela  was  surprised,  but  she  had  nothing  to  say.     She  was  aware 
of  no  reason  which  it  suited  her  to  allege  why  Miss  Baker  should 
not  marry  Sir  Lionel  Bertram.     Had  she  been  asked  before,  she 
would  have  said  that  Miss  Baker  seemed  settled  in  her  maiden 
life ;  and  that  she  was  but  little  likely  to  be  moved  by  the  civil 
speeches  of  ah  old  military  beau.     But  silence  was  perhaps  the 
more  prudent,  and,  therefore,  she  said  nothing. 
'  Her  fortnight  with  Miss  Todd  passed  without  much  inconve- 
nience to  her.     She  had  to  sit  out  one  or  two  card-parties ;  and  to 
resist,  at  last  with  peremptory  decision,  her  host  s  attempts  to 
take  her  elsewhere.    But  Miss  Todd  was  so  truly  kind,  so  generous, 
so  fond  of  making  others  happy,  that  she  won  upon  Adela  at  last, 
and  tbejr  parted  excellent  friends. 
'/  am  BO  fond  of  Miss  Baker,*  Mia^'lLQ^^  ^^^i^^^  aa.  \*Vv^  \a&t  morn- 


MRS.  LSAEE  OF  BISSBUEY.  315 

ing ;  '  and  I  do  so  truly  hope  she'll  Be  happy ;  but  don't  you  say 
a  word.about  what  I  was  saying.  Only  you  watch  if  it  isn't  true. 
You'll  see  quite  as  much  of  Sir  Lionel  there  as  you  have  here :' 
and  so  they  parted,  and  Adela  was  transferred  over  to  Montpellier 
Terrace. 

There  had  been  some  probability  that  Caroline  would  return  to 
Littlebath  with  her  aunt ;  but  such  was  not  the  case.  The  autumn 
was  advancing  to  its  close.  It  was  now  November,  and  hardly  a 
month  remained  before  that — may  we  say  happy  day  ? — on  which 
Miss  Waddington  was  to  become  Lady  Harcourt.  There  was,  as 
Miss  Baker  said,  so  much  to  do,  and  so  little  time  to  do  it !  It 
had  therefore  been  decided  that  Caroline  should  not  return  to 
Littlebath. 

*  And  you  have  come  back  only  on  my  account  P'  said  Adela. 

*  Not  at  all ;  I  should  have  come  back  any  way,  for  many  reasons. 
I  like  to  see  Mr.  Bertram  from  time  to  time,  especially  now  that 
he  has  acknowledged  Caroline ;  but  it  would  kill  me  to  stay  long 
at  that  house.  JDid  you  see  much  of  Sir  Lionel  while  you  were  at 
Miss  Todd's  ?' 

*  Yes,  a  good  deal,'  said  Adela,  who  could  hardly  keep  firom  smi- 
ling as  she  answered  the  question. 

*  He  is  always  there,  I  believe.  My  idea  is,  that  they  mean  to 
make  a  match  of  it.    It  is,  indeed.' 

'  Oh,  no ;  I  don't  think  that.' 

*  Don't  you  now  ?  Well,  you  have  been  in  the  house,  and  must 
have  seen  a  great  deal.  But  what  else  can  bring  him  there  so 
much  ?' 

*  Miss  Todd  says  he's  always  talking  about  you.* 

'  About  me  ;  what  nonsense !'  And  Miss  Baker  went  up  to  her 
room  rather  better  pleased  than  she  had  been. 

Caroline,  as  will  be  remembered,  had  written  to  Adela  with  the 
tidings  of  her  new  engagement.  Adela  had  answered  that  letter 
affectionately,  but  shortly;  wishing  her  friend  every  happiness, 
and  saying  what  little  in  the  cheerful  vein  she  could  allow  herself 
to  say  on  such  an  occasion.  The  very  shortness  of  her  letter  had 
conveyed  condemnation,  but  that  Adela  could  not  help. 

Caroline  had  expected  condemnation.  She  knew  ik^t  she  would 
be  condemned,  either  by  words  or  by  the  lack  of  raem ;  it  was 
nearly  equal  to  her  by  which.  Her  mind  was  in  that  state,  that 
having  half  condemned  herself,  she  would  have  given  anything  for 
a  cordial  acquittal  from  one  she  loved  and  valued.  But  she  did 
not  expect  it  from  Adela,  and  she  did  not  receive  it. 

She  carried  herself  with  a  brave  face,  howeN^t.    Tq  \v«t  ^wisi^- 
father,  to  Miaa  Baker,  and  to  her  betrotYiedi,  ^^  ^otn^\ti<^  ^^'^J^ 
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of  sorrow,  no  sign  of  repentance ;  but  thougli  there  was,  perhaps, 
no  repentance  in  her  heart,  the;re  was  much  sorrow  and  much  re- 
morse, and  she  could  not  keep  herself  wholly  silent. 

She  wrote  again  to  Adela,  almost  imploring  her  for  pity.  We 
need  not  give  the  whole  letter,  hut  a  portion  of  it  will  show  how 
the  poor  girl's  mind  was  at  work.  '  1  know  you  have  judged  me, 
and  found  me  guilty,*  she  said.  *  I  can  tell  that  from  the  tone  of 
your  letter,  though  you  were  generous  enough  to  endeavour  to 
deceive  me.  But  you  have  condemned  me  because  you  do  not 
know  me.  I  feel  sure  that  what  I  am  doing  is  prudent,  and,  I 
think  I  may  say,  right.  Had  I  refused  Sir  Henry's  offer,  or  some 
other  such  offer — and  any  offer  to  me  would  have  been,  and  must 
have  been  open  to  the  same  objections — what  should  I  have  done  ? 
what  would  have  been  my  career  ?  I  am  not  now  speaking  of 
happiness.     But  of  what  use  could  I  have  been  to  any  one  ? 

*  You  will  say  that  I  do  not  love  Sir  Henry.  I  have  told  him 
that  in  the  usual  acceptation  of  the  word,  I  do  not  love  him.  But 
I  esteem  his  hig:h  qualities ;  and  I  shall  marry  him  with  the  full 
intention  of  doing  my  duty,  of  sacrificing  myself  to  him  if  needs 
be,  of  being  useful  in  the  position  in  which  he  will  place  me 
What  better  can  I  do  than  this  ?  You  can  do  better,  Adela.  1 
know  you  will  do  better.  To  have  loved,  and  married  for  love  the 
poorest  gentleman  on  Q-od's  earth  would  be  to  have  done  better* 
But  I  cannot  do  that  now.  The  power  of  doing  that  has  been 
taken  from  me*  The  question  with  me  was,  whether  I  should  be 
useful  as  a  wife,  or  useless  as  an  unmarried  woman  ?  For  useless 
I  should  have  been,  and  petulant,  and  wretched.  Employment, 
work,  duty,  will  now  save  me  from  that.  Dear  Adela,  try  to  look 
at  it  in  this  way  if  it  be  possible.  Do  not  throw  me  over  without 
an  attempt.  Do  not  be  unmerciful.  *  *  *  At  any  rate,' 
she  ended  her  letter  by  saying — *  At  any  rate  you  will  come  to  me 
in  London  in  the  early,  early  spring.  Say  that  you  will  do  so,  or 
I  shall  think  that  you  mean  to  abandon  me  altogether  !' 

Adela  answered  this  as  sweetly  and  as  delicately  as  she  could. 
Natures,  she  said,  were  different,  and  it  would  be  presumptuous 
in  her  to  set  herself  up  as  judge  on  her  friend's  conduct.  She 
would  abst^^from  doing  so,  and  would  pray  to  God  that  Caroline 
and  Sir  HCTry  might  be  happy  together.  And  as  to  going  to 
London  in  the  spring,  she  would  do  so  if  her  aunt  Penelope's 
plans  would  allow  of  it.  She  must  of  course  be  governed  by  her 
aunt  Penelope,  who  was  now  hurrying  home  from  Italy  on  pur- 
pose to  give  her  a  home. 

Nothing  further  occurred  this  year  at  Littlebath  sufficiently 
memorable  to  need  relation,  unleaa  \\.\ie  Tk^c^xyMjc^  ^\«?Owet  \ft  ^tft-. 
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late  Miss  Baker's  nervous  apprehensions  respecting  Sir  Lionel. 
She  was,  in  truth,  so  innocent  that  she  would  have  revealed  every 
day  to  her  young  friend  the  inmost  secrets  of  her  heart  if  she  had 
had  secrets.  But,  in  truth,  she  had  none.  She  was  desperately 
jealous  of  Miss  Todd,  but  she  herself  knew  not  why.  She  asked 
all  manner  of  questions  as  to  his  going  and  coming,  but  she  never 
asked  herself  why  she  was  so  anxious  about  it.  She  was  in  a 
twitter  of  sentimental  restlessness,  but  she  did  not  understand 
the  cause  of  her  own  uneasiness.  On  the  days  that  Sir  Lionel 
came  to  her,  she  was  happy,  and  in  good  spirits ;  when,  however, 
he  went  to  Miss  Todd,  she  was  fretful.  Sometimes  she  would 
rally  him  on  his  admiration  for  her  rival,  but  she  did  it  with  a  bad 
grace.  Wit,  repartee,  and  sarcasm  were  by  no  means  her  forte. 
She  could  not  have  stood  up  for  five  minutes  against  deaf  old  Mrs. 
Leake ;  and  when  she  tried  her  hand  on  Sir  Lionel,  her  failure 
was  piteous.  It  merely  amounted  to  a  gentle  rebuke  to  him  for 
going  to  the  Paragon  instead  of  coming  to  Montpellier  Terrace. 
Adela  saw  it  all,  and  saw  also  that  Sir  Lionel  was  in  no  way  sin- 
cere.    But  what  could  she  do,  or  what  could  she  say  ? 

*  I  hope  Miss  Todd  was  quite  well  yesterday,  Sir  Lionel  ?'  Miss 
Baker  would  say. 

*  I  don't  think  there  was  much  the  matter  with  her.,  Sir  Lionel 
would  answer.  '  She  was  talking  a  great  deal  about  you  while  I 
was  with  her.' 

'  About  me ;  he !  he !  he !  I'm  sure  you  had  something  better 
than  me  to  talk  of.' 

*  There  could  be  nothing  better,'  the  gallant  colonel  would  say. 

*  Oh,  couldn't  there  ?  and  when  is  it  to  be  ?  Adela  here  is 
most  anxious  to  know.' 

*  How  can  you  say  so,  Miss  Baker  ?  You  know  I  am  not  anxi- 
ous at  all.' 

*Well,  if  you're  not,  I  am.  I  hope  we  shall  be  asked — ha! 
ha!  ha!' 

And  why  did  not  Sir  Lionel  make  up  his  mind  and  put  an  end, 
in  one  way  or  the  other,  to  the  torment  of  this  poor  lady  ?  Many 
reasons  guided  him  in  his  high  policy.  In  the  first  place,  he  could 
not  make  himself  certain  whether  Miss  Todd  would  -accept  him 
or  refuse  him.  Her  money  was  by  far  the  safer;  her  fortune  was 
assured ;  what  she  possessed.  Sir  Lionel  already  knew  to  a  frac* 
tion. 

But  Miss  Baker,  he  was  sure,  would  accept  him ;  and  having 
accepted  him,  would  be  amenable  to  all  his  little  reasons  in  life, 
obedient,  conformable,  and,  in  money  mattet^,  m^caa.^'fc^jJc^fe.   'Wx'ss*, 
Todd,  on  the  other  hand,  might,  nay,  .cextam\y  nho^"^  \k»N^  ^^^ 
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of  her  own.    He  would  sooner  have  taken  Miss  Baker  with  half 
the  money. 

But  then  would  Miss  Baker  have  half  the  money  ?  K  that 
stupid  old  man  at  Hadley  would  only  go,  and  t^U  the  only  tale 
with  which  it  was  now  possible  that  he  should  interest  the  world, 
then  Sir  Lionel  would  know  how  to  act.  At  any  rate,  he  would 
wait  till  after  the  solicitor-general's  marriage.  It  might  appear 
on  that  occasion  whether  or  no  Sir  Henry  was  to  be  regarded  as 
the  old  man's  heir  in  all  things.  If  so,  Sir  Lionel  would  be  pre- 
pared to  run  all  matrimonial  risks,  and  present  Miss  Todd  to  the 
world  as  Lady  Bertram. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

MABBTAGE-BELLS. 


As"©  now  came  the  day  of  execution.  *  A  long  day,  my  lord,  ft 
long  day,'  screams  the  unfortunate  culprit  from  the  dock  when 
about  to  undergo  the  heaviest  sentence  of  the  law.  But  the  con* 
victed  wretch  is  a  coward  by  his  profession.  Caroline  Wadding- 
ton  was  no  coward.  Having  made  up  her  mind  to  a  long  martyr^ 
dom,  she  would  not  condescend  to  ask  for  one  short  month  of 
grace. 

*  I  don't  like  to  press  you  unfairly,'  Sir  Henry  had  said,  *  but 
you  know  how  I  am  situated  with  regard  to  business.' 

*  It  shall  be  as  you  wish,'  Caroline  had  said.  And  so  the  day 
had  been  settled ;  a  day  hardly  more  than  six  months  distant 
from  that  on  which  she  had  half  permitted  the  last  embrace  from 
her  now  forfeited,  but  not  forgotten  lover. 

Duty  was  now  her  watchword  to  herself.  "For  the  last  six 
weeks  she  had  been  employed — nay,  more  than  employed — ^hard 
at  work — doing  the  best  she  could  for  her  future  husband's  hap- 
piness and  welfare.  She  had  given  orders  with  as  much  compo- 
sure as  a  woman  might  do  who  had  been  the  mistress  of  her  lora's 
purse  and  bosom  for  the  last  six  years.  Tradesmen,  conscious  of 
the  coming  event,  had  had  their  little  delicacies  and  made  their 
little  hints.  But  she  had  thrown  all  these  to  the  wind.  Slie  had 
spoken  of  Sir  Henry  as  Sir  Henry,  and  of  herself  as  being  now 
Miss  "Waddington,  but  soon  about  to  be  Lady  Harcourt,  with  a 
iStu  died  openness.  She  had  looked  to  carriages  and  broughams — 
and  boraea  also  under  Sir  Heiiry'»'^To\fe<itvoTL — aa  though  these 
tbinga  were  detar  to  her  bouI*    ^wt  vXis^  ^«tfe  tiq\i  ^^'kc^  >(JDssvM^\sk. 
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her  heart  she  tried  to  teach  herself  that'they  were  so.  For  many 
a  long  year— many  at  least  in  her  still  scanty  list  of  years — she 
had  heen  telling  herself  that  these  things  were  dear ;  that  these 
were  the  prizes  for  which  men  strive  and  women  too;  that  the 
wise  and  prudent  gained  them ;  and  that  she  too  would  he  wise 
and  prudent,  that  she  too  would  gain  them.  She  had  gained 
them ;  and  hefore  she  had  essayed  to  enjoy  them,  they  turned 
into  dust  before  her  eyes,  into  ashes  between  her  teeth. 

Gilding  and  tinsel  were  no  longer  bright  to  her,  silks  and  velvet 
were  no  longer  soft.  The  splendour  of  her  drawing-room,  the 
richness  of  her  draperies,  the  luxurious  comfort  of  the  chamber 
that  was  prepared  for  her,  gave  her  no  delight.  She  acquiesced 
in  these  things  because  her  lord  desired  that  they  should  be  there, 
and  she  intended  that  her  lord  should  be  among  the  rich  ones  of 
the  earth.  But  not  for  one  moment  did  she  feel  even  that  trum- 
pery joy  which  comes  from  an  elated  spirit. 

Her  lord!  there  was  the  misery;  there  was  the  great  rock 
against  which  she  feared  that  the  timbers  of  her  bark  would  go  in 
pieces.  If  she  could  only  have  the  three  first  years  done  and 
over.  K  she  could  only  jump  at  once  to  that  time  in  which  habit 
would  have  made  her  fate  endurable !  Her  lord  I  Who  was  her 
lord  truly  ?  Had  she  not  in  her  heart  another  lord,  whom  her 
whole  soul  would  worship,  despite  her  body's  efforts  ? 

And  then  she  began  to  fear  for  her  beauty ;  not  for  her  own 
sake ;  not  with  that  sort  of  sorrow  which  must  attend  the  waning 
roses  of  those  ladies  who,  in  early  years,  have  trusted  too  much 
to  their  loveliness.  No ;  it  was  tor  the  sake  of  him  to  whom  she 
had  sold  her  beauty.  She  would  fain  perform  her  part  of  that 
bargain.  She  would  fain  give  him  on  his  marriage-day  all  that 
had  been  intended  in  his  purchase.  If,  having  accepted  him,  she 
allowed  herself  to  pine  and  fade  away  because  she  was  to  be  his, 
would  she  not  in  fact  be  robbing  him  ?  Would  not  that  be  un- 
just P    AH  that  she  could  give  him  he  should  have. 

But  neither  did  Sir  Henry  see  any  change,  nor  did  Mr.  Bertram, 
nor  those  others  who  were  round  her.  Indeed,  hers  was  not  a 
beauty  that  would  fade  in  such  manner.  When  she  saw  her  own 
eyes  heavy  with  suppressed  wretchedness,  she  feared  for  herself. 
But  her  power  over  herself  was  great,  and  that  look  was  gone  as 
soon  as  others  were  with  her. 

But  her  worst  sufferings  were  at  night.     She  would  wake  from 
her  short  slumbers,  and  see  him,  him  always  before  her ;  that  him 
who  in  the  essence  of  things  was  still  her  lord,  the  master  of  her 
woman's  mind,  the  lord  of  her  woman's  ao\i\.    To  ^ct%fcTk\\et  ^-^^ss* 
from  that  sight,  ahe  would  turn  her  moiateiie^  iaft,^  \»  ^<^  ^^* 
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.  low  ;  but  her  eyeballs  would  flash  Id  tbe  darkness,  and  she  would 
still  see  him  there,  there  before  her.  She  would  see  him  as  he 
stood  beside  her  with  manly  bashfulness,  when  on  the  side  of 
Olivet  he  first  told  her  that  he  loved  her.  She  would  see  him  as 
he  had  sometimes  sat,  in  his  sweetest  moods,  in  that  drawing- 
room  at  Littlebath,  talking  to  her  with  rapid  utterance,  with  sweet 
but  energetic  utterance,  saying  words  which  she  did  not  always 
fully  understand,  but  which  she  felt  to  be  full  of  wit,  full  of  learn- 
ing, full  of  truth.  Ah,  how  proud  she  had  been  of  him  then — so 
proud  of  him,  though  she  would  never  say  so !  And  then  she 
would  see  him,  as  he  came  to  her  on  that  fatal  day,  boiling  in  his 
wrath,  speaking  such  words  as  had  never  before  reached  her  ears ; 
words,  however,  of  which  so  many  had  been  tinged  by  an  inex- 
pressible tenderness. 

.  Then  she  would  turn  herself  in  her  bed,  and,  by  a  strong  eflbrfc 
of  her  will,  she  would  for  awhile  throw  off  such  thoughts.  She 
would  count  over  to  herself  the  chairs  and  tables  she  had  ordered, 
the  cups  and  china  bowls  which  were  to  decorate  her  room,  till 
sleep  would  come  again — but  in  sleep  she  would  still  dream  of 
him.  Ah,  that  there  might  have  been  no  waking  from  such  dreams ! 

But  in  the  morning  she  would  come  down  to  breakfast  with  no 
trouble  on  her  outward  brow.  She  was  minutely  particular  in 
her  dress,  even  when  no  one  but  her  grandfather  was  to  see  the 
effects  of  her  toilet.  Her  hair  was  scrupulously  neat,  her  dresses 
were  rich  and  in  the  newest  fashion.  Her  future  career  was  to  be 
that  of  Lady  Harcourt,  a  leader  of  ton ;  and  she  was  determined 
to  commence  her  new  duties  with  a  good  grace. 

And  so  from  week  to  week,  and  day  to  day,  she  prepared  her- 
self for  the  sacrifice. 

Miss  Baker  of  course  returned  to  Hadley  a  day  or  two  before 
the  ceremony.  The  recent  death  of  old  Mr.  Gauntlet  was  Adela's: 
excuse  for  not  being  present.  Had  there  been  no  such  excuse,  she 
would  have  been  forced  to  act  a  bridesmaid's  part.  It'  was  much 
better  for  both  of  them  that  she  had  not  to  perform  the  task. 

Bridesmaids  were  chosen  in  London — eight  of  them.  These 
were  not  special  friends  of  Caroline's ;  indeed,  it  had  not  been 
her  instinct  to  attach  to  herself  special  friends.  Circumstances 
had  created  friendship  between  her  and  Adela,  unlike  in  all  things 
ns  they  were  to  each  other.  But  other  bosom-friends  Caroline 
had  not ;  nor  had  she  felt  the  want  of  them. 

This  was  perhaps  well  for  her  now.     It  would  have  driven  her 

to  madness  if  among  the  bevy  of  attendant  nymphs  there  had  been 

any  to  whom  it  would  have  been,  x^ecesaary  for  her  to  open  her 

heart — to  open  it,  or  to  pretend,  to  o^en\t.   ^vjlOcl^^  ^\i^  ^\ 
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mucb  she  was  no\«  *ng ;  much  she  was  prepared  to  do.  But 
she  could  not  have  spoken  with  missish  rapture  of  her  coming 
happiness ;  nor  could  she,  to  any  ears,  have  laid  bare  the  secrets 
of  her  bosom. 

So  eight  young  ladies  were  had  from  London.  Two  were  second- 
cousins  by  her  father's  side ;  one,  who  was  very  full  of  the  univer- 
sal joy  that  was  to  follow  this  happy  event,  was  a  sister  of  Sir 
Henry's ;  a  fourth  was  the  daughter  of  an  old  crony  of  Miss 
Baker's ;  and  the  other  four  were  got  to  order — there  being  no 
doubt  a  repertory  for  articles  so  useful  and  so  ornamental. 

Old  Mr.  Bertram  behaved  well  on  the  occasion.  He  told  Miss 
Baker  that  nothing  was  to  be  spared — in  moderation ;  and  he 
left  her  to  be  sole  judge  of  what  moderation  meant.  She,  poor 
woman,  knew  well  enough  that  she  would  have  at  some  future  day 
to  fight  over  with  him  the  battle  of  the  bills.  But  for  the  moment 
he  affected  generosity,  and  so  a  fitting  breakfast  was  prepared. 

And  then  the  bells  were  rung,  the  Hadley  bells,  the  merry  mar- 
riage-bells. 

I  know  full  well  the  tone  with  which  they  toll  when  the  soul  is 
ushered  to  its  last  long  rest.  1  have  stood  in  that  green  church- 
yard when  earth  has  been  laid  to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to 
dust — the  ashes  and  the  dust  that  were  loved  so  well. 

But  now  the  scene  was  of  another  sort.  How  merrily  they 
rang,  those  joyous  marriage-bells  !  Youth  was  now  to  know  the 
full  delight  of  matured  happiness.  Soul  should  be  joined  to  soul, 
heart  to  heart,  hand  to  hand,  manly  strength  and  vigour  to  all  the 
grace  and  beauty  of  womanhood.  The  world  was  pleasant  with 
its  most  joyous  smile  as  it  opened  its  embraces  to  the  young  pair 
— about  to  be  two  no  longer — now  to  become  one  bone  and  one 
flesh.     Out  rung  the  Haoley  bells,  the  happy  marriage-bells. 

And  when  should  bells  ring  so  joyously  P  Do  they  not  give 
promise  of  all  that  this  world  knows  of  happiness  ?  What  is  love, 
sweet  pure  love,  but  the  anticipation  of  tins,  the  natural  longing 
for  this,  the  consummation  of  our  loving  ^ere  P  To  neither  man 
nor  woman  does  the  world  fairly  begin  till  seated  together  in  their 
first  mutual  home  they  bethink  themselves  thAt  the  excitement  of 
their  honeymoon  is  over.  It  would  seem  that  the  full  meaning 
of  the  word  marriage  can  never  be  kno>vn  by  those  who,  at  their 
first  outspring  into  life,  are  surrounded  by  all  that  money  can 
give.  It  requires  the  single  sitting-room,  the  single  fire,  the  ne- 
cessary little  efforts  of  self-devotion,  the  inward  declaration  that 
some  struggle  shall  be  made  for  that  otVveT  ot\^,  «»Q.xwi  ^q^^^ 
struggle  of  which  wealth  can  know  not\i\iig.    0\i^  ^^viX.^  ^csao^X* 
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"Wish  to  be  poor,  that  one  might  work  for  one's  wife ;  almost  wish 
to  be  ill  used,  that  one  might  fight  for  her. 

He,  as  he  goes  forth  to  his  labour,  swears  within  his  heart  that, 
bj  God's  help  on  his  endeavours,  all  shall  go  well  with  her.  And 
she,  as  she  stands  musing  alone  in  her  young  home,  with  a  sofb 
happy  tear  in  her  bright  eye,  she  also  swears  in  her  heart  that,  by 
Good's  help,  his  home  shall  be  to  him  the  sweetest  spot  on  the 
earth's  surface.  Then  should  not  marriage-bells  ring  joyously? 
Ah,  my  friends,  do  not  count  too  exactly  your  three  hundreds  a 
year — your  four  hundreds.  Try  the  world.  But  try  it  with  in- 
dustry and  truth,  not  with  idleness  and  falsehood. 

And  now  Sir  Henry  and  Lady  Harcourt  were  to  try  the  world 
in  sweet  communion  togetheri  One  may  say  that,  as  to  doubt 
about  the  trial,  there  was  need  of  none.  He  had  more  than  won 
his  spurs.  He  was  already  a  practised  knight  in  the  highest  flight 
of  the  world's  tourneys.  And  for  her,  too,  there  was  little  cause 
of  fear.  They  who  saw  her  arrayed  in  that  bright  frosty  marriage 
morning,  and  watched  the  majesty  of  her  brow,  the  brilliancy  of 
her  eye,  the  grace  and  dignity  of  her  step,  all  swore  that  the  young 
lawyer  had  done  well.  He  had  found  for  himself  a  meet  com- 
panion for  his  high  career ;  a  proper  bride  for  his  coming  great- 
ness. And  so  the  marriage-bells  rang  on,  with  all  their  merriness, 
with  all  their  joy. 

And  now  the  words  have  been  said,  the  vows  have  been  plighted, 
the  magic  circlet  of  pure  gold  has  done  its  wondrous  work.  The 
priest  smiles  and  grasps  their  hands  as  he  gives  them  his  parting 
friendly  blessing.  Laughing  bridesmaids  press  in  to  sign  the 
book,  and  all  observe  that  no  signature  was  ever  written  with  more 
decision  than  that  of  Caroline  \Yaddiugton. 

Caroline  "Waddington  now  no  longer !  Yes ;  the  deed  had,  in 
truth,  been  done.  The  vows  had  been  plighted.  She  had  taken 
this  man  to  be  her  wedded  husband,  to  live  together  with  him 
after  God's  ordinance.  She  had  sworn  to  obey  him,  and  serve 
him,  and —  Ah !  ah !  ah !  How.  had  she  lived  while  that  word 
was  uttered  to  her !  how  had  she  lived  to  swear  that  falsest  oath ! 

But  it  was  not  then,  while  standing  at  the  altar,  that  the  strug- 
gle had  been  made.  Then  she  did  but  act  her  part,  as  some  stage- 
queen  acts  hers.  She  acted  it  well ;  that  was  all.  There  was  no 
meaning  in  her  words  then.  Though  her  lips  moved,  she  swore 
no  oath.     Her  oath  had  been  sworn  before  that. 

No  educated  woman,  we  may  suppose,  stands  at  the  altar  as  a 

bride^  without  having  read  and  re-read  those  words  till  they  are 

closely  Bxed  on  her  memory.    It  ia  a  great  oath,  and  a  woman 

should  know  well  what  tbat  ia  to  vi\i\<^  ^^  S&  t)XiwjS;»  Xa  ^^^^^ 
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herself.  Caroline  "Waddington  had  studied  them  well.  She  would 
live  with  him  after  God's  ordinance  ;  that  is,  as  his  wife.  Tes, 
she  was  prepared  for  that.  She  would  obey  him.  Yes ;  if  obe- 
dience were  required,  she  would  give  it.  Serve  hjm?  oh,  yes, 
certainly ;  to  the  best  of  her  power  of  mind  and  body.  Love 
him?  JNo;  she  was  bold,  at  least,  if  not  righteous.  No;  she 
coidd  not  love  him.  But,  then,  how  few  who  were  married  com- 
plied with  all  those  behests?  How  many  were  undutiful,  dis- 
obedient, careless  ?  Might  she  not  except  for  herself  one  point  ? 
be  false  on  one  article  if  she  were  true  in  so  many  ?  She  would 
honour  him,  for  honour  was  possible  to  her;  she  would  keep  him 
in  sickness  and  health,  and  forsaking  all  other — yes,  all  other,  in 
body  certainly,  in  heart  too  if  God  would  give  her  ease — and  keep 
herself  only  to  him,  her  husband.  And  so  she  swore  to  it  all  before 
she  went  there — all,  with  the  one  exception. 

And  Sir  Henry  swore  too — with  a  light,  indifferent  oath,  which, 
however,  he  had  no  intention  of  breaking  in  any  part.  He  would 
live  with  her,  and  love  her,  and  comfort  her,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing ; — and  very  well  she  would  look  at  the  top  of  his  table,  in 
black  velvet. 

And  the  merry  bells  went  on  ringing  as  they  trooped  back  to 
the  old  man's  house.  They  went  in  gay  carriages  though  the  dis- 
tance was  but  some  hundred  yards.  But  brides  and  bridegrooms 
cannot  walk  on  their  wedding-days  in  all  their  gala  garments, 
though  it  be  but  a  few  hundred  yards. 

And  then,  as  they  entered  the  breakfast-room,  the  old  man  met 
them,  and  blessed  them.  He  was  too  infirm  to  go  to  church,  q,nd 
had  seen  none  of  them  before  the  ceremony ;  but  now  that  thef 
deed  was  done,  he  also  was  there,  dressed  in  his  best,  his  last  new 
coat,  not  more  than  twelve  years  old,  his  dress  waistcoat,  sent 
home  before  the  Reform  Bill,  his  newest  shoes,  which  creaked 
twice  worse  than  any  of  their  older  brethren.  But  when  a  man  can 
shower  thousands  on  a  wedded  pair,  what  do  they,  or  even  the 
bridesmaids,  care  about  his  clothes  ? 

And  then  after  this  fashion  he  blessed  them — ^not  holding  each 
a  hand  as  he  might  otherwise  have  done ;  for  his  infirmities  com- 
pelled him  to  use  two  crutches. 

*  I  wish  you  joy.  Sir  Henry — of  your  bride — with  all  my  heart. 
And  a  bonny  bride  she  is,  and  well  able  to  take  her  place  in  the 
world.  Though  you'll  be  rich  and  well  to  do,  you'll  not  find  her 
over-extravagant.  And  though  her  fortune's  not  much  for  a  man 
like  you,  perhaps,  she  might  have  had  less,  mightn't  she  ?  ha  I  hs.\ 
ha !  Little  as  it  is,  it  will  help — it  YfiQ.  \v«\^.  kijA  ^wi^^  ^^ 
find  deht3  coming  home  afber  her ;  Tm  B\ire  oi  ^i^a»X..    ^iasi\^V^^^ 
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jour  house  well  together ;  and  your  money  too— but  I  guess  you'll 
not  leave  that  to  her  keeping. 

'  And  I  wish  you  joy  with  all  my  heart,  my  Lady  Haroourt. 
You've  done  very  well — much  better  doubtless  than  we  were  think- 
ing of;  you  and  me  too.  And  as  for  me,  I  was  an  old  fooL'  Mr. 
Bertram  was  doubtless  thinking  of  that  interview  with  his  nephew. 
'  Much  better,  much  better.  Your  husband's  a  rising  man,  and 
he'll  live  to  be  a  rich  man.  I  have  always  thought  a  lawyer's  profes- 
sion very  good  for  a  man  who  would  know  how  to  make  money  at  it. 
Sir  Henry  knows  how  to  do  that  well.  So  1  wish  you  joy  with  all  my 
heart.  Lady  Bertram — Harcourt  I  mean.  And  now  we'll  sit  down 
and  have  a  bit  of  something  to  eat.'  Such  was  the  marriage- 
blessing  of  this  old  man,  who  knew  and  understood  the  world  so 
well.  To  be  Lady  Harcourt,  and  have  the  spending  of  three  or 
four  thousand  a  year !  What  a  destiny  was  that  for  his  grand- 
daughter !  And  to  have  achieved  that  without  any  large  call  upon 
his  own  purse ! 

It  was  not  intended  that  Sir  Heniy  and  his  bride  were  to  sit 
down  to  the  breakfast.  That  is,  I  believe,  now  voted  to  be  a  bore 
— and  always  should  have  been  so  voted.  They  had  done,  or  were 
now  to  do  their  necessary  eating  in  private,  and  the  company  was 
to  see  no  more  of  them.  An  effort  had  been  made  to  explain  this 
to  Mr.  Bertram,  but  it  had  not  been  successful.  So  when  Caro- 
line kissed  him,  and  bade  him  adieu  after  his  little  speech,  he  ex- 
pressed himself  surprised. 

*  What,  off  before  the  breakfast !  What's  the  good  of  the  break- 
fast then  P '  His  idea,  in  his  extravagance,  had  been  that  he 
would  give  a  last  feed  to  the  solicitor-general.  But  he  had  an- 
other piece  of  evtravagance  in  his  mind,  which  he  had  been  unable 
to  bring  himself  to  perpetrate  till  the  last  moment ;  but  which  now 
he  did  perpetrate. 

*  Sir  Henry,  Sir  Henry,'  and  he  toddled  to  a  window.  *  Here ; 
you'll  be  spending  a  lot  of  money  on  her  in  foreign  parts,  imd  I 
think  you  have  behaved  well ;  here,'  and  he  slipped  a  piece  of  pa- 
per into  his  hands.  '  But,  remember,  it  will  be  the  last.  And, 
Sir  Henry,  remember  the  interest  of  the  three  thousand — ^punotu- 
ally—eh.  Sir  Henry  ? ' 

Sir  Henry  nodded — thanked  him — slipped  the  bit  of  paper  into 
his  pocket,  and  followed  his  bride  to  the  carriage. 

'  1  our  grandfather  has  just  given  me  five  hundred  pounds,'  was 
his  first  word  in  private  to  his  wife. 

*  Has  he  ? '  said  Lady  Harcourt ;  *  I'm  very  glad  of  it ;  very.'  And 
BO  &be  was.  What  else  had  she  to  be  ^\8Ao^  uoht^ except  hundreds 

— and  bundreda — and  hundreds  oi  ^ovrnd^^^ 
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And  80  they  were  whisked  awaj  to  London,  to  Dover,  to  Paris, 
to  Nice. 

*  Sed  post  equitem  sedet  atra  cora.' 

The  care  was  very  black  that  sat  behind  that  female  knight. 
But  we  will  not  now  follow  either  her  thoughts  or  her  carriage- 
wheels. 


CHAPTEE  XXXI. 
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Yes,  they  were  off.  All  the  joys  of  that  honeymoon  shall  be  left 
to  the  imagination  of  the  reader.  Their  first  conversation,  as  it 
took  place  in  the  carriage  which  bore  them  from  Mr.  Bertram's 
door,  has  been  given.  Those  which  followed  were  probably  more 
or  less  of  the  same  nature.  Sir  Henry,  no  doubt,  did  strive  to 
give  some  touch  of  romance  to  the  occasion  ;  but  in  no  such  at- 
tempt would  his  wife  assist  him.  To  every  material  proposition  * 
that  he  made,  she  gave  a  ready  assent ;  in  everything  she  acceded 
to  his  views ;  she  would  dine  at  two  or  at  eight,  as  he  pleased ;  she 
was  ready  to  stay  two  weeks  or  only  two  days  in  Paris,  as  best 
suited  him ;  she  would  adapt  herself  to  pictures,  or  to  architecture, 
or  to  theatres,  or  to  society,  or  to  going  on  and  seeing  nothing, 
exactly  as  he  adapted  himself.  She  never  frowned,  or  looked 
black,  or  had  headaches,  or  couldn't  go  on,  or  wouldn't  stay  still, 
or  turned  herself  into  a  Niobean  deluge,  as  some  ladies,  and  very 
nice  ladies  too,  will  sometimes  do  on  their  travels.  But  she  would 
not  talk  of  love,  or  hold  his  hand,  or  turn  her  cheek  to  his.  She 
had  made  her  bargain,  and  would  keep  to  it.  Of  that  which  she 
had  promised  him,  she  would  give  him  full  measure ;  of  that  which 
she  had  not  promised  him — of  which  she  had  explained  to  him 
that  she  had  nothing  to  give — of  that  she  would  make  no  attempt 
to  give  anything. 

So  they  spent  their  Christmas  and  opened  the  new  year  at  Nice, 
and  made  an  excursion  along  the  Cornice  road  to  Genoa,  during 
which  Lady  Harcourt  learned  for  the  first  time  that  the  people  of 
Italy  are  not  so  free  from  cold  winds  as  is  generally  imagined ;  and 
then,  early  in  February,  they  returned  to  their  house  in  Eaton 
Square.  How  she  soon  became  immersed  in  society,  and  he  in 
Parliament  and  the  County  Courts,  we  may  also  leave  t»  \»Vifc  \xfiia*- 
gination  of  the  reader.  In  a  month  or  t^o  ^totcl  >i)ci^V.  ^Ivcaa^'^V^^ 
the  rigours  of  a  London  May  shall  have  convxasixesi^,^^  '^''^^  ^^" 
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turn  to  them  again.    In  the  meantime,  we  must  go  back  to  Had- 
ley — the  two  old  Bertrams,  and  dear  Miss  Baker. 

The  marriage  feast,  prepared  by  Miss  Baker  for  the  wedding 
guests,  did  not  occupy  very  long ;  nor  was  there  any  great  induce- 
ment for  those  assembled  to  remain  with  Mr.  Bertram.  He  and 
Miss  Baker  soon  found  themselves  again  alone;  and  were  no 
sooner  alone  than  the  business  of  life  recommenced. 

*  It's  a  very  splendid  match  for  her,'  said  Mr.  Bertram. 

*  Yes,  I  suppose  it  is,'  said  Miss  Baker.  Miss  Baker  in  her 
heart  of  hearts  had  never  quite  approved  of  the  marriage. 

*  And  now,  Mary,  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ? ' 

'  Oh,  I'll  see  and  get  these  things  taken  away,*  said  she. 

*  Tes,  yes ;  stop  a  minute ;  that's  of  course.  But  what  I  mean 
is,  what  do  you  mean  to  do  with  yourself?  you  can't  go  back  snd 
live  at  Littlebath.all  alone  P ' 

If  I  were  to  use  the  word  '  flabbergasted '  as  expressing  Miss 
Baker's  immediate  state  of  mind,  I  should  draw  down  on  myself 
the  just  anger  of  the  critics,  in  that  I  had  condescended  to  the  use 
of  slang ;  but  what  other  word  will  so  well  express  what  is  meant  ? 
She  had  fully  intended  to  go  back  to  Littlebath,  and  had  intended 
to  do  so  at  the  earliest  moment  that  would  be  possible.  Was  not 
Sir  Lionel  still  at  Littlebath  ?  And,  moreover,  she  fully  intended 
to  live  there.  That  she  would  have  some  little  difficulty  in  the 
matter,  she  had  anticipated.  Her  own  income — that  which  was 
indefeasibly  her  own — was  very  small ;  by  far  too  small  to  admit  of 
her  permanently  keeping  on  those  rooms  in  Montpellier  Terrace. 
Hitherto  their  income,  her  own  and  Caroline's  put  together,  had 
been  very  comfortable ;  for  Mr.  Bertram  had  annually  paid  to  her 
a  sum  which  of  itself  would  have  been  sufficient  for  her  own  living. 
But  she  had  not  known  what  difference  Caroline's  marriage  might 
make  in  this  allowance.  It  had  been  given  to  herself  without  any 
specification  that  it  had  been  so  given  for  any  purpose ;  but  yet  it 
had  been  an  understood  thing  that  Caroline  was  to  live  with 
her  and  be  supported.  Ajid  though  Caroline's  income  had  also 
been  used,  it  had  gone  rather  in  luxurious  enjoyments  than  in  ne* 
cessary  expenses;  in  the  keep  of  a  horse,  for  instance,  in  a  journey 
to  Jerusalem,  in  a  new  grand  piano,  and  such  like.  Now  there 
might  naturally  be  a  doubt  whether  under  altered  circumstances 
this  allowance  from  Mr.  Bertram  would  remain  unaltered. 

But  it  had  never  occurred  to  her  that  she  would  be  asked  to 

live  at  Hadley.   That  idea  did  now  occur  to  her,  and  therefore  she 

stood  before  her  uncle  hesitating  in  her  answer,  and — may  my  in- 

ability  to  select  any  better  woro.  \>ft  teJkfin  in.  excuse  ? — *  fiabber- 

gasted '  in  her  mind  and  feelmga. 
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But  her  doom  followed  quickly  on  her  hesitation.  '  Because,' 
said  Mr.  Bertram,  *  there  is  plenty  of  room  here.  There  can  be 
no  need  of  two  houses  and  two  establishments  now ;  you  had  bet- 
ter send  for  your  things  and  fix  yourself  here  at  once.' 

*  But  I  couldn't  leave  the  rooms  at  Littlebath  without  a  quar- 
ter's notice ; ' — the  coward's  plea ;  a  long  day,  my  lord, — a  long 
day — *  that  was  particularly  understood  when  I  got  them  so  cheap.' 

*  There  will  be  no  diiliculty  in  reletting  them  at  this  time  of  the 
year,'  growled  Mr.  Bertram. 

*  Oh,  no,  I  suppose  not ;  one  would  have  to  pay  something,  of 
course.  But,  dear  me  !  one  can  hardly  leave  the  place  where  one 
has  lived  so  long  all  of  a  moment.' 

*  Why  not  ? '  demanded  the  tyrant. 

*  Weil,  I  don't  know.  I  can  hardly  say  why  not ;  but  one  has 
so  many  people  to  see,  and  so  many  things  to  do,  and  so  much  to 
pack  up.' 

It  may  be  easily  conceived  that  in  such  an  encounter  Miss  Ba- 
ker would  not  achieve  victory.  She  had  neither  spirit  for  the  fight, 
nor  power  to  use  it  even  had  the  spirit  been  there ;  but  she  ef- 
fected a  compromise  by  the  very  dint  of  her  own  weakness.  *  Yes, 
certainly,'  she  said.  *  As  Mr.  Bertram  thought  it  best,  she  would 
be  very  happy  to  live  with  him  at  Hadley — most  happy,  of  course ; 
but  mightn't  she  go  down  and  pack  up  her  things,  and  settle  with 
everybody,  and  say  good-bye  to  her  friends?'  Oh,  those  friends! 
that  horrible  Miss  Todd ! 

And  thus  she  got  a  month  of  grace.  She  was  to  go  down  im- 
mediately after  Christmas-day,  and  be  up  again  at  Hadley,  and 
fixed  there  permanently,  before  the  end  of  January. 

She  wrote  to  Caroline  on  the  subject,  rather  plaintively;  but 
owning  that  it  was  of  course  her  duty  to  stay  by  her  uncle  now 
that  he  was  so  infirm.  It  would  be  very  dull,  of  course,  she  said ; 
but  any  place  would  be  dull  now  that  she,  Caroline,  was  gone. 
And  it  would  be  sad  giving  up  her  old  friends.  She  named  one 
or  two,  and  among  them  Sir  Lionel.  '  It  would  be  a  great  plea- 
sure to  me,'  she  went  on  to  say,  *  if  I  could  be  the  means  of  recon- 
ciling the  two  brothers — not  but  what  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  will 
always  be  Mr.  Bertram's  favourite ;  I  am  sure  of  that.  I  don't 
think  I  shall  mind  leaving  Miss  Todd,  though  she  does  pretend 
to  be  so  friendly ;  I  was  never  quite  sure  she  was  sincere ;  and 
then  she  does  ttuk  so  very  loud ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  she  says,  I  am 
uot  sure  she's  not  looking  out  for  a  husband.' 

And  then  she  went  back  to  Littlebath,  intent  on  enpyin^;^  ^^^ 
short  reprieve.    Something  might  happeu  •,  »\i©  ^\^  t^jX.  ws^V^t^^^ 
what    The  old  gentieman  might  not  iast  \oTi^  \  >a>aXi  ^^  ^«^«aa^ 
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did  not  speculate  oxi  his  death.  Or  ;-T-she  had  a  sort  of  an  idea 
that  there  might  be  an  '  or,'  though  she  never  allowed  herself  to 
dwell  on  it  as  a  reality.  But  on  one  point  she  did  make  up  her 
mind,  that  if  it  should  be  her  destiny  to  keep  house  for  either  of 
those  two  gentlemen,  she  would  much  rather  keep  house  for  Sir 
Lionel  than  for  his  brother. 

Her  absolute  money-dealings  had  always  been  with  Mr.  Prit- 
chett ;  and  as  she  passed  through  town,  Mr.  Pritchett  came  to  her 
and  made  her  the  usually  quarterly  payment. 

'  But,  Mr.  Pritchett,'  said  she, '  I  am  going  to  live  with  Mr. 
Bertram  after  another  month  or  so.' 

*  Oh,  ma'am ;  yes,  ma'am  ;  that  will  be  very  proper,  ma'am.  I 
always  supposed  it  would  be  so  when  Miss  Carobne  was  gone,'  said 
Pritchett,  in  a  melancholy  tone. 

*  But  will  it  be  proper  for  me  to  have  this  money  now  p* 

*  Oh,  yes,  ma'am.  It  wouldn't  be  my  duty  to  stop  any  payments 
till  I  get  orders.  Mr.  Bertram  never  forgets  anything,  ma'am.  K 
he'd  meant  me  to  stop  it,  he  wouldn't  have  forgot  to  say  so.' 

*  Oh,  very  well,  Mr.  Pritchett ;'  and  Miss  Baker  was  going  away. 

*  But,  one  word,  if  you  please,  ma'am'..  I  don't  detain  you,  ma'am, 
do  I P'  and  vou  might  have  guessed  by  Pritchett' s  voice  that  he 
was  quite  willing  to  let  her  go  if  she  wished,  even  though  his  own 
death  on  the  spot  might  be  the  instant  result. 

*  Oh  dear,  no,  Mr.  Pritchett,'  said  Miss  Baker. 

'  We  all  see  how  things  have  gone,  ma'am,  now ; — about  Miss 
Caroline,  I  mean.' 

*  Yes,  she  is  Lady  Harcourt  now.' 

'  Oh,  yes,  I  know  that,  ma'am,'  and  Mr.  Pritchett  here  sank  to 
the  lowest  bathos  of  misery.  *  I  know  she's  Lady  Harcourt  very 
well.     I  didn't  mean  her  ladyship  any  disrespect.' 

'  Oh  dear,  no,  of  course  not,  Mr.  Pritchett.  Who  would  think 
such  a  thing  of  you,  who's  known  her  from  a  baby  P' 

'  Yes,  I  have  knowed  her  from  a  babby,  ma'am.  That's  just  it ; 
and  I've  know'd  you  from  a'most  a  babby  too,  ma'am.' 

*  That  was  a  very  long  time  ago,  Mr.  Pritchett.' 

'Yes,  it  is  some  years  now,  certainly.  Miss  Baker.  I'm  not 
so  young  as  I  was ;  I  know  that.'  Mr.  Prichett's  voice  at  this 
juncture  would  have  softened  the  heart  of  any  stone  that  had  one. 
'  But  this  is  what  it  is,  ma'am ;  you're  going  to  live  with  the  old 
gentleman  now.' 

'  Yes,  I  believe  I  am.' 

*  Well,  now  5  about  Mr.  George,  ma'am.' 
'3fr.  George  V 

'  Tea,  Mr.  George,  Misa  "Baker.  lt«iD^\i  oi  ^\x£^  W\&&\a  w[ 
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anything  of  what  goes  on  between  young  ladies  and  voung  gentle- 
men. 1  don't  know  anything  about  it,  and  never  did ;  and  I  don't 
suppose  I  never  shall  now.  But  they  two  was  to  have  been  one, 
and  now  they're  two.'  Mr.  Fritchett  conld  not  get  on  any  further 
without  pausing  for  breath. 

*  The  match  was  broken  off,  you  know.' 

'  It  was  broke  off.  1  sav  nothing  about  that,  nor  about  them 
who  did  it.  I  know  nothing,  and  therefore  I  say  nothing ;  but 
this  I  do  say  :  that  it  will  be  very  hard — very  hard,  and  very  cruel 
if  so  that  the  old  gentleman  is  set  against  Mr.  George  because  Sir 
Henry  Harcourt  has  got  a  handle  to  his  name  for  himself.' 

The  conference  ended  in  a  promise  on  Miss  Baker's  part  that 
she,  at  least,  would  say  nothing  against  Mr.  G-eorge ;  but  with  an 
assurance,  also,  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  say  anything  in 
his  favour. 

*  You  may  be  sure  of  this,  Mr.  Pritchett,  that  my  uncle  will 
never  consult  me  about  his  money.' 

'  He'll  never  consult  any  human  being,  ma'am.  He  wouldn't 
consult  Solomon  if  Solomon  were  to  go  to  Hadley  o'  purpose.  But 
you  might  slip  in  a  word  that  Mr.  George  was  not  in  fault; 
mightn't  you,  ma'am  ?' 

Miss  Baker  reiterated  her  promise  that  she  would  not  at  any 
rate  say  anything  evil  of  George  Bertram. 

'  He  is  such  a  foolish  young  man,  ma'am ;  so  like  a  baby  about 
money.     It's  that's  why  1  feel  for  him,  because  he  is  so  foolish.' 

And  then  Miss  Baker  prosecuted  her  journey,  and  reached  Little- 
bath  in  safety. 

She  had  not  been  long  there  before  Sir  Lionel  had  heard  all  the 
news.  Miss  Baker,  without  knowing  that  a  process  of  pumping 
had  been  applied  to  her,  soon  made  him  understand  that  for  the 
present  Sir  Henry  had  certainly  not  been  received  into  the  place 
of  heir.  It  was  clear  that  but  a  very  moderate  amount  of  the  old 
gentleman's  wealth — he  was  usually  now  called  the  old  gentleman 
by  them  all ;  Sir  Lionel,  Miss  Baker,  Mr.  Pritchett,  and  others — 
had  been  bestowed  on  the  rising  lawyer ;  and  that,  as  far  as  that 
point  was  concerned,  the  game  was  still  open.  But  then,  if  it  was 
open  to  him.  Sir  Lionel,  through  Miss  Baker,  it  was  also  open  to 
his  son  George  And  it  appeared  from  Miss  Baker's  testimony 
that,  during  the  whole  period  of  these  wedding  doings,  no  word 
had  escaped  the  mouth  of  the  old  gentleman  in  vituperation  or 
anger  against  George.  Perhaps  George  afber  all  might  oe  the  best 
card.  Oh,  what  an  excellent  card  might  he  be  if  he  would  only 
consent  to  guide  himself  by  the  commonest  T\\\ft%  ^1  ^•e.^i&wX*  ^-roc- 
dence !   But  then,  aa  Mr.  Pritchett  had  truly  o^^iiN^^i^^^&x  •  ^^^^^ 


830  '^'^         THE  BERTRAMS. 

was  so  foolish !  Moreover,  Sir  Lionel  was  not  blind  to  the  reflec- 
tion that  the  old  gentleman  would  never  countenance  his  marriage 
with  Miss  Baker.  "Whatever  Mr.  Bertram's  good  intentions  Miss 
Baker- wards  might  be,  they  would  undoubtedly  be  frustrated  by 
such  a  marriage.  If  Sir  Lionel  decided  on  Miss  Baker,  things 
must  be  so  arranged  that  the  marriage  should  be  postponed  till 
that  tedious  old  gentleman  should  move  himself  off  the  scene ;  and 
the  tedious  old  gentleman,  moreover,  must  not  be  allowed  to  know 
anything  about  it. 

But  with  Miss  Todd  there  need  be  no  secrecy,  no  (A*awback,  no 
delay — no  drawback  but  that  of  doubtful  reception ;  and  after  re- 
ception, of  doubtful  masterdom. 

On  thorough  review  of  all  the  circumstances,  much  balancing 
them  in  his  high  mind,  Sir  Lionel  at  last  thus  resolved.  He  would 
throw  himself,  his  heart,  and  his  fortune  at  the  feet  of  Miss  Todd. 
If  there  accepted,  he  would  struggle  with  every  muscle  of  the  man- 
hood which  was  yet  within  him  for  that  supremacy  in  purse  and 
power  which  of  law  and  of  right  belongs  to  the  man.  He  thought 
he  knew  himself,  and  thnt  it  would  not  be  easy  for  a  woman  to  get 
the  better  of  him.  But  if  there  rejected — and  he  could  not  confess 
but  what  there  was  a  doubt — he  would  immediately  fall  back  upon 
Miss  Baker.  Whatever  he  did  must  be  done  immediately,  for  in 
less  than  a  month's  time  Miss  Baker  would  be  out  of  his  reach 
altogether.  As  to  seeking  Miss  Baker  at  Hadley,  that  would  be 
above  even  his  courage.  All  must  be  done  within  the  next  month. 
If  on  Miss  Baker  was  to  fall  the  honour  of  being  Lady  Bertram, 
she  must  not  only  receive  him  within  the  month,  but,  having  done 
so,  must  also  agree  to  wear  her  vestal  zone  yet  a  little  longer,  till 
that  troublesome  old  gentleman,  should  have  departed. 

Such  being  his  month's  work — he  had  not  quite  four  weeks  left 
when  he  came  to  this  resolution — he  wisely  resolved  to  commence 
it  at  once. 

So  on  one  Monday  morning  he  sallied  out  to  the  Paragon  about 
two  o'clock.  At  that  hour  he  knew  Miss  Todd  would  be  surely  at 
home ;  for  at  half  past  one  she  ate  her  lunch.  In  the  regularity 
of  her  eatings  and  her  drinkings.  Miss  Todd  might  have  been  taken 
as  an  example  by  all  the  ladies  of  Littlebath.  Sir  Lionel's  per- 
sonal appearance  has  been  already  described.  Considering  his 
age,  he  was  very  well  preserved.  He  was  still  straight ;  did  not 
fumble  much  in  his  walk ;  and  had  that  decent  look  of  military 
decorum  which,  since  the  days  of  CsBsar  and  the  duke,  has  been 
always  held  to  accompany  a  hook- nose,  He  had  considered  much 
about  bia  toilet ;  indeed,  ne  did  t\iat  Wbitually ;  but  on  this  oo- 
casion  he  had  come  to  the  coucYv^aioii  V)tv^\.  >Rft  V'a^  \ife\.\Kt  T&ake 
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no  unusual  sacrifice  to  the  Graces.  A  touch  of  the  curling-iron 
to  his  whiskers,  or  a  surtout  that  should  be  absolutely  fresh  from 
the  tailor's  hands,  might  have  an  effect  with  Miss  Baker ;  but  if 
any  impression  was  to  be  made  on  Miss  Todd,  it  would  not  be  done 
bj  curled  whiskers  or  a  new  coat.  She  must  be  won,  if  won  at  all, 
by  the  unsophisticated  man. 

So  the  unsophisticated  man  knocked  at  the  door  in  the  Paragon. 
Yes  ;  Miss  Todd  was  at  home.  Up  he  went,  and  found  not  only 
Miss  Todd,  but  also  with  Miss  Todd  the  venerable  Mrs.  Shortpointz, 
settling  all  the  details  for  a  coming  rubber  of  whist  for  that  evening. 

*  Ah,  Sir  Lionel ;  how  do  ?  Sit  down.  Very  well,  my  dear,* — 
Miss  Todd  called  everybody  my  dear,  even  Sir  Lionel  himself  some- 
times ;  but  on  the  present  occasion  she  was  addressing  Mrs.  Short- 
poibtz — *  I'll  be  there  at  eight ;  but  mind  this,  1  won't  sit  down 
with  Lady  Ruth,  nor  yet  with  Miss  Kuff.'  So  spoke  Miss  Todd, 
who,  by  dint  of  her  suppers  and  voice,  was  becoming  rather  auto- 
cratic at  Littlebath. 

*  You  shan't.  Miss  Todd.     Lady  Ruth—* 

*  Very  well ;  that's  all  I  bargain  for.  And  now  here's  Sir  Lio- 
nel ;  how  lucky !  Sir  Lionel,  you  can  be  so  civil,  and  so  useful. 
Do  give  Mrs.  Shortpointz  your  arm  home.  Her  niece  was  to  call ; 
but  there's  been  some  mistake.  And  Mrs.  Shortpointz  does  not 
like  walking  alone.     Come,  Sir  Lionel.'- 

Sir  Lionel  strove  against  the  order ;  but  it  was  in  vain.  He  had 
to  yield ;  and  walked  away  with  old  Mrs.  Shortpointz  on  his  arm. 
It  was  hard,  we  must  acknowledge,  that  a  man  of  Sir  Lionel's  age 
and  standing  should  be  so  employed  at  such  a  moment,  because 
that  flirt,  Maria  Shortpointz,  had  gone  out  to  see  young  Mr.  Gar- 
ded  ride  by  in  his  pink  coat  and  spattered  boots.  He  would  have 
let  her  fall,  and  break  her  leg,  only  that  by  doing  so  he  would  have 
prolonged  the  time  of  his  own  attendance  on  her.  She  lived  half 
across  Littlebath  ;  and  her  step,  ordinarily  slow,  was  slower  than 
usual  now  that  she  was  leaning  on  a  knight's  arm.  At  last  she 
was  deposited  at  home ;  and  the  gallant  colonel,  having  scornfully 
repudiated  her  ofter  of  cake  and  sherry,  flew  back  to  the  Paragon 
on  the  wings  of  love — in  a  street  cab,  for  which  he  had  to  pay 
eighteenpeuce. 

But  he  was  all  too  late.  Miss  Todd  had  gone  out  in  her  fly  just 
three  minutes  since ;  and  thus  a  whole  day  was  lost. 

On  the  Tuesday,  in  proper  course,  he  was  due  at  Miss  Baker's. 
But  for  this  turn.  Miss  Baker  must  be  neglected.    At  the  same 
hour  he  again  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  Paragon,  and  was  a^oixsL 
admitted,  and  now  Miss  Todd  vaa  «S\.  tXoxie.    ^ti^  'v^a  ^^^'^ 
left  BO  very  long,  and  the  precious  moiaeTx\A  xwaaX»  \i^  ^^esa*'^  ^* 
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ouce.  Sir  Lionel,  with  that  military  genius  which  was  so  peculiarly 
his  own,  determined  to  use  his  yesterday's  defeat  in  aid  of  today's 
victory.    He  would  make  even  Mrs.  Shortpointz  serviceable. 

When  gentlemen  past  sixty  make  love  to  ladies  past  forty,  it 
may  be  supposed  that  they  are  not  so  dilatory  in  their  proceedings 
as  younger  swains  and  younger  maidens.  Time  is  then  behind 
them,  not  before  them ;  and  urges  them  on  to  quick  decisions. 
It  may  be  presumed,  moreover,  that  this  pair  knew  their  own 
minds. 

*  How  cruel  you  were  to  me  yesterday  !'  said  Sir  Lionel,  seating 
himself  not  very  close  to  her — nor  yet  very  far  from  her. 

*  What !  about  poor  Mrs.  Shortpointz  r  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  Poor 
old  lady  ;  she  didn't  think  so,  I  am  sure.  One  ought  to  be  of  use 
sometimes,  you  know.  Sir  Lionel.'  • 

*  True,  true.  Miss  Todd ;  quite  true.  But  I  was  particularly 
unfortunate  yesterday.  I  wished  that  Mrs.  Shortpointz  was  hang- 
ing — anywhere  except  on  my  arm.     I  did,  indeed.' 

*  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Poor  Mrs.  Shortpointz !  And  she  was  so  fiill 
of  you  last  night.  The  beau  ideal  of  manly  beauty !  that  waa  what 
she  called  you.     She  did  indeed.    Ha !  ha !  ha !' 

*  She  was  very  kind.' 

'And  then  we  all  quizzed  her  about  you;  and  Miss- Finesse 
called  her  Lady  Bertram.  You  can't  tfiink  how  funny  we  old 
women  are  when  we  get  together.  There  wasn't  a  gentleman  in 
the  room — except  Mr.  Fuzzybell ;  and  he  never  seems  to  make 
'  any  difference.  But  I  tell  you  what.  Sir  Lionel ;  a  certain  friend 
of  yours  didn't  seem  to  like  it  when  we  called  Mrs.  Shortpointz 
Lady  Bertram.' 

*  And  were  you  that  friend,  Miss  Todd  ?' 

'  I !  Ha !  ha !  ha !  No  ;  not  I,  but  Miss  Baker.  And  I'll  tell 
you  what.  Sir  Lionel,'  said  Miss  Todd,  intending  to  do  a  kinder 
act  for  Miss  Baker  than  Miss  Baker  would  have  done  for  her. 
'  And  I'll  tell  you  what ;  Miss  Baker  is  the  nicest-looking  woman 
of  her  time  of  life  in  Littlebath.  I  don't  care  who  the  other  is.  I 
never  saw  her  look  better  than  she  did  last  night ;  never.'  This 
was  good-natured  on  the  part  of  Miss  Todd ;  but  it  sounded  in 
Sir  Lionel's  ears  as  though  it  did  not  augur  well  for  his  hopes. 

*  Tes ;  she's  very  nice ;  very  nice  indeed.  But  I  know  one, 
Miss  Todd,  that's  much  nicer.'  And  Sir  Lionel  drew  his  chair  a 
little  nearer. 

*  What,  Mrs.  Shortpointz,  I  suppose.  Ha !  ha !  ha  1  Well,  every 
man  to  his  taste.' 

'J  wonder  whether  I  may  ei^eak.  to  ^wl  ^erioualy^  Miss  Todd, 
Ibr  £ve  nunutes  P' 
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*  Oh  laws,  yes ;  why  not  P  But  don't  tell  me  any  secrets,  Sir 
Lionel ;  for  I  shan't  keep  them.' 

'  I  hope  what  I  may  say  need  not  be  kept  a  secret  long.  You 
joke  with  me  about  Miss  Baker ;  but  you  cannot  really  believe 
that  my  affections  are  placed  there  P  You  must,  I  think,  have 
guessed  by  this  time — ' 

'  I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world  at  guessing  anything.' 

*  I  am  not  a  young  man,  Miss  Todd — ' 

'  No ;  and  she  isn't  a  young  woman.  She's  fifty.  It  would  all 
be  very  proper  in  that  respect.' 

*  I'm  not  thinking  of  Miss  Baker,  Miss  Todd.' 

*  Dear !  well  now,  I  really  thought  you  were  thinking  of  her. 
And  I'll  tell  you  this.  Sir  Lionel ;  if  you  want  a  wife  to  look  after 
you,  you  couldn't  do  better  than  think  of  her — a  nice,  good-tem- 
pered, cheerful,  easy,  good-looking  woman  ;  with  none  of  the  Little- 
oath  nastiness  about  her ; — and  a  little  money  too,  I've  no  doubt. 
How  could  you  do  better  than  think  of  her  P'  Would  it  not  have 
softened  Miss  Baker* s  heart  towards  her  friend  if  she  could  have 
heard  all  this  P 

*  Ah ;  you  say  this  to  try  me.     I  know  you  do.* 

*  Try  you  !  no ;  but  I  want  you  to  try  Miss  Baker.* 

*  Well ;  I  am  going  to  make  an  attempt  of  that  kind,  certainly  ; 
certainly  I  am.  But  it  is  not  with  Miss  Baker,  as  I  cannot  but 
think  you  know ;'  and  then  he  paused  to  collect  his  ideas,  and  take 
in  at  a  coup  d^osil  the  weak  point  to  which  his  attack  should  be 
turned.  Meanwhile,  Miss  Todd  sat  silent.  She  knew  by  this 
time  what  was  coming  ;  and  knew  also,  that  in  courtesy  the  gen- 
tleman should  be  allowed  to  have  his  say.  Sir  liionel  drew  his 
chair  again  nearer — it  was  now  very  near — and  thus  began : — 

*  Dear  Sarah ! — '  How  he  had  found  out  that  Miss  Todd's 
name  was  Sarah  it  might  be  difficult  to  say.  Her  signature  was 
S.  Todd  ;  and  Sir  Lionel  had  certainly  never  heard  her  called  by 
her  Christian  name.  But  facts  were  with  him.  She  undoubtedly 
bad  been  christened  Sarah. 

*  Dear  Sarah  !— ' 

'  Ha !  ha !  ha  1  Ha !  ha !  ha !'  laughed  Miss  Todd,  with  terrible 
loudness,  with  a  shaking  of  her  sides,  throwing  herself  backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  corner  of  her  sofa.  It  was  not  civil,  and  so 
Sir  Lionel  felt.  When  you  first  call  your  lady-love  by  her  Christian 
name,  you  do  not  like  to  have  the  little  liberty  made  a  subject  of 
ridicule — you  feel  it  by  far  less  if  the  matter  be  taken  up  seriously 
against  you  as  a  crime  on  your  part. 

*  Ha !  ha !  ha  1'  continued  Miss  Todd,  TcyBOcm^  mV^tX^xs^^^oi^'^ 
louder  than  ever;  'Idon*t  think,  Sir  LioneV^  "Lvfaa  e-N^t  <s8^t6^'^^'tii^ 
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•before  since  the  day  I  was  bom;  and  it  does  sound  so  fiumj. 
Sarah.     Ha!  ha!  ha!' 

Sir  Lionel  was  struck  dumb.  What  could  he  say  when  his  little 
tenderness  was  met  in  such  a  manner  ? 

*  Call  me  Sally,  if  you  like,  Sir  Lionel.  My  brothers  and  sisters, 
and  uncles  and  aunts,  aud  all  tliose  sort  of  people,  always  called  me 
Sally.  But,  Sarah !  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Suppose  you  call  me  SaUy, 
Sir  Lionel.'  ^ 

Sir  Lionel  tried,  but  he  could  not  call  her  Sally ;  his  lips  at  that 
moment  would  not  form  the  sound. 

But  the  subject  had  now  been  introduced.  If  he  should  ever  be 
able  to  claim  her  as  his  own,  he  might  then  call  her  Sarah,  or 
Sally,  or  use  any  other  term  of  endearment  which  the  tenderness 
of  the  moment  might  suggest.  When  that  day  should  come,  per- 
haps  he  might  have  his  own  little  joke  ;  but,  in  the  meantime,  the 
plunge  had  been  taken,  and  he  could  now  swim  on. 

*  Miss  Todd,  you  now  know  what  my  feelings  are,  and  I  hope 
that  you  will  at  any  rate  not  disapprove  of  them.  "We  have  known 
each  other  for  some  time,  and  have,  I  hope,  enjoyed  and  valued 
each  other's  society.'  Miss  Todd  here  made  a  little  bow,  but 
she  said  nothing.  She  had  a  just  perception  that  Sir  Lionel 
should  be  permitted  to  have  his  say,  and  that,  as  matters  bad  be- 
come serious,  it  would  be  well  for  her  to  wait  till  he  had  done,.and 
then  she  might  have  her  say.  So  she  merely  bowed,  by  way  of  giving 
a  civil  acquiescence  in  Sir  Lionel's  last  little  suggestion. 

*  I  have  hoped  so,  dear  Miss  Todd ' — he  had  taken  a  moment  to 
consider,  and  thought  that  he  had  better  drop  the  Sarah  altogether 
for  the  present.  *  In  myself,  I  can  safely  say  that  it  has  been  so. 
With  you,  I  feel  that  I  am  happy,  and  at  my  ease.  Tour  modes 
of  thought  and  way  of  life  are  all  such  as  I  admire  and  approve,' — 
Miss  Todd  again  bowed — *  and — and — what  I  mean  is,  that  I  think 
we  both  live  very  much  after  the  same  fashion.' 

Miss  Todd,  who  knew  everything  that  went  on  in  Littlebath,  and 
was  aufait  at  every  bit  of  scandal  and  tittle-tattle  in  the  place, 
had  probably  heard  more  of  the  fashion  of  Sir  Lionel's  life  than 
he  was  aware.  In  places  such  as  Littlebath,  ladies  such  as  Miss 
Todd  do  have  sources  of  information  which  are  almost  miraculous. 
But  still  she  said  nothing.  She  merely  thought  that  Sir  Lionel  was 
a  good  deal  mistaken  in  the  opinion  which  he  had  last  expressed. 

*  I  am  not  a  young  man,'  continued  Sir  Lionel.  *  My  brother, 
you  know,  is  a  very  old  man,  and  there  are  but  fifteen  years'  dif- 
ference between  us.'  This  was  a  mistake  of  Sir  Lionel's ;  the  real 
difference  being  ten  years,    *  And  you,  I  know,  are  hardly  yet  past 

your  youth.' 


SIR  LIONIIL  GOES  TO  HIS  WOOING.  835 

*  I  was  forty-five  last  Guy  Fawkes'  day,'  said  Miss  Todd. 

*  Then  there  are  fifteen  years'  difference  between  us.'  The  reader 
will  please  to  read  *  twenty.'  *  Can  you  look  over  that  difference, 
and  take  me,  old  as  I  am,  for  your  companion  for  life  p  Shall  we 
not  both  be  happier  if  we  have  such  a  companion  P   As  to  money — ' 

*  Oh,  Sir  Lionel,  don't  trouble  about  that ;  nor  yet  about  your 
age.  If  I  wanted  to  marry,  I'd  as  lief  have  an  old  man  as  a  young 
one  ;  perhaps  liefer :  and  as  to  money,  I've  got  enough  for  myself, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  too ' — nevertheless,  Miss  Todd  did 
know  of  that  heavy  over-due  bill  at  the  livery  stables,  and  had 
heard  that  the  very  natty  groom  who  never  left  Sir  Lionel's  phaeton 
for  a  moment  was  a  sworn  bailiff;  sworn  to  bring  the  carriage  and 
horses  back  to  the  livery-stable  yard — *  but  the  fact  is,  I  don't 
want  to  marry.' 

*  Do  you  mean,  Miss  Todd,  that  you  will  prefer  to  live  in  solitude 
for  ever  ?' 

*  Oh,  as  for  solitude,  I'm  not  much  of  a  Eobinson  Crusoe,  nor 
yet  an  Alexander  Selkirk.  I  never  found  any  of  its  charms.  But, 
Lord  bless  you.  Sir  Lionel,  people  never  leave  me  in  solitude. 
I'm  never  alone.  My  sister  Patty  has  fifteen  children.  I  could 
have  half  of  them  to  live  with  me  if  I  liked  it.'  This  view  of  the 
case  did  throw  some  cold  water  on  Sir  Lionel's  ardour. 

'  And  you  are  quite  resolved  on  this  P'  he  said,  with  a  dash  of 
expiring  sentiment  in  his  tone. 

'  What !  to  have  Patty's  children  ?  No,  I  find  it  more  conve- 
nient to  pay  for  their  schooling.' 

*  But  you  are  quite  resolved  to— to — to  give  me  no  other,  no 
more  favourable  answer  P' 

*  Oh !  about  marrying.  On  that  subject.  Sir  Lionel,  my  mind 
is  altogether  made  up.  Miss  Todd  I  am,  and  Miss  Todd  I  mean 
to  remain.  To  tell  the  truth  plainly,  I  like  to  be  number  one  in 
my  own  house.  Lady  Bertram,  I  am  quite  sure,  will  be  a  fortunate 
and  happy  woman ;  but  then,  she'll  be  number  two,  I  take  it.  Eh, 
Sir  Lionel  P' 

Sir  Lionel  smiled  and  laughed,  and  looked  at  the  ground,  and 
then  looked  up  again ;  but  he  did  not  deny  the  imputation.  *  Well,' 
said  he,  '  I  trust  we  shall  still  remain  friends.' 

*  Oh,  certainly ;  why  not  ?'  replied  Miss  Todd. 

And  so  they  parted.  Sir  Lionel  took  his  hat  and  stick,  and  went 
his  way. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIL 

HE   TBIES   HIS   HAKD  AGAIIT. 

Miss  Todd  shook  hands  with  him  as  he  went,  and  then,  putting 
on  her  bonnet  and  cloak,  got  into  her  fly. 

She  felt  some  little  triumph  at  her  heart  in  thinking  that  Sir 
Lionel  had  wished  to  marry  her.  Had  she  not,  she  would  hardly 
have  been  a  woman.  But  by  far  her  strongest  feeling  was  one  of 
dislike  to  him  for  not  having  wished  to  marry  Miss  Baker.  She 
had  watched  the  gallant  soldier  closely  for  the  last  year,  and  well 
knew  how  tenderly  he  had  been  used  to  squeeze  Miss  Baker's 
hand.  He  had  squeezed  her  own  hand  too  ;  but  what  was  that  ? 
She  made  others  the  subject  of  jokes,  and  was  prepared  to  be  joked 
upon  herself.  Whatever  Oliver  Sir  Lionel,  or  other  person,  might 
give  her,  she  would  give  back  to  him  or  to  her — always  excepting 
Mrs.  Leake — a  Eowland  that  should  be  quite  as  good.  But  Miss 
Baker  was  no  subject  for  a  joke,  and  Sir  Lionel  was  in  duty  bound 
to  have  proposed  to  her. 

It  is  perhaps  almost  true  that  no  one  can  touch  pitch  and  not 
be  defiled.  Miss  Todd  had  been  touching  pitch  for  many  years 
past,  and  was  undoubtedly  defiled  to  a  certain  extent.  But  the 
grime  with  her  had  never  gone  deep ;  it  was  not  ingrained ;  it  had 
not  become  an  ineradicable  stain ;  it  was  dirt  on  which  soap- 
and-water  might  yet  operate.  May  we  not  say  that  her  truth  and 
good-nature,  and  love  of  her  fellow-creatures,  would  furnish  her 
at  last  with  the  means  whereby  she  might  be  cleansed  P 

She  was  of  the  world,  worldly.  It  in  no  way  disgusted  her  that 
Sir  Lionel  was  an  old  rip,  and  that  she  knew  him  to  be  so.  There 
were  a  great  many  old  male  rips  at  Littlebath  and  elsewhere. 
Miss  Todd's  path  in  life  had  brought  her  across  more  than  one  or 
two  such.  She  encountered  them  without  horror,  welcomed  them 
without  shame,  and  spoke  of  them  with  a  laugh  rather  than  a 
shudder.  Her  idea  was,  that  such  a  rip  as  Sir  Liouel  would  best 
mend  his  maimers  by  marriage ;  by  marriage,  but  not  with  her. 
She  knew  better  than  trust  herself  to  any  Sir  Lionel. 

And  she  had  encountered  old  female  rips ;  that  is,  if  dishonesty 
in  money- dealings,  selfishness,  coarseness,  vanity,  absence  of  reli- 
gion, and  false  pretences,  when  joined  to  age,  may  be  held  as  con- 
stituting an  old  female  rip.     Many  such  had  been  around  her  fre-t 
quently.     She  would  laugh  '^ith  them,  feed  them,  call  on  them, 
lose  her  money  to  them,  and  iee\\vet^e\l  no  ^V^  ^^^c^^^«    ^ucK 
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company  brought  on  her  no  conviction  of  shame.  But  yet  she 
was  not  of  them.  Coarse  she  was ;  but  neither  dishonest,  nor  self- 
ish, nor  vain,  nor  irreligious,  nor  false. 

Such  beiug  the  nature  of  the  woman,  she  had  not  found  it  ne- 
cessary to  display  any  indignation  when  Sir  Lionel  made  his  offer ; 
but  she  did  feel  angry  with  him  on  Misa  Baker's  behalf.  Why  had 
he  deceived  that  woman,  and  made  an  ass  of  himself?  Had  he  had 
any  wit,  any  knowledge  of  character,  he  would  have  known  what 
sort  of  an  answer  he  was  likely  to  get  if  he  brought  his  vows  and 
offers  to  the  Paragon.  There  he  had  been  received  with  no  spe- 
cial favour.  No  lures  had  been  there  displayed  to  catch  him.  He 
had  not  been  turned  out  of  the  house  when  he  came  there,  and 
that  was  all.  So  now,  as  she  put  on  her  bonnet,  she  determined 
to  punish  Sir  Lionel. 

But  in  accusing  her  suitor  of  want  of  judgment,  she  was  quite 
in  the  dark  as  to  his  real  course  of  action.  She  little  knew  with 
how  profound  adjudgment  he  was  managing  hifi  affairs.  Had  she 
known,  she  would  hardly  have  interfered  as  she  now  did.  As  she 
put  her  foot  on  the  step  of  the  fly  she  desired  her  servant  to  drive 
to  Montpellier  Terrace. 

She  was  shown  into  the  drawing-room,  and  there  she  found  Miss 
Baker  and  Miss  Gauntlet ;  not  our  friend  Adela,  but  Miss  Pene- 
lope Gauntlet,  who  was  now  again  settled  in  Littlebath. 

*  Well,  ladies,*  said  Miss  Todd,  walking  up  the  room  with  well- 
assured  foot  and  full  comfortable  presence,  'I've  news  to  tell  you.' 

They  both  of  them  saw  at  a  glance  that  she  had  news.  Be- 
tween Miss  P.  Gauntlet  and  Miss  Todd  there  had  never  been  cor- 
diality. Miss  Todd  was,  as  we  have  said,  of  the  world,  worldly ; 
whereas  Miss  Gauntlet  was  of  Dr.  Snort,  godly.  She  belonged 
plainly  to  the  third  set  of  which  we  have  spoken ;  Miss  Todd  was 
an  amalgamation  of  the  two  first.  Miss  Baker,  however,  was  a 
point  of  union,  a  connecting  rod.  There  was  about  her  a  savour- 
ing of  the  fragrance  of  Ebenezer,  but  accompanied,  it  must  be 
owned,  by  a  whiff  of  brimstone.  Thus  these  three  ladies  were 
brought  together;  and  as  it  was  manifest  that  Miss  Todd  had 
news  to  tell,  the  other  two  were  prepared  to  listen. 

*  What  do  you  think,  ladies  ? '  and  she  sat  herself  down,  filling 
an  arm-chair  with  her  goodly  person.  *  What  do  you  think  has 
happened  to  me  today  ? ' 

*  Perhaps  the  doctor  has  been  with  you,'  said  Miss  P.  Gauntlet, 
not  alluding  to  the  Littlebath  Galen,  but  meaning  to  insinuate 
that  Miss  Todd  might  have  come  thither  to  tell  them  of  her  con- 
version from  the  world. 

^Better  than  ten  doctors,  my  dear,^ — -Mia^ ^eii'^Q^^  ^^«^  V««^ 
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self  up  very  stiffly — *  or  twenty !  IVe  had  an  offer  of  marriage. 
"What  do  you  think  of  that  ? ' 

Miss  F.  Gauntlet  looked  as  though  she  thought  a  great  deal 
of  it.  She  certainly  did  think  that  had  such  an  accident  happened 
to  her,  she  would  not  have  spoken  of  it  with  such  a  voice,  or  be- 
fore such  an  audience.  But  now  her  face,  which  was  always  long 
and  thin,  became  longer  and  thinner,  and  she  sat  with  her  mouth 
open,  expecting  further  news. 

Miss  Baker  became  rather  red,  then  rather  pale,  and  then  red 
again.  She  put  out  her  hand,  and  took  hold  of  the  side  of  the 
chair  in  which  she  sat ;  but  she  said  nothing.  Her  heart  told  her 
that  that  offer  had  been  made  by  Sir  Lionel. 

*  You  don't  wish  me  joy,  ladies,'  said  Miss  Todd. 

^But  you  have  not  told  us  whether  you  accepted  it/  fudd  Mkf 
Penelope. 

'  Ha !  ha !  ha !  No,  that's  the  worst  of  it.  No,  I  didn't  accept 
it.    But,  upon  my  word,  it  was  made.' 

Then  it  was  not  Sir  Lionel,  thought  Miss  Baker,  releasing  her 
hold  of  the  chair,  and  feeling  that  the  blood  about  her  heart  was 
again' circulating. 

^  And  is  that  all  that  we  are  to  know  r '  asked  Miss  Penelope. 

'  Oh,  my  dears,  you  shall  know  it  all.  I  told  my  lover  that  I 
should  keep  no  secrets.  But,  come,  you  shall  guess.  Who  was  it^ 
Miss  Baker  ? ' 

'  I  couldn't  say  at  all,'  said  Miss  Baker,  in  a  faint  voice.  • 

*  Perhaps  Mr.  O'CaUaghan,'  suggested  Miss  Penelope,  conscious, 
probably,  that  an  ardent  young  evangelical  clergyman  is  generally 
in  want  of  an  income. 

*  Mr.  O'Callaghan ! '  shouted  Miss  Todd,  throwing  up  her  head 
with  scorn.     '  Pho  !     The  gentleman  I  speak  of  would  have  made 

me  a  lady.    Lady !     Now  who  do  you  think  it  was.  Miss 

Baker?' 

'  Oh,  I  couldn't  guess  at  all,'  said  poor  Miss  Baker.  But  she 
now  knew  that  it  was  Sir  Lionel.  It  might  have  been  worse,  how- 
ever, and  that  she  felt — much  worse  ! 

*  Was  it  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  ? '  asked  the  other. 

*  Ah !  Miss  Gauntlet,  you  know  all  about  the  gentlemen  of  Lit- 
tlebath.  I  can  see  that.  It  was  Sir  Lionel.  Wasn't  that  a 
triumph  ? ' 

*  And  you  refused  him  P'  asked  Miss  Penelope. 

'  Of  course  I  did.    You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  think  I 
would  have  accepted  him  ? ' 
To  this  Miss  Penelope  made  no  answer.     Her  opinions  were  of 
4  mixed  sort.     She  partly  TmabeVieNedi  ^y&%  'IcAK— ^^K!^^?5  '^on- 
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dered  at  her.  Unmarried  ladies  of  a  certain  age,  whatever  may  be 
their  own  feelings  in  regard  to  matrimony  on  their  own  behalf^ 
seem  always  impressed  with  a  conviction  that  other  ladies  in  the 
same  condition  would  certainly  marry  if  they  got  an  opportunity. 
Miss  Penelope  could  not  believe  that  Miss  Todd  had  rejected  Sip 
Lionel ;  but  at  the  same  time  she  could  not  but  be  startled  also  by 
the  great  fact  of  such  a  rejection.  At  any  rate  her  course  of  duty 
was  open.  Littlebath  should  be  enlightened  on  the  subject  before 
the  drawing-room  candles  were  lit  that  evening ;  or  at  any  rate 
that  set  in  Littlebath  to  which  she  belonged.  So  she  rose  from 
her  chair,  and,  declaring  that  she  had  sat  an  unconscionable  time 
with  Miss  Baker,  departed,  diligent,  about  her  work. 

*  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  my  dear  ?  '  said  Miss  Todd, 
as  soon  as  the  two  of  them  were  left  alone. 

It  was  strange  that  Miss  Todd,  who  was  ordinarily  so  good-na- 
tured, who  w^  so  especially  intent  on  being  good-natured  to  Miss 
Baker,  should  have  thus  roughlv  communicated  to  her  friend  ti- 
dings which  were  sure  to  wound.  But  she  had  omitted  to  look  at 
it  in  this  light.  Her  intention  had  been  to  punish  Sir  Lionel  for 
having  been  so  grossly  false  and  grossly  foolish.  She  had  seen 
through  him — at  least,  hardly  through  him ;  had  seen  at  least  that 
he  must  have  been  doubting  between  the  two  ladies,  and  that  he 
had  given  up  the  one  whom  he  believed  to  be  the  poorer.  She  did 
not  imagine  it  possible  that,  after  having  offered  to  her,  he  should 
then  go  with  a  similar  offer  to  Miss  Baker.  Had  such  an  idea 
arisen  in  her  mind,  she  would  certainly  have  allowed  Miss  Baker 
to  take  her  chance  of  promotion  unmolested. 

Miss  Baker  gave  a  long  sigh.  Now  that  Miss  Gauntlet  was 
gone,  she  felt  herself  better  able  to  speak  ;  but,  nevertheless,  any 
speech  on  the  subject  was  difficult  to  her.  Her  kind  heart  at  once 
forgave  Miss  Todd.  There  could  now  be  no  marriage  between 
that  false  one  and  her  friend ;  and  therefore,  if  the  ice  would  only 
get  itself  broken,  she  would  not  be  unwilling  to  converse  upon  the 
subject.     But  how  to  break  the  ice ! 

'  I  always  thought  he  would,'  at  last  she  said. 

*  Did  you  ? '  said  Miss  Todd.  *  Well,  he  certainly  used  to  come 
there,  but  I  never  knew  why.  Sometimes  I  thought  it  was  to 
talk  about  you.' 

*  Oh,  no ! '  said  Miss  Baker,  plaintively. 

*  I  gave  him  no  encouragement — none  whatever ; — used  to  send 
him  here  and  there— anything  to  get  rid  of  him.  Sometimes  I 
thought — '  and  then  Miss  Todd  hesitated. 

*  Thought  what  ?'  asked  Miss  Baker. 

*  WelL  I  don't  want  to  be  ill-natured  \  WVi  %OTttft\AXfi«^'V*^wy^j:i^ 
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that  be  wanted  to  borrow  money,  and  didn't  exactly  know  how  to 
begin.' 

*  To  borrow  money !'  He  had  once  borrowed  money  from  Miss 
Baker. 

*  Well,  I  don't  know  ;  I  only  say  I  thought  so.    He  never  did.' 
Miss  Baker  sighed  again,  and  then  there  was  a  slight  pause  in 

the  conversation. 

*  But,  Miss  Todd—' 
*Well,  ray  dear!' 

*  Do  you  think  that — ' 

*  Think  what  ?  Speak  out,  my  dear ;  you  may  before  me.  If 
you've  got  any  secret,  I'll  keep  it.' 

*  Oh !  I've  got  no  secret ;  only  this.  Do  you  think  that  Sir 
Lionel  is — is  poor — that  he  should  want  to  borrow  money  ?' 

*  Well ;  poor !  I  hardly  know  what  you  call  poor.  But  we  all 
know  that  ne  is  a  distressed  man.  I  suppose  he  tias  a  good  in- 
come, and  a  little  ready  money  would,  perhaps,  set  him  up  ;  but 
there's  no  doubt  about  his  being  over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  I 
suppose.' 

This  seemed  to  throw  a  new  and  unexpected  light  on  Miss 
Baker's  mind.  '  I  thought  he  was  always  so  very  respectable,' 
said  she. 

*  Hum-m-m  !'  said  Miss  Todd,  who  knew  the  world. 

*  Eh  ?'  said  Miss  Baker,  who  did  not. 

*  It  depends  on  what  one  means  by  respectable,'  said  Miss  Todd. 

*  I  really  thought  he  was  so  very — ' 

*  Hum-m-m-m,'  repeated  Miss  Todd,  shaking  her  head. 

And  then  there  was  a  little  conversation  carried  on  between 
these  ladies  so  entirely  sotto  voce  that  the  reporter  of  this  scene 
was  unable  to  hear  a  word  of  it.  But  this  he  could  see,  that  Miss 
Todd  bore  by  far  the  greater  part  in  it. 

At  the  end  of  it  Miss  Baker  gave  another,  and  a  longer,  and  a 
deeper  sigh.  *  But  you  know,  my  dear,'  said  Miss  Todd,  in  her 
most  consolatory  voice,  and  these  words  were  distinctly  audible, 
'  nothing  does  a  man  of  that  sort  so  much  good  as  marrying.' 

*  Does  it  ?'  asked  Miss  Baker. 

*  Certainly ;  if  his  vnfe  knows  how  to  manage  him.' 

And  then  Miss  Todd  departed,  leaving  Miss  Baker  with  much 
work  for  her  thoughts.  Her  female  friend  Miss  Baker  had  quite 
forgiven ;  but  she  felt  that  she  could  never  quite  forgive  nim. 
*To  have  deceived  me  so!'  she  said  to  herself,  recurring  to  her 
old  idea  of  respectability.  But,  nevertheless,  it  was  probably  his 
other  sin  that  rankled  deepest  in  her  mind. 
OfMias  Baker  it  may  be  aa\^  tW\.  ^V^  \vai^\i3Nt^^  ^'v^\vQd  the 
pitch ;  at  any  rate,  that  it  bad  not  d^^^d\i^^^ 
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Sir  Lionel  was  somewhat  ill  at  ease  as  he  walked  from  the  Pa- 
ragon to  his  livery  stahles.  He  had  certainly  looked  upon  success 
with  Miss  Todd  as  by  no  means  sure ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  was 
disappointed.  Let  any  of  us,  in  any  attempt  that  we  may  make, 
convince  ourselves  with  ever  so  much  firmness  that  we  shall  fail, 
yet  we  are  hardly  the  less  down-hearted  when  the  failure  comes. 
We  assure  ourselves  that  we  are  not  sanguine,  but  we  assure  our- 
selves falsely.  It  is  man's  nature  to  be  sanguine ;  his  nature,  and 
perhaps  his  greatest  privilege. 

And  Sir  Lionel,  as  he  walked  along,  began  to  fear  that  his  own 
scruples  would  now  stand  in  the  way  of  that  other  marriage — of 
that  second  string  to  his  bow.  When,  in  making  his  little  private 
arrangements  within  his  own  mind,  he  had  decided  that  if  Miss 
Todd  rejected  him  he  would  forthwith  walk  off  to  Miss  Baker,  it 
never  occurred  to  him  that  his  own  feelings  would  militate  against 
such  a  proceeding.  But  such  was  now  absolutely  the  fact.  Having 
talked  about  *  dear  Sarah,'  he  found  that  even  he  would  have  a 
difficulty  in  bringing  himself  to  the  utterance  of  *  dear  Mary.* 

He  went  to  bed,  however,  that  night  with  the  comfortable  re- 
flection that  any  such  nonsense  would  be  dissipated  by  the  morn- 
ing. But  when  the  morning  came — his  morning,  one  p.m. — his 
feeling  he  found  was  the  same.  He  could  not  see  Miss  Baker 
that  day. 

He  was  disgusted  and  disappointed  with  himself.  He  had  flat- 
tered himself  that  he  was  gifted  with  greater  firmness ;  and  now 
that  he  found  himself  so  wanting  in  strength  of  character,  he 
fretted  and  fumed,  as  men  will  do,  even  at  their  own  faults.  He 
swore  to  himself  that  he  would  go  tomorrow,  and  that  evening 
went  to  bed  early,  trying  to  persuade  himself  that  indigestion  haa 
weakened  him.  He  did  great  injustice,  however,  to  as  fine  a  set 
of  internal  organs  as  ever  blessed  a  man  of  sixty. 

At  two  o'clock  next  day  he  dressed  himself  for  the  campaign  in 
Montpellier  Terrace  ;  but  when  dressed  he  was  again  disorganized. 
He  found  that  be  could  not  do  it.  He  told  himself  over  and  over 
again  that  with  Miss  Baker  there  need  be  no  doubt ;  she,  at  least, 
would  accept  him.  He  had  only  to  smile  there,  and  she  would 
smile  again.  He  had  only  to  say  *  dear  Mary,'  and  those  soft  eyes 
would  be  turned  to  the  ground  and  the  battle  would  be  won. 

But  still  he  could  not  do  it.  He  was  sick  ;  he  was  ill ;  he  could 
not  eat  his  breakfast.  He  looked  in  the  glass,  and  found  himself 
to  be  yellow,  and  wrinkled,  and  wizened.  He  was  not  half  him- 
self. There  were  yet  three  weeks  before  Miss  Baker  would  leave 
Littlebath.  It  was  on  the  whole  better  that  his  little  axit^ss^- 
ment  should  be  made  immediately  "previoua  to  \i^T  ^•e^^csNisax^^  ^^ 
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would  leave  Littlebatb  for  ten  days,  and  return  a  new  nian.  So 
he  went  up  to  London,  and  bestowed  his  time  upon  his  son. 

At  the  end  of  the  ten  days  much  of  his  repugnance  had  worn  off. 
But  still  the  sound  of  that  word  *  Sarah,'  and  the  peal  of  laughter 
which  followed,  rang  in  his  ears.  That  utterance  of  the  verbiage 
of  love  is  a  disagreeable  task  for  a  gentleman  of  his  years.  He 
had  tried  it,  and  found  it  very  disagreeable.  He  would  save  him- 
self a  repetition  of  the  nuisance  and  write  to  her. 

He  did  so.  His  letter  was  not  very  long.  He  said  nothing 
about  *  Mary'  in  it,  but  contented  himself  by  calling  her  his  dear- 
est friend.  A  few  words  were  sufficient  to  make  her  understand 
what  he  meant,  and  those  few  words  were  there.  He  merely 
added  a  caution,  that  for  both  their  sakes,  the  matter  had  better 
not  at  present  be  mentioned  to  anybody. 

Miss  Baker,  when  she  received  this  letter,  had  almost  recovered 
her  equanimity.  Hers  had  been  a  soft  and  gentle  sorrow.  She 
had  had  no  fits  of  bursting  grief:  her  wailings  had  been  neither 
loud  nor  hysterical.  A  gentle,  soft,  faint  tinge  of  melancholy  had 
come  upon  her ;  so  that  she  had  sighed  much  as  she  sat  at  her 
solitary  tea,  and  had  allowed  her  novel  to  fall  uncared  for  to  the 
ground.  *  Would  it  not  be  well  for  her,'  she  said  to  herself  more 
than  once,  *  to  go  to  Hadley  ?  Would  not  any  change  be  well  for 
herp'  She  felt  now  that  CaroliDc's  absence  was  a  heavy  blow  to 
her,  and  that  it  would  be  well  that  she  should  leave  Littlebath. 
It  was  astonishing  how  this  affair  of  Miss  Todd's  reconciled  her  to 
her  future  home. 

And  then,  when  she  was  thus  tranquil^  thus  resigned,  thus  all 
but  happy,  came  this  tremendous  letter,  upsetting  her  peace  of 
mind,  and  throwing  her  into  a  new  maze  of  difficulties. 

She  had  never  said  to  herself  at  any  time  that  if  Sir  Lionel  did 
propose  she  would  accept  him.  She  had  never  questioned  herself 
as  to  the  probability  of  such  an  event.  That  she  would  have  ac- 
cepted him  a  fortnight  ago,  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  but  what  was 
she  to  do  now  ? 

It  was  not  only  that  Sir  Lionel  had  made  another  tender  of  his 
hand  to  another  lady  ten  or  twelve  days  since,  but  to  this  must  be 
added  the  fact  that  all  Littlebath  knew  that  he  had  done  so.  Miss 
Todd,  after  the  first  ebullition  of  her  comic  spleen,  had  not  said  much 
about  it ;  but  Miss  P.  Gauntlet's  tongue  had  not  been  idle.  She, 
perhaps,  had  told  it  only  to  the  godly :  but  the  godly,  let  them  be 
ever  so  exclusive,  must  have  some  intercourse  with  the  wicked 
irorld ;  and  thus  every  lady  in  Littlebath  now  knew  all  about  it 
And  then  there  were  other  Ai^cvAxi^^.  That  whispered  conver- 
sation  Btill  rang  in  ber  ears.    ^\ve^«A  xicA,  oj^Xa  ^xo^V^^^Ktii 
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might.be  her  mission  to  reclaim  such  a  man  as  Sir  Lionel-this 
new  Sir  Lionel  whom  Miss  Todd  had  described.  And  then,  too, 
he  was  in  want  of  money.  Why,  she  was  in  want  of  money  heiv 
self! 

But  was  there  not  something  also  to  be  said  on  the  other  side  ? 
It  is  reported  that  unmarried  ladies  such  as  Miss  Baker  generally 
regret  the  forlomness  of  their  own  condition.  If  so,  the  fault  i» 
not  their  own,  but  must  be  attributed  to  the  social  system  to 
which  they  belong.  The  English  world  is  pleased  to  say  that  an 
unmarried  lady  past  forty  has  missed  her  hit  in  life — has  omitted 
to  take  her  tide  at  the  ebb ;  and  what  can  unmarried  ladies  do 
but  yield  to  the  world's  dictum  ?  That  the  English  world  may 
become  better  informed,  and  learn  as  speedily  as  may  be  to  speak 
with  more  sense  on  the  subject,  let  us  all  pray. 

But,  in  the  meantime,  the  world's  dictum  was  strong  at  Little- 
bath,  and  did  influence  this  dear  lady.  She  would  prefer  the  name 
of  Lady  Bertram  to  that  of  Miss  Baker  for  the  remainder  of  the 
term  oi  years  allotted  to  her.  It  would  please  her  to  walk  into  a 
room  as  a  married  woman,  and  to  quit  nerself  of  that  disgrace, 
which  injustice  and  prejudice,  and  the  folly  of  her  own  sex  rather 
than  of  the  other,  had  so  cruelly  attached  to  her  present  position. 
And  then,  to  be  Lady  Bertram !  There  were  but  few  angels  at 
this  time  in  Littlebath,  and  Miss  Baker  was  not  one  of  them :  she 
had  a  taint  of  vanity  in  her  composition ;  .but  we  doubt  if  such 
female  vanity  could  exist  in  any  human  breast  in  a  more  pardon- 
able form  than  it  did  in  hers. 

And  then,  perhaps,  this  plan  of  marrying  might  have  the  wished- 
for  effect  on  Sir  Lionel's  way  of  living ; — and  how  desirable  wa« 
this !  Would  it  not  be  a  splendid  work  for  her  to  reclaim  a  lost 
colonel  ?  Might  it  not  be  her  duty  to  marry  him  with  this  special 
object  P 

There  certainly  did  appear  to  be  some  difficulty  as  to  money. 
If,  as  Miss  Todd  assured  her.  Sir  Lionel  were  really  in  difficulties, 
her  own  present  annuity — all  that  she  could  absolutely  call  her 
own— her  one  hundred  and  eighty-nine  pounds,  seventeen  shil- 
lings  and  threepence  per  annum — ^would  not  help  them  much. 
Sir  Lionel  was  at  any  rate  disinterested  in  his  offer ;  that  at  least 
was  clear  to  her. 

And  then  a  sudden  light  broke  in  upon  her  meditations.  Sir 
Lionel  and  the  old  gentleman  were  at  variance.  We  allude  to  the 
old  gentleman  at  Hadley :  with  the  other  old  gentleman  of  whom 
we  wot,  it  may  be  presumed  that  Sir  Lionel  was  on  tolerably 
favourable  terms.  Might  not  she  be  the  means  of  bringing  the 
two  brothers  together  ?  If  she  were  LA.d?j  'B^T\»t^\si^^Qivi^^  ^^^J^ 
the  old  gentleman  reeeive  Sir  liouel  \>8^  \»o  \sMi^'\iQ»RKa.  ^^^"^^isst 
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sake — to  his  bosom,  and  also  to  his  purse  P  But  before  she  took 
any  step  in  the  dark,  she  resolved  to  ask  the  old  gentleman  the 
question. 

It  is  true  that  Sir  Lionel  had  desired  her  to  speak  to  no  person 
on  the  subject ;  but  that  injunction  of  course  referred  to  strangers. 
It  could  not  but  be  expected  that  on  such  a  matter  she  should 
consult  her  best  friends.  Sir  Lionel  had  also  enjoined  a  speedj 
■answer ;  and  in  order  that  she  might  not  disappoint  him  in  this 
matter,  she  resolved  to  put  the  question  at  once  to  Mr.  Bertram. 
Great  measures  require  great  means.  She  would  herself  go  to 
Hadley  on  the  morrow — and  so  she  wrote  a  letter  that  nighty  to 
beg  that  her  uncle  would  expect  her. 

'  So ;  you  got  tired  of  Littlebath  before  the  month  was  out  ?' 
said  he. 

'  Oh !  but  I  am  going  back  again.' 

*  Going  back  again !     Then  why  the  d have  you  come  up 

now  P '  Alas !  it  was  too  clear  that  the  old  gentleman  was  not  in 
one  of  his  more  pacific  moods. 

As  these  words  were  spoken,  Miss  Baker  was  still  standing  in 
the  passage,  that  she  might  see  her  box  brought  in  from  the  fly. 
She  of  course  had  on  her  bonnet,  and  thickest  shawl,  and  cloak. 
She  had  thick  boots  on  also,  and  an  umbrella  in  her  hand.  The 
maid  was  in  the  passage,  and  so  was  the  man  who  had  driven  her. 
She  was  very  cold,  and  her  nose  was  blue,  and  her  teeth  chattered. 
She  could  not  tell  her  tale  of  love  in  such  guise,  or  to  such  au- 
dience. 

*  What  the  d-—  has  brought  you  up  ?'  repeated  the  old  gen- 
tleman, standing  with  his  two  sticks  at  the  sitting-room  £>or. 
He  did  not  care  who  heard  him,  or  how  cold  it  was,  or  of  what 
nature  might  be  her  present  mission.  He  knew  that  an  extra 
journey  from  Littlebath  to  London  and  back,  flys  and  porters  in- 
cluded, would  cost  two  pounds  ten  shillings.  He  knew,  or  thought 
that  he  knew,  that  this  might  have  been  avoided.  He  also  knew 
that  his  rheumatism  plagued  him,  that  his  old  bones  were  sore, 
that  he  could  not  sleep  at  night,  that  he  could  not  get  into  the 
City  to  see  how  things  went,  and  that  the  game  was  coming  to  an 
end  with  him,  and  that  the  grave  was  claiming  him.  It  was  not 
surprising  that  the  old  gentleman  should  be  cross. 

*  I'll  tell  you  if  you'll  let  me  come  into  the  room,'  said  Miss 
Baker.  *  Take  the  box  upstairs,  Mary.  Half-a-crown !  oh,  no, 
two  shillings  will  be  quite  enough.'  This  economy  was  assumed 
to  pacify  the  old  gentleman ;  but  it  did  not  have  the  desired  effect. 
*  One  and  sixpence,'  he  holloed  out  from  his  crutches.     *  Don't 

give  him  a  halfpenny  more.' 
'Please,  sir,  the  luggage,  ait,'  Ba\dL>^^^3  ^fw^t* 
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*  Luggage ! '  shouted  the  old  man.  His  limbs  were  impotent, 
but  his  voice  was  not ;  and  the  fly-driver  shook  in  his  shoes. 

*  There,*  said  Miss  Baker,  insidiously  giving  the  man  two  and 
threepence.  *  I  shall  not  give  you  a  farthing  more.'  It  is  to  be 
feared  that  she  intended  her  uncle  to  think  that  his  limit  had  not 
been  exceeded. 

And  then  she  was  alone  with  Mr.  Bertram.  Her  nose  was  still 
blue,  and  her  toes  still  cold ;  but  at  any  rate  she  was  alone  with 
him.  It  was  hard  for  her  to  tell  her  tale ;  and  she  thoroughly 
wished  herself  back  at  Littlebath ;  but,  nevertheless,  she  did  tell 
it.  The  courage  of  women  in  some  conditions  of  life  surpasses 
anything  that  man  can  do. 

*  I  want  to  consult  you  about  that,'  said  she,  producing  Sir  Lio- 
nel's letter. 

The  old  gentleman  took  it,  and  looked  at  it,  and  turned  it. 
*  What !  it's  from  that  swindler,  is  it  ?'  said  he. 

*  It's  from  Sir  Lionel,'  said  Miss  Baker,  trembling.  There  were 
as  yet  no  promising  auspices  for  the  fraternal  reconciliation. 

*  Yes ;  1  see  who  it's  from — and  what  is  it  all  about  ?  I  shan't 
read  it.    You  can  tell  me,  I  suppose,  what's  in  it.' 

*  I  had  hoped  that  perhaps,  sir,  you  and  he  might — * 
'Might  what?' 

*  Be  brought  together  as  brothers  and  friends.' 

*  Brothers  and  friends !  One  can't  choose  one's  brother ;  but 
\^ho  would  choose  to  be  the  friend  of  a  swindler  p  Is  that  what 
the  letter  is  about  ?' 

*  Not  exactly  that,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  Then  what  the  d is  it  ?' 

*  Sir  Lionel,  sir,  has  made  me—' 

*  Made  you  what  ?     Put  your  name  to  a  bill,  I  suppose.' 

*  No ;  indeed  he  has  not.     Nothing  of  that  kind.' 

*  Then  what  has  he  made  you  do  ?' 

*  He  has  not  made  me  do  anything ;  but  he  has  sent  me — an — 
an  ofier  of  marriage.'  Ajid  poor  Miss  Baker,  with  her  blue  nose, 
looked  up  so  inoocently,  so  imploringly,  so  trustingly,  that  any 
one  but  Mr.  Bertram  would  have  comforted  her. 

*  An  offer  of  marriage  from  Sir  Lionel ! '  said  he. 

*  Yes,'  said  Miss  Baker,  timidly.  *  Here  it  is ;  and  I  have  come 
up  to  consult  you  about  the  answer.'  Mr.  Bertram  now  did  take 
the  letter  and  did  read  it  through. 

*  Well !'  he  said,  closing  his  eyes  and  shaking  his  head  gently. 
*Well!' 

*  I  thought  it  better  to  do  nothing  withowt  «&^ivs\^  ^wi,     ^i^si^ 
that  28  what  baa  brought  me  to  Hadiey  m  ^u^^  ^\i\)xrj  ^ 
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*  The  audacious,  impudent  scoundrel!' 

'  You  think,  then,  that  I  should  refuse  him  P' 
'  You  are  a  fool,  an  ass !  a  downright  old  soft-headed  fool !'  Sadi 
was  the  old  gentleman's  answer  to  her  question. 

*  But  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  without  consulting  you,'  said 
Miss  Baker,  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  face. 

'  Not  know !  Don't  you  know  that  he's  a  swindler,  a  reprobate, 
a  penniless  adventurer  ?  G-ood  heavens !  And  you  are  such  t 
fool  as  that !  It's  well  that  you  are  not  to  be  Icdft  at  Littlebatk 
by  yourself.' 

Miss  Baker  made  no  attempt  to  defend  herself,  but,  bursting 
into  tears,  assured  her  uncle  that  she  would  be  guided  by  him. 
Under  his  absolute  dictation  she  vrrote  the  enclosed  short  answer 
to  Sir  Lionel. 

*  Hadley,  January  — ,  18^ 

*  Dear  Sir, 

'Mr.  Bertram  says  that  it  will  be  sufficient  to  let  yoa 
know  that  he  would  not  give  me  a  penny  during  his  life,  or  leave 
me  a  penny  at  his  death,  if  I  were  to  become  your  wife. 

*  Yours  truly, 

*Mabt  Baxis.' 

That  was  all  that  the  old  gentleman  would  allow ;  but  as  she 
folded  the  letter,  she  surreptitiously  added  the  slightest  imagin- 
able postscript  to  explain  the  matter — such  words  as  occurred  to 
her  at  the  spur  of  the  moment. 

*  He  is  so  angry  about  it  all ! ' 

After  that  Miss  Baker  was  not  allowed  back  to  Littlebatk,  even 
to  pack  up  or  pay  her  bills,  or  say  good-bye  to  those  she  left  be- 
hind. The  servant  had  to  do  it  all.  Eeflecting  on  tbe  danger 
which  had  been  surmounted,  Mr.  Bertram  determined  that  ebe 
should  not  again  be  put  in  the  way  of  temptation. 

Ajid  this  was  the  end  of  Sir  Lionel's  wooing. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIII. 

A  QUIET  LITTLE  DINKEB. 


Sib  Hes^y  Habooubt  was  married  and  took  his  bride  to  Fftris 
and  Nice ;  and  Sir  Lionel  Bertram  tried  to  get  married,  but  his 
bride — bride  as  he  lioped\\OT  to  \iw^  \>fe«BL— t«5l  wi^-^  \^^  herself 
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to  Hadley.  In  the  meantime  George  Bertram  lived  alone  in  bis 
dark  dull  chambers  in  London. 

He  would  fain  have  been  all  alone ;  but  at  what  was  perhaps 
the  worst  moment  of  his  misery,  his  father  came  to  him.  It  may 
be  remembered  how  anxiously  he  had  longed  to  know  his  father 
when  he  first  commenced  that  journey  to  Jerusalem,  how  soon  he 
became  attached  to  him,  how  fascinated  he  had  been  by  Sir  Lio- 
nel's manners,  how  easily  he  forgave  the  first  little  traits  of  un- 
patemal  conduct  on  his  father's  part,  how  gradually  the  truth 
forced  itself  upon  his  mind.  But  now,  at  this  time,  the  truth  had 
forced  itself  on  his  mind.     He  knew  his  father  for  what  he  was. 

And  his  mind  was  not  one  which  could  reject  such  knowledge, 
or  alter  the  nature  of  it  because  the  man  was  his  father.  There 
are  those  to  whom  a  father's  sins,  or  a  husband's  sins,  or  a  bro- 
ther's sins  are  no  sins  at  all.  And  of  such  one  may  say,  that 
though  we  must  of  compulsion  find  their  judgment  to  be  in  some 
sort  delinquent,  that  their  hearts  more  than  make  up  for  such  de- 
linquency. One  knows  that  they  are  wrong,  but  can  hardly  wish 
them  to  be  less  so. 

But  George  Bertram  was  not  one  of  them :  he  had  been  in  no 
hurry  to  condemn  his  father ;  but,  having  seen  his  sins,  he  knew 
them  for  sins,  and  did  condemn  them.  He  found  that  his  uncle 
had  been  right,  and  that  Sir  Lionel  was  a  man  whom  he  could  in 
no  wise  respect,  and  could  hardly  love.  Money  he  perceived  was 
his  father's  desire.  He  would  therefore  give  film  what  money  he 
could  spare ;  but  he  would  not  give  him  his  society. 

When,  therefore.  Sir  Lionel  announced  his  arrival  in  town  and 
his  intention  to  remain  there  some  little  time,  George  Bertram 
was  by  no  means  solaced  in  his  misery.  In  those  days  he  was 
very  miserable.  It  was  only  now  that  he  knew  how  tnoroughly 
he  loved  this  woman — now  that  she  was  so  utterly  beyond  his 
reach.  Weak  and  wavering  as  he  was  in  many  things,  he  was  not 
weak  enough  to  abandon  himself  altogether  to  unavailing  sorrow. 
He  knew  that  work  alone  could  preserve  him  from  sinking — hard, 
constant,  unflinching  work,  that  one  great  cure  for  all  our  sorrow, 
that  only  means  of  adapting  ourselves  to  God's  providences. 

So  he  set  himself  to  work — not  a  lazy,  listless  reading  of  counted 
pages ;  not  history  at  two  volumes  a  week,  or  science  at  a  treatise 
a  day ;  but  to  such  true  work  as  he  found  it  in  him  to  do,  working 
with  all  his  mind  and  all  his  strength.  He  had  already  written 
and  was  known  as  a  writer ;  but  he  had  written  under  impulse, 
carelessly,  without  due  regard  to  his  words  or  due  thought  as  to 
his  conclusions.  He  had  written  things  of  which  he  was  alrea.d?s 
ashamed^  and  had  put  forth  with  tbe  ex  cathed/ra  ^\x  <i1  «siu  ^>5^^a*- 
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blished  master  ideas  which  had  already  ceased  to  be  his  own.  But 
all  that  should  be  altered  now.  Then  he  had  wanted  a  quick  re- 
turn for  his  writings.  It  had  piqued  him  to  think  that  the  names 
of  others,  his  contemporaries,  were  bruited  about  the  world,  but 
that  the  world  knew  nothing  of  his  own.  Harcourt  was  already 
a  noted  man,  while  he  himself  had  done  no  more  than  attempted 
and  abandoned  a  profession.  Harcourt's  early  success  had  made 
him  an  early  author ;  but  he  already  felt  that  his  authorship  was 
unavailing.  Harcourt's  success  had  been  solid,  stable,  such  as  men 
delight  in  ;  his  had  as  yet  resulted  only  in  his  all  but  forced  with- 
drawal from  the  only  respectable  position  which  he  had  achieved. 

And  now  Harcourt's  success  was  again  before  him.  Harcourt 
.  had  now  as  his  own  that  which  he  had  looked  to  as  the  goal  of  all 
his  success,  the  worldly  reward  for  which  he  had  been  willing  to 
work.  And  yet  what  was  Harcourt  as  compared  with  him  ?  He 
knew  himself  to  be  of  a  higher  temperament,  of  a  brighter  genius, 
of  greater  powers.  He  would  not  condescend  even  to  compare 
himself  to  this  man  who  had  so  thoroughly  distanced  him  in  the 
world's  race. 

Thinking,  and  feeling,  and  suffering  thus,  he  had  begun  to  work 
with  all  the  vehemence  of  which  he  was  master.  He  would  ask 
for  no  speedy  return  now.  His  first  object  was  to  deaden  the  pre- 
sent misery  of  his  mind ;  and  then,  if  it  might  be  so,  to  vindicate 
his  claim  to  be  regarded  as  one  of  England's  worthy  children,  let- 
ting such  vindication  come  in  its  own  time. 

Such  being  the  state  of  his  mind,  his  father's  arrival  did  not 
contribute  much  to  his  comfort.  Sir  Lionel  was  rather  petulant 
when  he  was  with  him ;  objected  to  him  that  he  had  played  his 
cards  badly ;  would  talk  about  Caroline,  and,  which  was  almost 
worse,  about  the  solicitor-general ;  constantly  urged  him  to  make 
overtures  of  reconciliation  to  his  uncle ;  and  wanted  one  day  five 
pounds,  on  another  ten  pounds,  and  again  on  a  third  fifteen  pounds. 
At  this  moment  George's  fixed  income  w^as  but  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  and  any  other  wealth  of  which  he  was  possessed 
was  the  remainder  of  his  uncle's  thousand  pounds.  When  that 
was  gone,  he  must  either  live  on  his  income,  small  as  it  was,  or 
write  for  the  booksellers.  Such  being  the  case,  he  felt  himself 
obliged  to  decline  when  the  fifteen  pounds  was  mentioned. 

'  X  ou  can  let  me  have  it  for  a  couple  of  months  ? '  said  Sir 
Lionel. 

*  Not  conveniently,'  said  his  son. 

*  I  will  send  it  you  back  immediately  on  my  return  to  Little- 
hath,^  said  the  father;  *  so  if  you  have  got  it  by  you,  pray  oblige 

me/ 
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*  I  certainly  have  got  it,'  said  the  son — and  he  handed  him  the 
desired  check  ;  *  but  I  think  you  should  remember,  sir,  how  very 
small  my  income  is,  and  that  there  is  no  prospect  of  its  being  in- 
creased.' 

*  It  must  be  altogether  your  own  fault  then,'  said  the  colonel, 
pocketing  the  money.  *  I  never  knew  a  young  man  who  had  a 
finer  hand  of  cards  put  into  his  hand — never ;  if  you  have  played 
it  badly,  it  is  your  own  fault,  altogether  your  own  fault.'  In  truth, 
Sir  Lionel  did  really  feel  that  his  son  had  used  him  badly,  and 
owed  him  some  amends.  Had  George  done  his  duty,  he  might 
now  have  been  the  actual  recognized  heir  of  his  uncle's  wealth, 
and  the  actual  possessor  of  as  much  as  would  have  been  allowed 
to  a  dutiful,  obedient  son.  To  a  man  of  Sir  Lionel's  tempera- 
ment, it  was  annoying  that  there  should  be  so  much  wealth  so  near 
him,  and  yet  absolutely,  and,  alas !  probably  for  ever  out  of  his 
reach. 

Sir  Lionel  had  resolved  to  wait  in  London  for  his  answer,  and 
there  he  received  it.  Short  as  was  poor  Miss  Baker's  letter,  it 
was  quite  sufficiently  explicit.  She  had  betrayed  him  to  the  old 
gentleman,  and  after  that  all  hopes  of  money  from  that  source 
were  over.  It  might  stQl  be  possible  for  him  to  talk  over  Miss 
Baker,  but  such  triumph  would  be  but  barren.  Miss  Baker  with 
a  transferred  allegiance — transferred  from  the  old  gentleman  to 
him — would  be  but  a  very  indifferent  helpmate.  ^He  learnt,  how- 
ever, from  Littlebath  that  she  was  still  away,  and  would  probably 
not  return. .  Then  he  went  back  in  fancied  security,  and  found 
Gimself  the  centre  of  all  those  amatory  ovations  which  Miss  Todd 
and  Miss  Gauntlet  had  prepared  for  him. 

It  was  about  two  months  after  this  that  George  Bertram  saw 
Sir  Henry  Harcourt  for  the  first  time  after  the  marriage.  He  had 
heard  that  Sir  Henry  was  in  town,  had  heard  of  the  blaze  of  their 
new  house  in  Eaton  Square,  had  seen  in  the  papers  how  magnifi- 
cently Lady  Harcourt  had  appeared  at  court,  now  well  she  graced 
her  brilliant  home,  how  fortunate  the  world  esteemed  that  young 
lawyer  who,  having  genius,  industry,  and  position  of  his  own,  had 
now  taken  to  himself  in  marriage  beauty,  wealth,  and  social 
charms.  All  this  George  Bertram  heard  and  read,  and  hearing  it 
and  reading  it  had  kept  himself  from  the  paths  in  which  such  pet- 
ted children  of  fortune  might  probably  be  mef. 

Twice  in  the  course  of  these  two  months  did  Sir  Henry  call  at 
Bertram's  chambers ;  but  Bertram  was  now  at  home  to  no  one. 
He  lived  in  a  great  desert,  in  which  was  no  living  being  but  him- 
self— in  a  huge  desert  without  water  and  without  grass^  in  wh\fi\v 
there  was  no  green  thing.    He  was  alone  •,  to  cma  "^^t^wi  ors^^^sa^ 
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he  spoken  of  bis  misery ;  once  only  had  he  thought  of  escaping 
from  it.  That  thought  had  been  in  vain :  that  companion  was  be- 
yond his  reach  ;  and,  therefore,  living  there  in  his  London  cham- 
bers, he  had  been  all  alone. 

But  at  last  they  did  meet.  Sir  Henry  determined  not  to  be 
beaten  in  his  attempt  to  effect  a  recoDciliation,  wrote  to  him,  say- 
ing that  he  would  call,  and  naming  an  hour.  '  CaroliDe  and  you,' 
lie  said,  *  are  cousins  ;  there  can  be  no  reason  why  you  should  be 
enemies.     For  her  sake,  if  not  for  mine,  do  oblige  me  in  this.' 

Bertram  sat  for  hours  with  that  note  beneath  his  eyes  before  he 
could  bring  himself  to  answer  it.  Could  it  really  be  that  she  de- 
sired to  see  him  again  ?  That  she,  in  her  splendour  and  first  glow 
of  prosperous  joy,  would  wish  to  encounter  him  in  his  dreary,  sad, 
deserted  misery  ?  And  why  could  she  wish  it  ?  and,  ah !  how  could 
she  wish  it  ? 

And  then  he  asked  himself  whether  he  also  would  wish  to  see 
her.  That  he  still  loved  her,  loved  her  as  he  never  had  done  while 
she  was  yet  his  own,  he  had  often  told  himself.  That  he  could 
never  be  at  rest  till  he  had  ceased  to  make  her  the  first  object  of 
his  thoughts  he  had  said  as  often.  That  he  ought  not  to  see  her, 
he  knew  full  well.  The  controversy  within  his  own  bosom  was 
carried  on  for  two  hours,  and  then  he  wrote  to  Sir  Henry,  saying 
that  he  would  be  at  his  chambers  at  the  hour  named.  Erom  that 
moment  the  salutary  effort  was  discontinued,  the  work  was  put 
aside,  and  the  g6od  that  had  been  done  was  all  revoked. 

Sir  Henry  came,  true  to  his  appointment.  Whatever  might  be 
his  object,  be  was  energetic  in  it.  He  was  now  a  man  of  many 
concernments ;  hours  were  scanty  with  him,  and  a  day  much  too 
short.  The  calls  of  clients,  and  the  calls  of  party,  joined  to  those 
other  calls  which  society  makes  upon  men  in  such  brilliant  sta- 
tions, hardly  left  him  time  for  sleeping ;  but  not  the  less  urgent 
was  he  in  his  resolve  to  see  his  beaten  rival  who  would  so  willingly 
have  left  him  to  his  brilliant  joy.  But  was  not  all  this  exp)i|iB^d 
long  even  before  Christianity  was  in  vogue  P  '  Quos  ^^jtrriilt 
perdere,  prius  dementat.'  Whom  God  will  confoundMuMO  he 
first  maddens.  ..:  i^i-.  ' 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  bland  friendship,  the^iitttitaing  man- 
ners, and  the  frank  courtesy  of  Sir  Henry.  He  said  iisii^,y0£ie  about 
what  was  past ;  but  that  little  went  to  show  thaii  benad  been 
blessed  with  the  hand  of  Caroline  Waddington  only  because  Ber- 
tram had  rejected  that  blessing  as  not  worthy  his  acceptance. 
Great  man  aa  he  was,  he  almost  humbled  himself  bef(»*e  Bertram's 
talent  He  spoke  of  their  mutual  connection  at  Hadley  as  though 
thejr  two  were  his  heirs  of  rigbt,  aiXidi  «a  \)[io\v^  \Xx&\t  T\^t«  were 
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e<][ual;  and  then  he  ended  by  begging  that  they  might  still  be 
friends. 

'  Our  careers  must  be  widely  different,'  said  Bertram,  somewhat 
touched  by  his  tone ;  *  yours  will  be  in  the  light ;  mine  must  be 
in  the  dark.' 

*  Most  men  who  do  any  good  live  in  the  dark  for  some  period  of 
their  lives,'  said  Harcourt.  *  I,  too,  have  had  my  dark  days,  and 
doubtless,  shall  have  them  again ;  but  neither  with  you  nor  with 
me  will  they  endure  long.' 

Bertram  thought  that  Harcourt  knew  nothing  about  it,  and 
sneered  when  the  successful  man  talked  of  his  dark  days.  What 
darkness  had  his  mental  eyesight  ever  known  ?  We  are  all  apt  to 
think  when  our  days  are  aark  that  there  is  no  darkness  so  dark  as 
our  own. 

*  I  know  what  your  feelings  are,'  continued  Sir  Henry ;  *  and  I 
hope  you  will  forgive  me  if  I  speak  openly.  Tou  have  resolved 
not  to  meet  CaroUne.  My  object  is  to  make  you  put  aside  that 
resolve.  It  is  my  object  and  ners  also.  It  is  out  of  the  question 
that  you  should  continue  to  avoid  the  world.  Your  walk  in  life 
will  be  that  of  a  literary  man :  but  nowadays  literary  men  become 
senators  and  statesmen.  They  have  high  rank,  are  well  paid,  and 
hold  their  own  boldly  against  men  of  meaner  capacities.  This  is 
the  career  that  we  both  foresee  for  you :  and  in  that  career  we  both 
hope  to  be  your  friends.' 

So  spoke  the  great  advocate  with  suasive  eloquence — ^with  elo- 
quence dangerously  suasive  as  regarded  his  own  happiness.  But 
in  truth  this  man  knew  not  what  love  meant — not  that  love  which 
those  two  wretched  lovers  understood  so  well.  That  his  own  wife 
was  cold  to  him,  cold  as  ice — that  he  well  knew.  That  Bertram 
had  flung  her  from  him  because  she  had  been  cold  to  him — that  he 
believed.  That  he  himself  could  live  without  any  passionate  love 
— that  he  acknowledged.  His  wife  was  graceful  and  very  beauti- 
ful— aU  the  world  confessed  that.  And  thus  Sir  Henry  was  con- 
tented. Those  honeymoon  days  had  indeed  been  rather  dreary.  Once 
or  twice  before  that  labour  was  over  he  had  been  almost  tempted  to 
tell  her  that  he  had  paid  too  high  for  the  privilege  of  pressing  such 
an  icicle  to  his  bosom.  But  he  had  restrained  himself;  and  now 
in  the  blaze  of  the  London  season,  passing  his  mornings  in  courts 
of  law  and  his  evenings  in  the  House  of  Parliament,  he  flattered 
himself  that  he  was  a  hlippy  man. 

*  Come  and  dine  with  us  in  a  quiet  way  the  day  after  tomorrow,* 
said  Sir  Henry,  *  and  then  the  ice  will  oe  broken.'  George  Ber- 
tram said  that  he  would  ;  and  from  that  moment  his  studies  were 
at  an  end. 
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This  occurred  on  the  Monday.  The  invitation  was  for  the  fol- 
lowing Wednesday.  Sir  Henry  explained  that  from  some  special 
cause  he  would  he  relieved  from  parliamentary  attendance,  at  any 
rate  till  ten  oclock  ;  that  at  the  quiet  dinner  there  would  be  no 
other  guests  except  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stistick,  and  Baron  Brawl,  whose 
wife  and  family  were  not  yet  in  town. 

*  You'll  like  the  baron/  said  Harcourt ; '  he's  loud  and  arrogant, 
no  doubt ;  but  he's  not  loud  and  arrogant  about  nothing,  as  some 
men  are.  Stistick  is  a  bore.  Of  course  you  know  him.  He's 
member  for  Peterloo,  and  goes  with  us  on  condition  that  some- 
body listens  to  him  about  once  a  week.  But  the  baron  will  put 
him  down.' 

*  And  Mrs.  Stistick  ?'  said  George. 

*  I  never  heard  of  her  till  yesterday,  and  Caroline  has  gone  to 
call  on  her  today.  It's  rather  a  bore  for  her,  for  they  live  some- 
where half-way  to  Harrow,  I  believe.  Half-past  seven.  Q-ood- 
bye,  old  fellow.  I  ought  to  have  been  before  Baron  Brawl  at 
Westminster  twenty  minutes  since.'  And  so  the  solicitor-general, 
rushing  out  from  the  Temple,  threw  himself  into  a  cab ;  and  as  the 
wheels  rattled  along  the  Strand,  he  made  himself  acquainted  with 
the  contents  of  his  brief. 

Why  should  Caroline  have  expressed  a  wish  to  see  him  ?  That 
was  the  thought  that  chiefly  rested  in  Bertram's  mind  when  Sir 
Henry  left  him.  AVTiy  should  it  be  an  object  to  her  to  force  a 
meeting  between  her  and  him  ?  Would  it  not  be  better  for  them 
both  that  they  should  be  far  as  the  poles  asunder. 

*  Well,'  he  said  to  himself, '  if  it  be  no  difficulty  to  her,  neither 
shall  it  be  a  difficulty  to  me.  She  is  strong-minded,  and  I  will  be 
so  no  less.  I  will  go  and  meet  her.  It  is  but  the  first  plunge  that 
gives  the  shock.' 

And  thus  he  closed  his  work,  and  sat  moodily  thinking.  He  was 
angry  with  her  in  that  she  could  endure  to  see  him ;  but,  alas ! 
half-pleased  also  that  she  should  wish  to  do  so.  He  had  no  thought, 
no  most  distant  thought,  that  she  could  ever  now  be  more  to  him 
than  the  wife  of  an  acquaintance  whom  he  did  not  love  too  well. 
But  yet  there  was  in  his  heart  some  fragment  of  half-satisfied  va- 
nity at  hearing  that  she  did  look  forward  to  see  him  once  again. 

And  how  shall  we  speak  of  such  a  wish  on  her  part  ?  '  Caro- 
line,' her  husband  had  said  to  her  ^t  breakfast, '  it  will  be  all  non- 
sense for  you  and  George  Bertram  to  keep  up  any  kind  of  quarrel. 
I  hate  nonsense  of  that  sort.' 

*  There  is  no  quarrel  between  us,'  she  replied. 

'  There  ought  to  be  none ;  and  I  shafl  get  him  to  come  here.' 
The  colour  of  her  face  "became  ftV\^>i\.^  >aKv^\^Ti^^  \«»  ^Vve  an- 
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swered :  '  K  you  wish  it,  Sir  Henry,  and  he  wishes  it  also,  I  shall 
not  object.' 

*  I  do  wish  it,  certainly.  I  think  it  absolutely  necessary  as  re» 
gards  my  position  with  your  grandfather.' 

*  Do  just  as  you  think  best,'  said  his  wife.  'Twas  thus  that 
Lady  Harcourt  had  expressed  her  desire  to  see  George  Bertram  at 
her  house.  Had  he  known  the  truth,  that  fragment  of  half-satis- 
fied vanity  would  have  been  but  small. 

In  those  early  days  of  her  marriage,  Lady  Harcourt  bore  her 
triumphs  very  placi(Uy.  She  showed  no  great  elation  at  the  change 
that  had  come  over  her  life.  Her  aunt  from  Hadley  was  frequently 
with  her,  and  wondered  to  find  her  so  little  altered,  or  rather,  in 
some  respects,  so  much  altered  ;  for  she  was  more  considerate  iu 
her  manner,  more  sparing  of  her  speech,  much  less  inclined  to  do- 
mineer  now,  as  Lady  Harcourt,  than  in  former  days  she  had 
ever  been  as  Caroline  Waddington.  She  went  constantly  into  so- 
ciety, and  was  always  much  considered ;  but  her  triumphs  were 
mainly  of  that  quiet  nature  which  one  sometimes  sees  to  be 
achieved  with  so  little  effort  by  beautiful  women.  It  seemed  but 
necessary  that  she  should  sit  still,  and  sometimes  smile,  and  the 
world  was  ready  to  throw  itself  at  her  feet.  Way,  the  smile  was 
but  too  often  omitted,  and  yet  the  world  was  there. 

At  home,  though  more  employed,  she  was  hardly  more  ener- 
getic. Her  husband  told  her  that  he  wished  his  house  to  be  noted 
for  the  pleasantness  of  his  dinner-parties,  and,  therefore,  she 
studied  the  subject  as  a  good  child  would  study  a  lesson.  She 
taught  herself  what  the  material  of  a  dinner  should  be,  she  satis^ 
fied  herself  that  her  cook  was  good,  she  looked  to  the  brilliancy  of 
her  appointments,  and  did  her  best  to  make  the  house  shine 
brightly.  The  house  did  shine,  and  on  the  whole  Sir  Henry  was 
contented.  It  was  true  that  his  wife  did  not  talk  much;  but 
what  little  she  did  say  was  said  with  a  sweet  manner  and  with  per- 
fect grace.  She  was  always  dressed  with  care,  was  always  beauti- 
ful, was  always  ladylike.  Had  not  Sir  Henry  reason  to  be  con- 
tented ?    As  for  talking,  he  could  do  that  himself. 

And  now  that  she  was  told  that  George  Bertram  was  to  come 
to  her  house,  she  did  not  show  much  more  excitement  at  the  tid- 
ings than  at  the  promised  advent  of  Mr.  Baron  Brawl.  She  took 
the  matter  with  such  indifference  that  Sir  Henry,  at  least,  had  no 
cause  for  jealousy.  But  then  she  was  indifferent  about  everything. 
Nothing  seemed  to  wake  her  either  to  joy  or  sorrow.  Sir  Henry, 
perhaps,  was  contented;  but  lovely,  ladylike,  attractive  as  she 
was,  he  sometimes  did  feel  almost  curious  to  know  whethait  ^fe 
were  possible  to  rouse  this  doll  of  \na  to  mw  ^eosaa  ol"^^  '^^  "sisss.* 
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mation.  He  had  thought,  nay,  ahhost  wished,  that  the  name  of 
her  old  lover  would  have  moved  her,  that  the  idea  of  seeing  him 
would  have  disturhed  her.  But,  no  ;  one  name  was  the  same  to 
her  as  another.  She  had  heen  told  to  go  and  call  on  Mrs.  Stistiek, 
and  she  had  gone.  She  was  told  to  receive  Mr.  Bertram,  and  she 
was  quite  ready  to  do  so.  Angels  from  heaven,  or  spirits  from  he- 
low,  could  Sir  Henry  have  summoned  such  to  his  tahle,  would  have 
been  received  by  her  with  equal  equanimity.  This  was  dutiful  on 
her  part,  and  naturally  satisfactory  to  a  husband  inclined  to  be 
somewhat  exigeant.  But  even  duty  may  pall  on  an  exigeant  hus- 
band, and  a  man  may  be  brought  to  wish  that  his  wife  would  cross 
him. 

But  on  this  occasion  Sir  Henry  had  no  such  pleasure.  *  I  saw 
Bertram  this  morning,'  he  said,  when  he  went  home  for  five  minutes 
before  taking  his  seat  in  the  House  for  the  night.  ' '  He's  to  be 
here  on  Wednesday.' 

*  Oh,  very  well.  There  will  be  six,  then.*  She  said  no  more. 
It  was  dear  that  the  dinner,  and  that  only,  was  on  her  mind.  He 
had  told  her  to  be  careful  about  his  dinners,  and  therefore  could 
not  complain.  But,  nevertheless,  he  was  almost  vexed.  Don't 
let  any  wife  think  that  she  will  satisfy  her  husband  by  perfect 
obedience.  Overmuch  virtue  in  one's  neighbours  is  never  satis- 
factory to  us  sinners.    ^ 

But  there  were  moments  in  which  Lady  Harcourt  could  think 
of  her  present  life,  when  no  eye  was  by  to  watch  her — no  master 
there  to  wdnder  at  her  perfections.  Moments  !  nay,  but  there  irore 
hours,  and  hours,  and  hours.  There  were  crowds  of  hours  ;  slow, 
dull,  lingering  hours,  in  which  she  had  no  choice  but  to  think  of  it. 
A  woman  may  see  to  her  husband's  dinners  and  her  own  toilet, 
and  yet  have  too  much  time  for  thinking.  It  would  almost  have 
been  a  comfort  to  Lady  Harcourt  if  Sir  Henry  could  have  had  a 
dinner-party  every  day. 

How  should  she  bear  herself;  what  should  she  say;  how  should 
she  look  when  George  Bertram  came  there  as  a  guest  to  her  house? 
How  could  he  be  so  cruel,  so  heartless,  so  inhuman  as  to  come 
there  ?  Her  path  was  difficult  enough  for  her  poor  weary  feet. 
He  must  know  that — should,  at  any  rate,  have  known  it.  How 
could  he  be  so  cruel  as  to  add  this  great  stumbling-block  to  her 
other  perils  ? 

The  Wednesday  came,  and  at  half-past  seven  she  was  in  her 

drawing-room  as  beautiful  and  as  dignified  as  ever.     She  had  a 

jDeculiar  place  of  her  own  in  the  comer  of  a  peculiar  sofa,  and  there 

she  lived.      It  was  her  goddess'  shrine,  and  her  worshipers  came 

And  did  reverence  before  her.    'Kone  oacssi^  «xA  ^<d&  beside  her. 
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Hers  was  not  that  gentle  fascination  which  entices  men,  and  wo- 
men too,  to  a  near  proximity.  Her  bow  was  very  gracious,  and 
said  much  ;  but '  nou  me  tangere'  was  part  of  its  eloquence.  And 
so  Baron  Brawl  found,  when  on  entering  her  drawing-room  he  told 
her  that  the  fame  of  her  charms  had  reached  his  ears,  and  that  he 
was  delighted  to  have  an  opportunity  of  making  her  acquaintance. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stistick  were  the  next  comers.  Mrs.  Stistick  sat 
herself  down  on  an  opposite  sofa,  and  seemed  to  think  that  she 
did  her  duty  to  society  by  sitting  there.  And  so  she  did.  Only 
permit  her  so  to  sit,  and  there  was  no  further  labour  in  entertain- 
ing Mrs.  Stistick.  She  was  a  large,  heavy  woman,  with  a  square 
forehead  and  a  square  chin,  and  she  had  brought  up  seven  children 
most  successfully.  Now,  in  these  days  of  her  husband's  parlia- 
mentary prosperity,  she  was  carried  about  to  dinners ;  and  in  her 
way  she  enjoyed  them.  She  was  not  too  shy  to  eat,  and  had  no 
wish  whatever  either  to  be  talked  to  or  to  talk.  To  sit  easily  on 
a  sofa  and  listen  to  the  buzz  of  voices  was  life  and  society  to  her. 
Perhaps  in  those  long  hours  she  was  meditating  on  her  children's 
frocks  or  her  husband's  linen.  But  they  never  seemed  to  belong 
to  her. 

Mr.  Stistick  was  standing  on  the  rug  before  the  fire,  preparing 
for  his  first  onslaught  on  Baron  Brawl,  when  the  servant  announced 
Mr.  Bertram. 

*Ah!  Bertram,  I'm  delighted  to  see  you,'  said  Sir  Henry; — 
*  doubly  so,  as  dinner  is  ready.  Judge,  you  know,  my  friend  Ber- 
tram, by  name,  at  any  rate  P  and  some  sort  of  half  introduction 
was  performed. 

*  He  who  moved  all  Oxford  from  its  propriety  ?'  said  the  baron. 
But  Bertram  neither  saw  him  nor  heard  him.  Neither  his  eyed 
nor  his  ears  were  at  his  command. 

As  he  took  his  host's  profiered  hand,  he  glanced  his  eyes  for  a 
moment  round  the  room.  There  she  sat,  and  he  had  to  speak  to 
her  as  best  he  might.  At  his  last  interview  with  her  he  had  spoken 
freely  enough,  and  it  all  rushed  now  upon  his  mind.  Then  how 
little  he  had  made  of  her,  how  lightly  he  had  esteemed  her !  Now, 
as  she  sat  there  before  him  his  spirit  acknowledged  her  as  a  god- 
dess, and  he  all  but  feared  to  address  her.  His  face,  he  knew, 
was  hot  and  red ;  his  manner,  he  felt,  was  awkward.  He  was  not 
master  of  himseli^  and  when  such  is  the  case  with  a  man,  the  fact 
always  betrays  itself. 

But  he  did  speak  to  her.  *  How  do  you  do,  Lady  Harcourt  ?' 
he  said,  and  he  put  his  hand  out,  and  he  felt  the  ends  of  her  fin- 
gers once  more  within  his  own. 

And  she  spoke  too,  probably.  But  prettj  ^(ysosii  ea:ci.  ^^wj  ^xssss^ 
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as  much  as  is  necessary  on  such  occasions  as  this,  without  open- 
ing their  lips.  Whether  she  spoke,  or  whether  she  did  not,  it 
was  the  same  to  him.  He  certainly  did  not  hear  her.  But  her 
fingers  did  touch  his  hand,  her  eyes  did  rest  upon  his  face ;  and 
then,  in  that  moment  of  time,  he  thought  of  Jerusalem,  of  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  of  those  rides  at  Littlebath,  and  of  that  last 
meeting,  when  all,  all  had  been  shattered  to  pieces. 

*  There  are  five  hundred  and  fifty-five  thousand  male  children 
between  the  ages  of  nine  and  twelve,'  said  Mr.  Stistick,  pursuing 
some  wondrous  line  of  argument,  as  Bertram  turned  himself  to- 
wards the  fire. 

'"What  a  fine  national  family!'  said  the  baron.  *And  how 
ashamed  I  feel  when  I  bethink  myself  that  only  one  of  them  is 
mine!' 

*  Dinner  is  served,'  said  the  butler. 

*  Mrs.  Stistick,  will  you  allow  me  ?'  said  Sir  Henry.  And  then 
in  half  a  minute  Bertram  found  himself  walking  down  to  dinner 
with  the  member  of  Parliament.  *  And  we  have  school  accom- 
modation for  just  one  hundred  and  fourteen,'  continued  that  gen- 
tleman on  the  stairs.  *  Now,  will  you  tell  me  what  becomes  of 
the  other  four  hundred  and  forty-one  ?' 

Bertram  was  not  at  that  moment  in  a  condition  to  give  him  any 
information  on  the  subject. 

'  I  can  tell  you  ahout  the  one,'  said  the  baron,  as  Sir  Henry 
began  his  grace. 

'  An  odd  thousand  is  nothing,'  said  Mr.  Stistick,  pausing  for  a 
second  till  the  grace  was  over. 

The  judge  and  Mr.  Stistick  sat  at  Lady  Harcourt's  right  and 
left,  so  that  Bertram  was  not  called  upon  to  say  much  to  her 
during  dinner.  The  judge  talked  incessantly,  and  so  did  the 
member  of  Parliament,  and  so  also  did  the  solicitor-general.  A 
party  of  six  is  always  a  talking  party.  Men  and  women  are  not 
formed  into  pairs,  and  do  not  therefore  become  dumb.  Each  per- 
son's voice  makes  another  person  emulous,  and  the  difficulty  felt 
.  is  not  as  to  what  one  shall  say,  but  how  one  shall  get  it  in.  Ten, 
and  twelve,  and  fourteen  are  the  silent  numbers. 

Every  now  and  again  Harcourt  endeavoured  to  make  Bertram 
join  in  the  conversation ;  and  Bertram  did  made  some  faint  at- 
tempts. He  essayed  to  answer  some  of  Mr.  Stistick's  very  diffi- 
cult inquiries,  and  was  even  roused  to  parry  some  raillery  from 
the  judge.  But  he  was  not  himself;  and  Caroline,  who  could  not 
but  watch  him  narrowly  as  she  sat  there  in  her  silent  beauty,  saw 
that  be  was  not  so.  She  arraigned  him  in  her  mind  for  want  of 
courage ;  but  had  be  been  \iapipy,«aA.  iio\«^,«oAL\\^t  of  hearty 
abe  would  probably  have  aiTa\gnft3L\aTXi^at  %ataa  ^^«^\:  i\si» 
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*  As  long  as  the  matter  is  left  in  the  hands  of  the  parents,  no- 
thing on  earth  will  be  done,'  said  Mr.  Stistick. 

*  That's  what  I  have  always  said  to  Lady  Brawl,*  said  the  judge. 

*  And  it's  what  I  have  said  to  Lord  John ;  and  what  I  intend 
to  say  to  him  again.     Lord  John  is  all  very  well — ' 

*  Thank  you,  Stistick.  I  am  glad,  at  any  rate,  to  get  as  much 
as  that  from  you,'  said  the  solicitor. 

*  Lord  John  is  all  very  well,'  continued  the  member,  not  alto- 
gether liking  the  interruption ;  *  but  there  is  only  one  man  in  the 
country  who  thoroughly  understands  the  subject,  and  who  is 
able — ' 

*  And  I  don't  see  the  slightest  probability  of  finding  a  second,' 
said  the  judge. 

*  And  who  is  able  to  make  himself  heard.' 

*  What  do  you  say,  Lady  Harcourt,'  asked  the  baron, '  as  to  the 
management  of  a  school  with — how  many  millions  of  them,  Mr. 
Stistick  ?' 

*  Five  hundred  and  fifty-five  thousand  male  children — ^ 

*  Suppose  we  say  boys,'  said  the  judge. 

*  Boys  ?'  asked  Mr.  Stistick,  not  quite  understanding  him,  but 
rather  disconcerted  by  the  familiarity  of  the  word. 

*  Well,  I  suppose  they  must  be  boys ; — at  least  the  most  of 
them.' 

*  They  are  all  from  nine  to  twelve,  I  say,'  continued  Mr.  Stis- 
tick, completely  bewildered. 

*  Oh,  that  alters  the  question,'  said  the  judge. 

*Not  at  all,'  said  Mr.  Stistick.  'There  is  accommodation  for 
only—' 

'  Well,  we'll  ask  Lady  Harcourt.  What  do  you  say.  Lady 
Harcourt?' 

Lady  Harcourt  felt  herself  by  no  means  inclined  to  enter  into 
the  joke  on  either  side ;  so  she  said,  with  her  gravest  smile,  *  I'm 
sure  Mr.  Stistick  understands  very  well  what  he's  talking  about.' 

'  What  do  you  say,  ma'am  F'  said  the  judge,  turning  round  to 
the  lady  on  his  left. 

*  Mr.  Stistick  is  always  right  on  such  matters,*  said  the  lady. 

'  See  what  it  is  to  have  a  character.  It  absolutely  enables  one 
to  upset  the  laws  of  human  nature.  But  still  I  do  say,  Mr.  Soli- 
citor, that  the  majority  of  them  were  probably  boys.' 

*  Boys !'  exclaimed  the  member  of  rarliament.  *  Boys !  I  don't 
think  you  can  have  understood  a  word  that  we  have  been  saying.' 

'  I  aon't  think  I  have,'  said  the  baron. 

*  There  are  five  hundred  and  fifty-five  t\\o\3kaaL\i<\  \&a^^  ^^S^^sw^ 
between — * 
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*  Oh — ^h — ^h !  male  children !  Ah — h — h !  Now  I  see  the  dif- 
ference ;  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Stistick,  but  I  really  was  very 
•stupid.  And  you  mean  to  explain  all  this  to  Lord  John  in  the 
present  session  ?' 

*  But,  Stistick,  who  is  the  one  man  ?'  said  Sir  Henry. 

*  The  one  man  is  Lord  Boanerges.  He,  I  believe,  is  the  only  man 
living  who  really  understands  the  social  wants  of  this  kingdom.' 

*  And  everything  else  also,'  sneered  the  baron.  The  baron  al- 
ways  sneered  at  cleverness  that  was  external  to  his  own  profession, 
especially  when  exhibited  by  one  who,  like  the  noble  lord  named, 
should  have  confined  his  efforts  to  that  profession. 

'.  ■*"  So  Boanerges  is  to  take  in  hand  these  male  children?    And 

very  fitting,  too  ;  he  was  made  to  be  a  schoolmaster.' 

'  He  is  the  first  man  of  the  age ;  don't  you  think  so,  Sir  Henry  ?' 
'He  was,  certunly,  when  he  was  on  the  woolsack,'  said  Sir 

Henry.    *  That  is  the  normal  position  always  assumed  by  the  first 

man  of  his  age  in  this  country.' 

*'  Though  some  of  them  when  there  do  hide  their  lights  under  a 

bushel,'  said  the  judge.    . 

'     *  He  is  the  first  law  reformer  that  perhaps  ever  lived,'  said  Mr. 

Stistick,  enthusiastically. 

*  And  I  hope  will  be  the  last  in  my  time,'  said  his  enemy. 

*  I  hope  he  will  live  to  complete  his  work,'  said  the  politician. 

'  Then  Methuselah  will  be  a  child  to  him,  and  Jared  and  Lamech 
little  babies,'  said  the  judge. 

'  In  such  case  he  has  got  his  work  before  him,  certainly,'  said 

•  Mr.  Solicitor. 

And  so  the  battle  was  kept  up  between  them,  and  George  Ber- 
tram and  Lady  Harcourt  sat  by  and  listened ;  or  more  probably, 
perhaps,  sat  by  and  did  not  listen. 

But  when  her  ladyship  and  Mrs.  Stistick  had  retreated — Oh, 
my  readers,  fancy  what  that  next  hour  must  have  been  to  Caroline 
Harcourt ! — How  Gothic,  how  barbarous  are  we  still  in  our  habits, 

f  in  that  we  devote  our  wives  to  such  wretchedness  as  that !  O 
lady,  has  it  ever  been  your  lot  to  sit  out  such  hour  as  that  with 
some  Mrs.  Stistick,  who  would  neither  talk,  nor  read,  nor  sleep ; 
in  whose  company  you  could  neither  talk,  nor  read,  nor  yet  sleep  ? 
And  if  such  has  been  your  lot,  have  you  not  asked  yourself  wny 
in  this  civilized  country,  in  this  civilized  century,  you  should  pe 
doomed  to  such  a  senseless,  sleepless  purgatory  ? — But  when  they 

'  were  gone,  and  when  the  judge,  radiant  with  fun  and  happiness, 
hastened  to  fill  his  claret  beaker,  then  Bertram  by  degrees  thawed, 

and  began  Xo  feel  that  after  eXWAxe^otldwas  perhaps  not  yet  dead 

around  him. 
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*  "Well,  Mr.  Stistick,'  said  the  baron ;  *  if  Sir  Henry  will  allow 
us,  we'll  drink  Lord  Boanerges.' 

*  With  all  my  heart,'  said  Mr.  Stistick.  *  He  is  a  man  of  whom 
it  may  be  said — ' 

'  That  no  man  knew  better  on  which  side  his  bread  was  buttered.' 

*  He  is  buttering  the  bread  of  millions  upon  millions,'  said  Mr. 
Stistick. 

*  Or  doing  better  still,'  said  Bertram ;  *  enabling  them  to  butter 
their  own.  Lord  Boanerges  is  probably  the  only  public  man  of 
this  day  who  will  be  greater  in  a  hundred  years  than  he  is  now.' 

*  Let  us  at  any  rate  hope,'  said  the  baron,  *  that  he  will  at  that 
time  be  less  truculent.' 

'  I  can't  agree  with  you,  Bertram,'  said  Sir  Henry.  *  I  consider 
we  are  fertile  in  statesmen.  Do  you  think  that  Feel  will  be 
forgotten  in  a  hundred  years  ?'  This  was  said  with  the  usual 
candour  of  a  modem  turncoat.  For  Sir  Henry  had  now  deserted 
Peel. 

'  Almost,  I  should  hope,  by  that  time,'  said  Bertram.  '  He  will 
have  a  sort  of  a  niche  in  history,  no  doubt ;  as  has  Mr.  Perceval, 
who  did  so  much  to  assist  us  in  the  war ;  and  Lord  Castlereagh, 
who  carried  the  Union.  They  also  were  heaven-sent  ministers, 
whom  Acheron  has  not  as  yet  altogether  swallowed  up.' 

'  And  Boanerges,  you  think,  will  escape  Libitina  ?' 

*  If  the  spirit  of  the  age  will  allow  immortality  to  any  man  of 
these  days,  I  thjnk  he  will.  But  I  doubt  whether  public  opinion, 
as  now  existing,  will  admit  of  hero-worship.' 

'  Public  opinion  is  the  best  safeguard  for  a  great  man's  great 
name,'  said  Mr.  Stistick,  with  intense  reliance  on  the  civilization 
of  his  own  era. 

*  Quite  true,  sir ;  quite  true,'  said  the  baron, — *  for  the  space  of 
twenty-four  hours.' 

Then  followed  a  calm,  and  then  coffee.  After  that,  the  solicitor- 
general,  looking  at  his  watch,  marched  off  impetuous  to  the  House. 
*  Judge,'  he  said,  *  I  know  you  will  excuse  me ;  for  you,  too,  have 
been  a  slave  in  your  time :  but  you  will  go  up  to  Lady  Harcourt ; 
Bertram,  you  will  not  be  forgiven  if  you  do  not  go  upstairs.' 

Bertram  did  go  upstairs,  that  he  might  not  appear  to  be  un- 
manly, as  he  said  to  himself  in  slinking  out  of  the  house.  He  did 
go  upstairs,  for  one  quarter  of  an  hour. 

But  the  baron  did  not.    For  him,  it  may  be  presumed,  his  club 
had  charms.     Mr.  Stistick,  however,  did  do  so ;  he  had  to  hand 
Mrs.  Stistick  down  from  that  elysium  which  she  had  so  exquisitely 
graced.     He  did  hand  her  down ;  and  then  for  five  mmwl^^Qi^^^s^^ 
Bertram  found  himself  once  more  alone  mtV  C«b^cX\Sia"^  ^^m\^^^«^ 
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*  Good-night,  Lady  Harcourfe,'  he  said,  again  essaying  to  take 
her  hand.  This  and  his  other  customary  greeting  was  all  that  he 
had  yet  spoken  to  her. 

*  Good-night,  Mr.  Bertram.'  At  last  her  voice  faltered,  at  last 
her  eye  fell  to  the  ground,  at  last  her  hand  trembled.  Had  she 
stood  firm  through  this  trial  all  might  have  been  well ;  but  though 
she  could  bear  herself  right  manfully  before  stranger  eyes,  she 
could  not  alone  support  his  gaze ;  one  touch  of  tenderness,  one 
sign  of  weakness  was  enough — and  that  touch  was  there,  that  sign 
she  gave. 

*  We  are  cousins  still,  are  we  not  P'  said  he. 

*  Yes,  we  are  cousins — I  suppose  so.' 

*  And  as  cousins  we  need  not  hate  each  other  ?' 

^  Hate  each  other  1'  and  she  shuddered  as  she  spoke ;  '  oh,  no,  I 
hope  there  is  no  hatred !'  * 

He  stood  there  silent  for  a  moment,  looking,  not  at  her,  but  at 
the  costly  ornaments  which  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  huge  pier- 
glass  over  the  fireplace.  Why  did  he  not  go  now  ?  why  did  he 
stand  there  silent  and  thoughtful  P  why — why  was  he  so  cruel 
toherp 
.    *  I  hope  you  are  happy.  Lady  Harcourt,'  at  last  he  said. 

There  was  almost  a  savage  sternness  in  her  face  as  she  made  an 
efibrt  to  suppress  her  feelings.  *  Thank  you — yes,'  she  said ;  and 
then  she  added,  *  I  never  was  a  believer  in  much  happiness.' 

And  yet  he  did  not  go.  *  We  have  met  now,'  he  said,  after 
another  pause. 

'  Yes,  we  have  met  now ;'  and  she  even  attempted  to  smile  as  she 
answered  him. 

*  And  we  need  not  be  strangers  P'  Then  there  was  again  a  pause ; 
for  at  first  she  had  no  answer  ready.  *  Is  it  needful  that  we  should 
be  strangers  P'  he  asked. 

*  I  suppose  not ;  no ;  not  if  Sir  Henry  wishes  it  otherwise.' 
And  then  he  put  out  his  hand,  and  wishing  her  good-night  a 

second  time,  he  went. 

For  the  next  hour,  Lady  Harcourt  sat  there  looking  at  the 
smouldering  fire.  *  Quos  Deus  vult  perdere,  prius  dementat.'  Not 
in  such  language,  but  with  some  such  thought,  did  she  pass  judg- 
ment on  the  wretched  folly  of  her  husband. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIV. 

MBS.   MADDEN'S  BAXL. 

Two  days  after  the  dinner,  Gteorge  Bertram  called  in  Eaton  Square 
and  saw  Lady  Hareourt ;  but,  as  it  happened,  she  was  not  alone. 
Their  interview  on  this  occasion  was  not  in  any  great  degree 
embarrassing  to  either  of  them.  He  did  not  stay  long ;  and  as 
strangers  were  present,  he  was  able  to  talk  freely  on  indifferent 
subjects.  Lady  Hareourt  probably  did  not  talk  much,  but  she 
looked  as  though  she  did. 

And  then  Adela  Gauntlet  came  up  to  town  for  a  month ;  and 
George,  though  he  was  on  three  or  four  occasions  in  Eaton  Square, 
never  saw  Caroline  alone ;  but  he  became  used  to  seeing  her  and 
being  with  her.  The  strangeness  of  their  meeting  wore  itself  away : 
he  could  speak  to  her  without  reserve  on  the  common  matters  of 
life,  and  found  that  he  had  intense  delight  in  doing  so. 

Adela  Gauntlet  was  present  at  all  these  interviews,  and  in  her 
heart  of  hearts  condemned  them  bitterly ;  but  she  could  say  nothing 
to  Caroline.  They  had  been  friends — ^real  friends ;  but  Caroline 
was  now  almost  like  stone  to  her.  This  visit  of  Adela's  had  been 
a  long  promise — yes,  very  long ;  for  the  visit,  when  first  promised, 
was  to  nave  been  made  to  Mrs.  Bertram.  One  knows  how  these 
promises  still  live  on.  Caroline  had  pressed  it  even  when  she  felt 
that  Adela's  presence  could  no  longer  be  of  comfort  to  her ;  and 
Adela  would  not  now  refuse,  lest  in  doing  so  she  might  seem  to 
condemn.  But  she  felt  that  CaroL'ne  Hareourt  could  never  be  to 
her  what  Caroline  Bertram  woidd  have  been. 

Ladv  Hareourt  did  whatever  in  her  lay  to  amuse  her  guest ; 
but  Adela  was  one  who  did  not  require  much  amusing.  Had  there 
been  friendship  between  her  and  her  friend,  the  month  would  have 
run  by  all  too  quickly ;  but,  as  it  was,  before  it  was  over  she  wished 
herself  again  even  at  Littlebath. 

Bertram  dined  there  twice,  and  once  went  with  them  to  some 
concert.  He  met  them  in  the  Park,  and  called ;  and  then  there 
was  a  great  evening  gathering  in  Eaton  Square,  and  he  was  there. 
Caroline  was  careful  on  all  occasions  to  let  her  husband  know  when 
she  met  Bertram,  and  he  as  often,  in  some  shape,  expressed  his 
satisfaction. 

'  He'll  marry  Adela  Gauntlet ;  you'll  see  if  he  does  not,'  he  said 
to  her,  after  one  of  their  dinners  in  Eaton  Square.     '  She  is  very 
pretty,  very ;  and  it  will  be  all  very  nice  \  only  L^^sJcl1\^3^  ^''aa  ^ 
them  had  a  little  money  to  go  on.  witli.^ 
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Caroline  answered  nothing  to  this :  she  never  did  make  him  any 
answers ;  but  she  felt  quite  sure  in  her  own  heart  that  he  would 
not  many  Adela  Gauntlet.  And  had  she  confessed  the  truth  to 
herself,  would  she  have  wished  him  to  do  so  ? 

Adela  saw  and  disapproved ;  she  saw  much  and  could  not  but 
disapprove  of  all.  She  saw  that  there  was  very  little  sympathy 
between  the  husband  and  wife,  and  that  that  little  was  not  on  the 
increase. — Very  little !  nay,  but  was  there  any  ?  Caroline  did  not 
say  much  of  her  lot  in  life ;  but  the  few  words  that  did  fall  from 
her  seemed  to  be  full  of  scorn  for  all  that  she  had  around  her,  and 
for  him  who  had  given  it  all.  She  seemed  to  say,  *  Theror— this  is 
that  for  which  I  have  striven — ^these  ashes  on  which  I  now  step, 
and  sleep,  and  feed,  which  are  gritty  between  my  teeth,  and  foul 
to  my  touch !  See,  here  is  my  reward !  Do  you  not'  honour  me 
for  having  won  it  ?' 

And  then  it  appeared  that  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  had  already 
learned  how  to  assume  the  cross  brow  of  a  captious  husband ;  thi^ 
the  sharp  word  was  already  spoken  on  light  occasions — spoken 
without  cause  and  listened  to  with  apparent  indifference.  Even 
before  Adela  such  words  were  spoken,  and  then  Caroline  would 
smile  bitterly,  and  turn  her  face  towards  her  friend,  as.  though  she 
would  say,  *  See,  see  what  it  is  to  be  the  wife  of  so  fine  a  man,  so 
great  a  man !  What  a  grand  match  have  I  not  made  for  myself!' 
But  though  her  looks  spoke  thus,  no  word  of  complaint  fell  from 
her  lips — and  no  word  of  confidence. 

We  have  said  that  Sir  Henry  seemed  to  encourage  these  visits 
which  Bertram  made  to  Eaton  Square ;  and  for  a  time  he  did  so — 
up  to  the  time  of  that  large  evening-party  which  was  given  just 
before  Adela's  return  to  Littlebath.  But  on  that  evening,  Aaela 
thought  she  saw  a  deeper  frown  than  usual  on  the  brows  of  the 
solicitor-general,  as  he  turned  his  eyes  to  a  couch  on  which  his 
lovely  wife  was  sitting;,  and  behind  which  George  Bertram  was 
standing,  but  so  standmg  that  he  could  speak  and  she  could  hear. 

And  then  Adela  bethought  herself,  that  though  she  could  say 
nothing  to  Caroline,  it  might  not  be  equally  impossible  to  say  some- 
thing to  Bertram.  There  had  been  oetween  them  a  sort  of  con- 
fidence, and  if  there  was  any  one  to  whom  Adela  could  now  speak 
Ireely,  it  was  to  him.  They  each  knew  something  of  each  other's 
secrets,  and  each  of  them,  at  least,  trusted  the  other. 

But  this,  if  it  be  done  at  all,  must  be  done  on  that  evening. 

There  was  no  probability  that  they  would  meet  again  before  her 

departure.     This  was  the  only  house  in  which  they  did  meet,  and 

here  Adeh  had  no  wisli  to  aee  \im  more. 

'  I  am  come  to  say  good-bye  toyo\xJ  ^^^^>3aa^i&\.xaamQnt 

she  was  able  to  speak  to  him  tloue. 
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*  To  say  good-bye !    Is  your  visit  over  so  soon  P 

*  I  go  on  Thursday.' 

*  Well,  I  shall  see  you  again,  for  I  shall  come  on  purpose  to  make 
my  adieux.' 

'  No,  Mr.  Bertram ;  do  not  do  that.' 

*  But  I  certainly  shall.' 

^  No ;'  and  she  put  out  her  little  hand,  and  gently — oh !  so  gently 
— touched  his  arm. 

*  And  why  not  ?  Why  should  I  not  come  to  see  you  ?  I  have 
not  so  many  friends  that  I  can  afford  to  lose  you.' 

*  You  shall  not  lose  me,  nor  would  I  willingly  lose  you.  But, 
Mr.  Bertram — ' 

*  Well,  Miss  Gauntlet  ?' 

*  Are  you  right  to  be  here  at  all  ?' 

The  whole  tone,  and  temper,  and  character  of  his  face  altered  as 
he  answered  her  quickly  and  sharply — *  If  not,  the  fault  lies  with 
Sir  Henry  Harcourt,  who,  with  some  pertinacity,  induced  me  to 
come  here.  But  why  is  it  wrong  that  I  should  be  here  ? — ^foolish 
it  may  be.' 

*  That  is  what  I  mean.  I  did  not  say  wronfi: :  did  I  ?  Do  not 
thmk  that  I  imagine  evil.'  J'  S  • 

'  It  may  be  foolish,'  continued  Bertram,  as  though  he  had  not 
heard  her  last  words.     '  But  if  so,  the  folly  has  been  his.' 

*  If  he  is  foolish,  is  that  reason  why  you  should  not  be  wise  ? ' 

*  And  what  is  it  you  fear,  Adela  ?  What  is  the  injury  that  will 
come  ?    Will  it  be  to  me,  or  to  her,  or  to  Harcourt  r 

*  No  injury,  no  real  injury — I  am  sure  of  that.  But  may  not 
unhappiness  come  of  it  P  Does  it  seem  to  you  that  she  is  happy  ?' 

*  Happy !  Which  of  us  is  happy  ?  Which  of  us  is  not  utterly 
wretched  ?  She  is  as  happy  as  you  are  P  and  Sir  Henry,  I  have 
no  doubt,  is  as  happy  as  1  am.' 

'  In  what  you  say,  Mr.  Bertram,  you  do  me  injustice ;  I  am  not 
unhappy.' 

'  Are  you  not  ?  then  I  congratulate  you  on  getting  over  the 
troubles  consequent  on  a  true  heart.' 

'  I  did  not  mean  in  any  way  to  speak  of  myself;  I  have  cares, 
regrets,  and  sorrows,  as  have  most  of  us ;  but  I  have  no  cause 
of  misery  which  I  cannot  assuage.' 

'  Well,  you  are  fortunate ;  that  is  all  I  can  say.' 

^  But  Caroline  I  can  see  is  not  happy ;  and,  Mr.  Bertram,  I  fear 
that  your  coming  here  will  not  make  her  more  so.' 

She  had  said  her  little  word,  meaning  it  so  well.    But  perhaps 
she   had  done  more  harm  than  good.     He  did  not  cq\s\^  ^^^&s^ 
to  Eaton  Square  till  after  she  was  gone*,  W\iN«r5  ^cst?^  -^^Rst 
that  he  did  bo. 
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Adela  had  Itoen  tbat  short,  whispered  conversation  between 
Ladj  Hareourt  and  Bertram — ^that  moment,  as  it  were,  of  con- 
fidence; and  so,  abo,  had  Sir  Henry ;  and  yet  it  had  been  but 
for  a  moment. 

^  Lady  Hareourt,'  Bertram  had  said,  ^  how  well  you  do  this  sort 
of  thing ! ' 

*  Do  I  ? '  she  answered.  *  "Well,  one  ought  to  do  something 
well.' 

*  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  your  excellence  is  restricted  to  this  ?' 

*  Pretty  nearly ;  such  excellence  as  there  is.' 

*  I  should  have  thought — '  and  then  he  paused. 

*  Tou  are  not  coming  to  reproach  me,  I  hope,'  she  said. 
'Eeproach  you.  Lady  Hareourt!     No;  my  reproaches,  silent 

or  expressed,  never  fall  on  your  head.' 

'  Then  you  must  be  much  altered ;'  and  as  she  said  these  last 
words,  in  what  was  hardly  more  than  a  whisper,  she  saw  some 
lady  in  a  distant  part  of  the  room  to  whom  some  attention 
might  be  considered  to  be  due,  and  rising  from  her  seat  she 
walked  away  across  the  room.  It  was  very  shortly  after  that 
Adela  had  spoken  to  him. 

For  many  a  long  and  bitter  day,  Bertram  had  persuaded  him- 
self that  she  had  not  really  loved  him.  He  had  doubted  it  when 
she  had  first  told  him  so  calmly  that  it  was  necessary  that  their 
marriage  should  be  postponed  for  years ;  he  had  doubted  it  much 
when  he  found  her,  if  not  happy,  at  least  contented  under  that 
postponement ;  doubt  had  become  almost  certainty  when  he  learnt 
that  she  discussed  his  merits  with  such  a  one  as  Henry  Har- 
eourt; but  on  that  day,  at  Eichmond,  when  he  discovered  that 
the  very  secrets  of  his  heart  were  made  subject  of  confidential 
conversation  with  this  man,  he  had  doubted  it  no  longer.  Then 
he  had  gone  to  her,  and  his  reception  proved  to  him  that  his 
doubts  had  been  too  well  founded — his  certainty  only  too  sure. 
And  so  he  had  parted  with  her — as  we  all  know. 

But  now  he  began  to  doubt  his  doubts — to  be  less  certain  of 
his  certainty.     That  she  did  not  much  love  Sir  Henry,  that  was 
very  apparent;  that  she  could  not  listen  to  his  slightest  word 
without  emotion — that,  too,  he  could  perceive ;  that  Adela  con- 
ceived that  she  still  loved  him,  and  that  his  presence  there  Y^as 
therefore  dangerous — ^that  also  had  been  told  to  him.     "Was  it 
then  possible  that  he,   loving  this  woman  as  he  did— having 
never  ceased  in  his  love  for  one  moment,  having  still  loved  her 
with  his  whole  heart,  his  whole  stren^h — that  he  had  flung  her 
from  him  while  her  heart  waa  atill  his  own  ?     Could  it  be  that 
she,  during  their  courtship,  a\iO\3X^  W^^  %fe«t£i%^  ^q  w3v^  ^sA  ^et 
bad  loved  him  P 
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A  ibousand  times  lie  had  reproached  her  in  his  heart  for  being 
worldly ;  but  now  the  world  seemed  to  have  no  charms  for  her. 
A  thousand  times  he  had  declared  that  she  cared  only  for  the  out- 
ward show  of  things,  but  these  outward  shows  were  now  wholly 
indifferent  to  her.  That  they  in  no  degree  contributed  to  her 
happiness,  or  even  to  her  contentment,  that  was  made  manifest 
enough  to  him. 

And  then  these  thoughts  drove  her  wild,  and  he  began  to  ask 
himself  whether  there  could  be  yet  any  comfort  in  the  fact  that 
she  had  loved  him,  and  perhaps  loved  him  still.  The  motives 
by  which  men  are  actuated  in  tneir  conduct  are  not  only  various, 
but  mixed.  As  Bertram  thought  in  this  way  concerning  Lady 
Harcourt — the  Caroline  Waddington  that  had  once  belonged  to 
himself — he  proposed  to  himself  no  scheme  of  infamy,  no  indul- 
gence of  a  disastrous  love,  no  ruin  for  her  whom  the  world  now 
called  so  fortunate ;  but  he  did  think  that,  if  she  still  loved  him, 
it  would  be  pleasant  to  sit  and  talk  with  her ;  pleasant  to  feel- 
some  warmth  in  her  hand ;  pleasant  that  there  should  be  some 
confidence  in  her  voice.  And  so  he  resolved — but,  no,  there  was 
no  resolve ;  but  he  allowed  it  to  come  to  pass  that  his  intimacy  in 
Eaton  Square  should  not  be  dropped. 

And  then  he  bethought  himself  of  the  part  which  his  friend 
Harcourt  had  played  in  this  matter,  and  speculated  as  to  how  that 
pleasant  fellow  had  cheated  him  out  of  his  wife.  What  Adela 
had  said  might  be  very  true,  but  why  should  he  regard  Sir  Henry's 
happiness  ?  why  regard  any  man's  happiness,  or  any  woman's  ? 
Who  had  regarded  him  ?  So  he  hired  a  horse,  and  rode  in  the 
Park  when  he  knew  Lady  Harcourt  would  be  there,  dined  with 
Baron  Brawl  because  Lady  Harcourt  was  to  dine  there,  and  went 
to  a  ball  at  Mrs.  Madden's  for  the  same  reason.  All  which  the 
solicitor-general  now  saw,  and  did  not  press  his  friend  to  take  a 
part  at  any  more  of  his  little  dinners. 

What  may  have  passed  on  the  subject  between  Sir  Henry  and 
his  wife  cannot  be  said.  A  man  does  not  willingly  accuse  his  wife 
of  even  the  first  germ  of  infidelity ;  does  not  mmngly  suggest  to 
her  that  any  one  is  of  more  moment  to  her  than  himself.  It  is 
probable  that  his  brow  became  blacker  than  it  had  been,  that  his 
words  were  less  courteous,  and  his  manner  less  kind ;  but  of  Ber- 
tram himself,  it  may  be  presumed  that  he  said  nothing.  It  might, 
however,  have  been  easy  for  Caroline  to  perceive  that  he  no  longer 
wished  to  have  his  old  friend  at  his  house. 

At  Mrs.  Madden's  ball,  Bertram  asked  her  to  dance  with  him^ 
and  she  did  stand  up  for  a  quadrille.    Mr.  Maddfe\x^^A  ^^^ 
young  man,  in  Parliament,  and  an  mtvav»\i^  ^\eiA\i^^  ^^L'^^s.. 
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Henry's  and  of  Bertram's.  Caroline  had  danced  with  him — ^being 
her  first  performance  of  that  nature  since  her  marriage ;  and  hay- 
ing  done  so,  she  could  not,  as  she  said  to  herself,  refuse  Mr.  Ber-  f 
tram.  So  they  stood  up ;  and  the  busy  solicitor  -  general,  who 
showed  himself  for  five  minutes  in  the  room,  saw  them  moving,  ' 
hand-in-hand  together,  in  the  figure  of  the  dance.  And  as  he  so 
moved,  Bertram  himself  could  hardly  believe  in  the  reality  of  his 
position.  What  if  any  one  had  prophesied  to  him  three  months 
fidnce  that  he  would  be  dancing  with  Caroline  Harcourt ! 

'  Adela  did  not  stay  with  you  long,'  said  he,  as  they  were  stand- 
ing still. 

*  No,  not  very  long.  I  do  not  think  she  is  fond  of  London ; ' 
and  then  they  were  again  silent  till  their  turn  for  dancing  was 
over. 

'  No ;  I  don't  think  she  is,'  said  Bertram, '  nor  am  I.  I  should 
not  care  if  I  were  to  leave  it  for  ever.  Do  you  like  London,  Lady 
•Harcourt  ?' 

'  Oh,  yes ;  as  well  as  any  other  place.  I  don't  think  it  much 
signifies — London,  or  Littlebath,  or  New  Zealand.' 

They  were  then  both  silent  for  a  moment,  till  Bertram  again 
spoke,  with  an  effort  that  was  evident  in  his  voice. 

*  Tou  used  not  to  be  so  indifferent  in  such  matters.' 
'Used!' 

*  Has  all  the  world  so  changed  that  nothing  is  any  longer  of 
any  interest  ?' 

*  The  world  has  changed,  certainly — with  me.' 
'  And  with  me  also.  Lady  Harcourt.    The  world  has  cbanged 

with  both  of  us.  But  Fortune,  while  she  has  been  crushing  me, 
has  been  very  kind  to  you.' 

'  Has  she  ?  Well,  perhaps  she  has — as  kind,  at  any  rate,  as  I 
deserve.  But  you  may  be  sure  of  this — I  do  not  complain  of  her.' 
And  then  they  were  again  silent. 

'  I  wonder  whether  you  ever  think  of  old  days  P'  be  said,  after  a 
pause. 

*  At  any  rate,  I  never  talk  of  them,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  No  ;  I  suppose  not.  One  should  not  talk  of  them.  But  out 
of  a  full  heart  the  mouth  will  speak.  Constant  thoughts  will  break 
forth  in  words.  There  is  nothing  else  left  to  me  of  which  I  can 
think.' 

Any  one  looking  at  her  face  as  she  answered  him  would  have 

little  dreamed  how  much  was  passing  through  her  mind,  how 

much  was  weighing  on  her  heart.     She  commanded  not  only  her 

features,  but  even  ber  colout,  and  tVie  motion  of  her  eyes.    No 

anger  Saabed  from  them  \  tVvete  ^«ia  t^o  Vlu^  qI  m^v^c^ai^^'^  «a 
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sbe  answered  him  in  that  crowded  room.  And  yet  her  words  were 
indignant  enough,  and  there  was  anger,  too,  in  that  low  tone 
which  reached  his  ear  so  plainly,  but  which  reached  no  further. 

*  Ajid  whose  doing  has  this  been  ?  Why  is  it  that  I  may  not 
think  of  past  times  r  Why  is  it  that  all  thought,  all  memories 
are  denied  to  me  ?  Who  was  it  that  broke  the  cup  at  the  very 
fountain  ?' 

*WasitI?' 

*  Did  you  ever  think  of  your  prayers  ?  "  Forgive  us  our  tres- 
passes." But  you,  in  your  pride — ^you  could  forgive  nothing. 
And  now  you  dare  to  twit  me  with  my  fortune !' 

*  Lady  Harcourt ! ' 

*  I  will  sit  down,  if  you  please,  now.  I  do  not  know  why  I  speak 
thus.'  And  then,  without  further  words,  she  caused  herself  to  be 
led  away,  and  sitting  down  between  two  old  dowagers,  debarred 
bim  absolutely  from  the  power  of  another  word. 

Immediately  after  this  he  left  the  house ;  but  she  remained  for 
another  hour — remained  and  danced  with  young  Lord  Echo,  who 
was  a  Whig  lordling ;  and  with  Mr.  Twisleton,  whose  father  was 
a  Treasury  secretary.  They  both  talked  to  her  about  Harcourt, 
and  the  great  speech  he  was  making  at  that  moment;  and  she 
smiled  and  looked  so  beautiful,  that  when  they  got  together  at 
one  end  of  the  supper-table,  they  declared  that  Harcourt  was  out- 
and-out  the  luckiest  dog  of  his  day ;  and  questioned  his  right  to 
monopolize  such  a  treasure. 

And  had  he  been  cruel  ?  had  he  been  unforgiving  ?  had  he  de- 
nied to  her  that  pardon  which  it  behoved  him  so  often  to  ask  for 
himself?  This  was  the  question  which  Bertram  was  now  forced 
to  put  to  himself.  Ajid  that  other  question,  which  he  could  now 
answer  but  in  one  way.  Had  he  then  been  the  cause  of  his  own 
shipwreck  P  Had  he  driven  his  own  bark  on  the  rocks  while  the 
open  channel  was  there  clear  before  him  ?  Had  she  not  assured 
him  of  her  love,  though  no  word  of  tenderness  had  passed  hex 
lips  ?  Ajid  whose  doing  had  it  been  ?  Tes,  certainly ;  it  had 
been  his  own  doing. 

The  conviction  which  thus  came  upon  him  did  not  add  much  to 
his  comfort.  There  was  but  little  consolation  to  him  now  in  the 
assurance  that  she  had  loved,  and  did  love  him.  He  had  hitherto 
felt  himself  to  be  an  injured  man ;  but  now  he  had  to  feel  that  he 
himself  had  committed  the  injury.  *  Whose  doing  has  it  been  P 
You — you  in  your  pride,  could  forgive  nothing!*  These  words 
rang  in  his  ears ;  his  memory  repeated  to  him  hourly  the  tone  in 
which  they  had  been  spoken.  She  had  accused  him  o^  ^^«^\itQj^>cw^ 
all  her  hopes  tor  thia  world — and  he  ha&  acAN<iec^  Tio'<»  ^^bx^*v.^ 
the  accaaation. 
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On  the  morning  after  that  ball  at  Mrs.  Madden's,  Sir  Henry 
came  into  his  wife's  room  while  she  was  still  dressing.  *  By-the« 
bye,'  said  he, '  I  saw  you  at  Mrs.  Madden's  last  night.' 

*  Yes ;  I  perceived  that  you  were  there  for  a  moment,'  Caroline 
answered. 

'  You  were  dancing.  I  don't  know  that  I  ever  saw  you  dancing 
before.' 

'  I  have  not  done  so  since  I  was  married.  In  former  days  I 
used  to  be  fond  of  it.' 

'  Ah,  yes  ;  when  you  were  at  Littlebath.  It  did  not  much  mat- 
ter then  what  you  did  in  that  way ;  but — ' 

*  Does  it  matter  more  now.  Sir  Henry  ?' 

*  Well,  if  it  would  entail  no  great  regret,  I  would  rather  that 
you  did  not  dance.     It  is  all  very  nice  for  girls.' 

*  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  married  women--' 

*  I  do  not  mean  to  say  anything  of  the  kind.  One  man  has  one 
idea,  and  another  another.  Some  women  also  are  not  placed  in 
so  conspicuous  a  position  as  you  are.' 

*  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  your  wishes  before  ?' 

'  It  did  not  occur  to  me.  I  did  not  think  it  probable  that  you 
would  dance.     May  I  understand  that  you  will  give  it  up  ?' 

*  As  you  direct  me  to  do  so,  of  course  I  shall.' 

*  Direct !  I  do  not  direct,  I  only  request.' 

*  It  is  the  same  thing,  exactly.  I  will  not  dance  again.  I  should 
have  felt  the  prohibition  less  had  I  been  aware  of  your  wishes 
before  I  had  offended.' 

*  Well,  if  you  choose  to  take  it  in  that  light  I  cannot  help  it. 
Good-morning.     I  shall  not  dine  at  home  today.' 

And  so  the  solicitor-general  went  his  way,  and  his  vdfe  re- 
mained sitting  motionless  at  her  dressing-table.  They  had  both 
of  them  already  become  aware  that  the  bargain  they  had  made  was 
not  a  wise  one. 


CHAPTEE  XXXVI. 

CAK  I  ESCAPE? 


Had  not  George  Bertram  been  of  all  men  the  most  infirm  of  pur- 
pose, he  woiQd  have  quitted  London  immediately  after  that  hall 
— at  any  rate,  for  many  months.  But  he  was  lamentably  infirm 
of  purpose.  He  said  to  himself  over  and  over  again,  that  it  be- 
boved  him  to  go.  What  had  e\t\veT  oC  tliem  done  for  him  that  he 
Bbould  regard  them  ?    That  had.  \!L\\\iet\.o>Q^«vi  \\i^  ^t^^sL^\^^«;^!;hia 
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his  own  breast ;  but  now  it  was  changed.  Had  he  not  greatlj 
injured  her?  Had  she  not  herself  told  him  that  his  want  of 
mercy  had  caused  all  her  misery  p  Ought  he  not,  at  any  rate,  to 
spare  her  now  ?  But  yet  he  remained.  He  must  ask  her  pardon 
before  he  went ;  he  would  do  that,  and  then  he  would  go. 

His  object  was  to  see  her  without  going  to  Eaton  Square.  His 
instinct  told  him  that  Sir  Henry  no  longer  wished  to  see  him 
there,  and  he  was  unwilling  to  enter  the  house  of  any  one  who 
did  not  wish  his  presence.  For  two  weeks  he  failed  in  his  object. 
He  certainly  did  see  Lady  Harcourt,  but  not  in  such  a  way  as  to 
allow  of  conversation  :  but  at  last  fortune  was  propitious, — or  tho 
reverse,  and  he  found  himself  alone  with  her. 

She  was  seated  quite  alone,  turning  over  the  engravings  which 
lay  in  a  portfolio  before  her,  when  he  came  up  to  her. 

'  Do  not  be  angry,'  he  said, '  if  I  ask  you  to  listen  to  me  for  a 
few  moments.' 

She  still  continued  to  move  the  engravings  before  her,  but  with 
a  slower  motion  than  before  ;  and  though  her  eye  -still  rested  on 
the  plates,  he  might  have  seen,  had  he  dared  to  look  at  her,  that 
her  mind  was  far  away  from  them.  He  might  have  seen  also  that 
there  was  no  flash  of  anger  now  in  her  countenance :  her  spirit 
was  softer  than  on  that  evening- wben  she  had  reproached  him ; 
for  she  had  remembered  that  he  also  had  been  deeply  injured. 
But  she  answered  nothing  to  the  request  which  he  thus  made. 

*  Tou  told  me  that  I  was  unforgiving,'  he  continued, '  I  now 
come  to  beg  that  you  will  not  be  unforgiving  also ;  that  is,  if  I 
have  done  anything  that  has  caused  you — caused  you  to  be  less 
happy  than  you  might  have  been.' 

'  JJess  happy !'  she  said ;  but  not  with  that  scorn  with  which 
she  had  before  repeated  his  words. 

*  You  believe,  I  hope,  that  I  would  wish  you  to  be  happy ;  that 
I  would  do  anything  in  my  power  to  make  you  so  ?' 

*  There  can  be  nothing  now  in  your  power,  Mr.  Bertram.'  And 
as  she  spoke  she  involuntarily  put  an  emphasis  on  the  now,  which 
made  her  words  convey  much  more  than  she  had  intended. 

*  No,'  he  said.  *  No.  What  can  such  a  one  as  I  do  P  What 
could  I  ever  have  done?  But  say  that  you  forgive  me,  Lady 
Harcourt.' 

'  Let  us  both  forgive,'  she  whispered,  and  as  she  did  so,  she  put 
out  her  hand  to  him.  '  Let  us  both  forgive.  It  is  all  that  we 
can  do  for  each  other.' 

'Oh,  Caroline,  Caroline!'  he  said,  speaking  hardly  above  his 
breath,  and  with  his  eyes  averted,  but  still  holding  hei^  b»x^^\  ^^ 
attempting  to  hold  it,  for  as  he  spoke  a\ve  ^\^\idi£^'«  *\\i. 
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*  I  was  unjust  to  you  the  other  night.  It  is  so  hard  to  be  just 
when  one  is  so  wretched.  We  have  been  like  two  children  who 
have  quarrelled  over  their  plaything,  and  broken  it  in  pieces  while 
it  was  yet  new.  "We  cannot  put  the  wheels  again  together,  or 
make  the  broken  reed  produce  sweet  sounds.' 

*  No,'  he  said.  *  No,  no,  no.  No  sounds  are  any  longer  sweet. 
There  is  no  music  now.' 

*  But  as  we  have  both  sinned,  Mr.  Bertram,  so  should  we  both 
forgive.' 

*  But  I — I  have  nothing  to  forgive.' 

*  Alas,  yes !  and  mine  was  the  first  fault.  I  knew  that  you 
really  loved  me,  and — ' 

*  Loved  you !     Oh,  Caroline !' 

*  Hush,  Mr.  Bertram  ;  not  so  ;  do  not  speak  so.  I  know  that 
you  would  not  wrong  me ;  I  know  you  would  not  lead  me  into 
trouble — not  into  further  trouble ;  into  worse  misery.' 

'  And  I,  that  might  have  led  you — no ;  that  might  have  been 
led  to  such  happiness !  Lady  Harcourt,  when  I  thmk  of  what  I 
have  thrown  away — ' 

*  Think  of  it  not  at  all,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  And  you ;  can  you  command  your  thoughts  ?' 

'  Sometimes ;  and  by  practice  I  hope  always ;  at  any  rate,  I 
make  an  effort.  And  now,  good  bye.  It  will  be  sweet  to  me  to 
hear  that  you  have  forgiven  me.  Tou  were  very  angry,  you  know, 
when  you  parted  from  me  last  at  Littlebath.' 

*  K  there  be  anvthing  for  me  to  forgive,  I  do  forgive  it  with  all 
my  heart ;  with  all  my  heart.' 

*  And  now,  God  bless  you,  Mr.  Bertram.  The  thing  that  would 
most  tend  to  make  me  contented  would  be  to  see  you  married  to 
some  one  you  could  love ;  a  weight  would  then  be  off  my  soul 
which  now  weighs  on  it  very  heavily.'  And  so  saying,  she  rose 
from  her  seat,  and  left  him  standing  over  the  engravings.  He  had 
thrown  his  pearl  away ;  a  pearl  richer  than  all  his  tribe.  There 
was  nothing  for  him  now  but  to  bear  the  loss. 

There  were  other  sources  of  unpleasantness  between  Sir  Henry 
and  his  wife  besides  her  inclination  for  dancing.  Sir  Henry  had 
now  paid  one  half-year's  interest  on  the  sum  of  money  which  had 
been  lent  to  him  by  the  old  gentleman  at  Hadley,  and  had  been 
rather  disgusted  at  finding  that  it  was  taken  as  a  matter  of  course. 
He  was  not  at  the  present  moment  by  any  means  overburdened 
with  money.  His  constant  devotion  to  politics  interfered  consi- 
derably with  his  practice.  He  was  also  perhaps  better  known 
as  a  party  lawyer  than  as  a  prtbctical  or  practising  one ;  and  thus, 
though  his  present  career  vf aa  ^et^  \>r^\axL\.,S5j.  ^^&  \v^^  ^ite  so 
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profitable  as  lie  had  hoped.  Most  lawyers  when  they  begin  to 
devote  themselves  to  politics  have  secured,  if  not  fortune,  at  least 
the  means  of  making  it.  And,  even  at  his  age,  Sir  Henry  might 
have  been  said  to  have  done  this  had  his  aspirations  been  in  any 
way  moderate.  But  they  were  not'  moderate.  He  wished  to 
shine  with  extreme  brilliancy ;  to  live  up  to  the  character  for 
w^ealth  which  the  world  gave  him  ;  and  to  give  it  out  as  a  fact  to 
be  imderstood  by  all  men  that  he  was  to  be  the  heir  of  the  Hadley 
GrcBsus. 

There  was,  perhaps,  a  certain  wisdom  in  this,  a  wisdom  of  a 
dashing  chancy  nature.  Portune  favours  the  brave ;  and  the  world 
certainly  gives  the  most  credit  to  those  who  are  able  to  give  an 
unlimited  credit  to  themselves.  But  there  was  certainly  risk  in 
the  life  he  led.  The  giving  of  elegant  little  dinners  two  or  three 
times  a  week  in  London  is  an  expensive  amusement — and  so  he 
began  to  be  very  anxious  about  the  old  gentleman. 

But  what  was  he  to  do  that  he  might  get  near  those  monev- 
bags  P  There  was  the  game.  What  best  sportsman's  dodge  might 
he  use  so  as  to  get  it  into  his  bag,?  Perhaps  to  do  nothing,  to  use 
no  sportsman's  dodge  would  have  been  the  best.  But  then  it  is 
so  hard  to  do  nothing  when  so  much  might  be  gained  by  doing 
something  very  well. 

Sir  Henry,  duly  instructed  as  to  the  weaknesses  customary  to 
old  men,  thought  his  wife  would  be  his  best  weapon — his  surest 
dodge.  If  she  could  be  got  to  be  attentive  and  affectionate  to  her 
grandfather,  to  visit  him,  and  flatter  him,  and  hover  about  him, 
much  might  be  done.  So  thought  Sir  Henry.  But  do  what  he 
might,  Lady  Harcourt  would  not  assist  him.  It  was  not  part  of 
her  bargain  that  she  should  toady  an  old  man  who  had  never 
shown  any  special  regard  for  her. 

*  I  think  you  ought  to  go  down  to  Hadley,'  Sir  Henry  said  to 
her  one  morning. 

*  "What,  to  stay  there  ? '  said  Caroline. 

*Tes ;  for  a  fortnight  or  so.  Parliament  will  be  up  now  in  three 
weeks,  and  I  shall  go  to  Scotland  for  a  few  days.  Could  not  you 
make  it  out  with  the  old  gentleman  till  you  go  to  the  Grimsdales?'^ 

*  I  would  much  rather  remain  at  home,  Sir  Henry.' 

'  Ah,  yes ;  that  is  just  like  you.  And  I  would  much  rather  that 
you  went.' 

'  If  you  wish  to  shut  the  house  up,  I  shall  not  object  to  go  to 
Littlebath.' 

*  Very  probably  not.    But  I  should  object  to  you  going  there — 
exceedingly  object  to  it.     Of  all  places,  it  is  tVi'a  x£iO%\»  ^^^ja^*^^ 
moat — ' 
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*  You  forget  that  I  have  dear  friends  living  there.' 

*  Dear  friends !  Yes ;  Misa  Todd,  I  suppose.  I  think  we  may 
as  well  leave  Miss  Todd  alone.  At  the  present  moment,  I  am 
particularly  anxious  that  you  should  be  attentive  to  your  grand- 
lather.' 

*  But  I  have  never  been  in  the  habit  of  staying  at  Hadley.' 

*  Then  the  sooner  you  get  into  the  habit  the  better.' 

'  I  cannot  think  why  you  should  wish  me  to  trouble  an  old  man 
'  who  would  not  have  the  slightest  pleasure  in  seeing  me.' 

*  That  is  all  nonsense.  If  you  behave  well  to  him,  he  would 
have  pleasure.  .  Do  you  ever  write  to  him  ? ' 

*  Never.' 

'  Write  to  him  todav  then,  and  ask  whether  he  would  be  glad  to 
have  you.' 

Caroline  did  not  answer  her  hu6band  immediately,  but  went  on 
buttering  her  toast,  and  sipping  her  tea.  She  had  never  yet  dis- 
obeyed any  positive  order  that  he  had  given,  and  she  was  now  think- 
ing whether  she  could  obey  this  order;  or,  if  not,  how  she  would 
explain  to  him  that  she  could  not  do  so. 

*  Well ! '  said  he ;  '  why  do  you  not  answer  me  ?  Will  you  write 
to  him  today  ? ' 

*  I  had  much  rather  not.' 

*  Does  that  mean  that  you  won't  ? ' 

'  I  fear,  Sir  Henry,  that  it  must  mean  it.  I  have  not  been  on 
terms  with  my  grandfather  which  would  admit  of  my  doing  so.' 

*  Nonsense ! '  said  her  lord  and  master. 

*  You  are  not  very  civil  to  me  this  morning.' 

^  How  can  a  man  be  civil  when  he  hears  such  trash  as  that  P  You 
know  how  I  am  situated — how  great  the  stake  is ;  and  you  will  do 
nothing  to  help  me  win  it.*  To  this  she  made  no  answer.  Of 
what  use  would  it  be  for  her  to  answer  ?  She  also  had  thrown 
away  her  pearl,  and  taken  in  exchange  this  piece  of  brass.  There 
was  nothing  for  her,  too,  but  to  bear  her  misery. 

*  Upon  my  word,  you  take  it  all  very  coolly,'  he  continued ;  *you 
seem  to  think  that  nouses,  and  furniture,  and  carriages,  and  horses 
are  to  grow  up  all  round  you  without  any  effort  on  your  own  part. 
Does  it  ever  strike  you  that  these  things  cost  money  ?  ' 

*  I  will  give  them  all  up  tomorrow  if  you  wish  it.' 

*  That  you  know  is  nonsense.' 

'  It  was  your  doing  to  surround  me  with  these  things,  and  your 
reproach  is  not  just.     Nay,  it  is  not  manly.' 

*  A  woman's  idea  of  manliness  is  very  extended.    You  expect  to 
get  everything,  and  to  do  iio\i\im^.    "You  talk  of  justice !    Vo  you 

not  know  that  when  1  maxned.  -jovx,  Woo\a^  \iO  ^ova  xxsi^^^Ils^i^. 
tunep' 
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*  Certainly  not :  had  I  known  it,  T  should  have  told  you  how 
vain  I  believed  any  such  hope  to  be.*  . 

*  Then,  why  on  earth — ? '  But  he  refrained  from  finishing  his 
question.  Even  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  tell  her  that  he  had 
married  her  with  no  other  view.  He  merely  slammed  the  door  be- 
hind him  as  he  left  the  room. 

Yes ;  she  had  certainly  thrown  her  pearl  away.  What  a  life  was 
this  to  which  she  had  (loomed  herself!  what  treatment  was  this 
for  that  Caroline  "Waddington,  who  had  determined  to  win  the 
world  and  wear  it !  She  had  given  herself  to  a  brute,  who  had 
taken  her  only  because  she  might  perhaps  be  the  heiress  of  a  rich 
old  man. 

And  then  she  thought  of  that  lost  pearl.  How  could  she  do 
other  than  think  of  it  ?  She  thought  of  what  her  life  would  have 
been  had  she  bravely  committed  herself  to  his  hands,  fearing  no- 
thing, trusting  everything.  She  remembered  his  energy  during 
those  happy  days  in  which  he  had  looked  forward  to  an  early  mar- 
riage. She  remembered  his  tenderness  of  manner,  the  natural 
gallantry  of  his  heart,  the  loving  look  of  his  bold  eye ;  and  then 
she  thought  of  her  husband. 

Yes,  she  thought  of  him  long  and  wildly.  And  as  she  did  so, 
the  indifference  with  which  she  had  regarded  him  grew  into  hatred. 
She  shuddered  as  her  imagination  made  that  frightful  contrast  be- 
tween the  picture  which  her  eyes  would  have  so  loved  to  look  on 
if  it  were  only  lanrful,  and  that  other  picture  to  look  on  which  was 
her  legal  doom.  Her  brow  grew  wildly  black  as  she  thought  of 
his  caresses,  his  love,  which  were  more  hateful  to  her  even  than  his 
coarse  ill-humour.  She  thought  of  all  this ;  and,  as  she  did  so, 
she  asked  herself  that  question  which  comes  first  to  the  mind  of  all 
creatures  when  in  misery :  Is  there  no  means  of  release ;  no  way 
of  escape  ?  was  her  bark  utterly  ruined,  and  for  ever  ? 

That  marriage  without  love  is  a  perilous  step  for  any  woman  who 
has  a  heart  within  her  bosom.  For  those  who  have  none — or  only 
so  much  as  may  be  necessary  for  the  ordinary  blood-circulating  de- 
partment— such  an  arrangement  may  be  convenient  enough.  Ca- 
roline Waddington  had  once  flattered  herself  that  that  •  heart  of 
hers  was  merely  a  blood-circulating  instrument.  But  she  had  dis- 
covered her  mistake,  and  learned  the  truth  before  it  was  too  late. 
She  had  known  what  it  was  to  love — and  yet  she  had  married 
Henry  Harcourt !  Seldom,  indeed,  will  punishment  be  so  lame  of 
foot  as  to  fail  in  catching  such  a  criminal  as  she  had  been. 

Punishment — bitter,  cruel,  remorseless  punishment — had  caught 
her  now,  and  held  her  tight  within  its  grasp.  He,  too,  Kad  «^\4. 
that  he  was  wretched.     But  what  co\]la  \i\a  ^wc^\.Ow^^c%r^'^^«^  '^^ 
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hers  ?  He  was  not  married  to  a  creature  tliat  he  hated :  he  was 
not  bound  in  a^foul  Mezentian  embrace  to  a  being  against  whom 
all  his  human  gorge  rose  in  violent  disgust.  Oh !  S  she  could  only 
be  alone,  as  he  was  alone !  If  it  could  be  granted  to  her  to  think 
of  her  love,  to  think  of  him  in  solitude  and  silen<!(B — ^in  a  solitude 
which  no  beast  with  a  front;  of  brass  and  feet  of  clay  had  a  right 
to  break,  both  by  ni^ht  and  day  !  Ah !  if  her  wretchedness  mip;ht 
only  be  as  his  wretchedness !  How  blessed  would  she  not  think 
herself! 

And  then  she  again  asked  herself  whether  there  might  not  be 
some  escape.  That  women  had  separated  themselves  from  their 
husbands  she  well  knew.  That  pleas  of  ill-usage,  of  neglect,  of 
harshness  of  temper,  had  been  put  forward  and  accepted  by  the 
world,  to  the  partial  enfranchisement  of  the  unhappy  wife,  she  had 
often  heard.  But  she  had  also  heard  that  in  such  cases  cruelty  must 
be  proved.  A  hasty  word,  a  cross  look,  a  black  brow  would  not  suf- 
fice. Nor  could  she  plead  that  she  hated  the  man,  that  she  had 
never  loved  him,  that  she  had  married  him  in  wounded  pique, 
•because  her  lover — he  whom  she  did  love — ^had  thrown  her  off. 
There  was  no  ground,  none  as  yet,  on  which  she  could  claim  her 
freedom.  She  had  sold  herself  as  a  slave,  and  she  must  abide  her 
slaveiT.  She  had  given  herself  to  this  beast  with  the  face  of  brass 
and  the  feet  of  clay,  and  she  must  endure  the  cold  misery  of  his 
den.  Separation — solitude — silence!  He — that  he  whom  her 
heart  worshiped — he  might  enjoy  such  things ;  but  for  her  there 
was  no  such  relief  within  her  reach. 

She  had  gone  up  into  her  room  when  Sir  Henry  left  her,  m 
order  that  no  one  might  see  her  wretchedness,  and  there  she  re- 
mained for  hours.  '  Ko ! '  at  last  she  said  aloud,  lifting  her  head 
from  the  pillow  on  which  her  face  had  been  all  but  hid,  and  stand- 
ing erect  in  the  room ;  *  no !  I  will  not  bear  it.  I  will  not  endure 
it.  He  cannot  make  me.'  And  with  quick  steps  she  walked  across 
and  along  the  room,  stretching  forth  her  arms  as  though  seeking 
aid  from  some  one  ;  ay,  and  as  though  she  were  prepared  to  fight 
the  battle  herself  if  no  one  would  come  to  aid  her. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  knock  at  her  chamber-door,  and 
her  maid  came  in. 

*  Mr,  Bertram  is  in  the  drawing-room,  my  lady.' 

*  Mr.  Bertram  !  Which  Mr.  Bertram  ?  ' 

'  Mr.  Bertram,  my  lady ;  the  gentleman  that  comes  here.  Sir 
Henry's  friend.' 

*  Oh,  very  well.  Why  did  John  say  that  I  was  at  home.' 

'  Ob,  my  Jady,  I  can't  aay  that.    Only  he  told  me  to  tell  your 
ladjrabip  that  Mr.  Bertram  ^vaa  m  \Ja»  ^TWviL^-xwsaii 
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Lady  Harcourt  paused  for  a  moment.  Then  slie  said, '  I  will  be 
down  directly ; '  and  the  Abigail  retired.  During  that  moment 
she  had  decided  that,  as  be  was  there,  she  would  meet  him  yet 
once  again. 

It  has  been  said  that  Bertram  was  unwilling  to  go  to  Sir  Henry's 
bouse.  As  long  as  he  had  thought  of  remaining  in  town  he  was  so. 
But  now  he  had  resolved  to  fly,  and  had  resolved  also  that  before 
be  did  so  he  would  call  in  the  ordinary  way  and  say  one  last  fare- 
well. John,  the  servant,  admitted  him  at  once ;  though  he  had 
on  that  same  morning  sent  bootless  away  a  score  of  other  suppli- 
ants for  the  honour  of  being  admitted  to  Lady  Harcourt' s  pre- 
sence.' 

Bertram  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  door,  looking  into  a 
small  conservatory  that  opened  from  the  drawing-room,  when  the 
mistress  of  the  house  entered.  She  walked  straight  up  to  him, 
afber  having  carefully  closed  the  door,  and  just  touching  his  hand, 
she  said,  *  Mr.  Bertram,  why  are  you  here  ?  You  should  b^  thou- 
sands and  thousands  of  miles  away  if  that  were  possible.  Why 
are  you  here  ?' 

'  Lady  Harcourt,  I  will  divide  myself  from  you  by  any  distance 
you  may  demand.  But  may  I  not  come  to  you  to  tell  you  that  I 
am  going  P* 

*  To  tell  me  that  you  are  going!' 

*  Tes.  I  shall  not  trouble  you  much  longer.  I  have  become 
sure  of  this :  that  to  remain  near  you  and  not  to  love  you,  to  re- 
main near  you  and  not  to  say  that  I  love  you  is  impossible.  And 
therefore  I  am  going.*  And  he  held  out  his  hand,  which  she  had 
as  yet  hardly  taken — had  barely  touched. 

He  was  going ;  but  she  was  to  remain.  He  would  escape  ;  but 
her  prison  bars  could  not  be  broken.  Ah,  that  she  could  have 
gone  with  him !  How  little  now  would  wealth  have  weighed  with 
her ;  or  high  worldly  hopes,  or  dreams  of  ambition !  To  have  gone 
with  him  anywhere — honestly  to  have  gone  with  him — trusting  to 
honest  love  and  a  true  heart.  Ah !  how  much  joy  is  there  in  this 
mortal,  moribund  world  if  one  will  but  open  one's  arms  to  take  it ! 

Ah  !  young  ladies,  sweet  young  ladies,  dear  embryo  mothers  of 
our  England  as  it  will  be,  think  not  overmuch  of  your  lovers'  in- 
comes. He  that  is  true  and  honest  will  not  have  to  oeg  his  bread — 
neither  his  nor  yours.  The  true  and  honest  do  not  beg  their  bread, 
though  it  may  oe  that  for  awhile  they  eat  it  without  much  butter. 
But  what  then  ?  If  a  wholesome  loaf  on  your  tables,  and  a  strong 
arm  round  your  waists,  and  a  warm  heart  to  lean  on  cannot  make 
you  happy,  you  are  not  the  girls  for  whom  I  take  you. 

Caroline's  bread  was  buttered,  cert^iElj  \  \i\i\i  >2ci^'W^XKt\ia^ 
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been  mixed  with  gall,  and  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  swallow 
it.  And  now  he  had  come  to  tell  her  that  he  was  going ;  he  whose 
loaf,  and  arm,  and  heart  she  might  have  shared.  What  would  the 
world  say  of  her  if  she  were  to  share  his  flight  ? 

'  Good-bye,'  she  said,  as  she  took  his  proffered  hand. 

*  And  is  that  all  f ' 

*  What  would  vou  have,  Mr.  Bertram  ?* 

'  What  would  1  have  ?  Ah,  me !  I  would  have  that  which  is 
utterly — utterly — utterly  beyond  my  reach.' 

*  Yes,  utterly — utterly,'  she  repeated.  And  as  she  said  so,  she 
thought  again,  what  would  the  world  say  of  her  if  she  were  to  share 
his  flight  ? 

*  I  suppose  that  now,  for  the  last  time,  I  may  speak  truly — as  a 
man  should  speak.  Lady  Harcourt,  I  have  never  ceased  to  love 
you,  never  for  one  moment ;  never  since  that  day  when  we  walked 
together  among  those  strange  tombs.  My  love  for  you  has  been 
the  dr^am  of  my  life.' 

*  But,  why — why — why  ? — '  She  could  not  speak  further,  for 
her  voice  was  choked  with  tears. 

*  I  know  what  you  would  say.     Why  was  I  so  stem  to  you !' 

*  Why  did  you  go  away  ?     Why  did  you  not  come  to  us  ?' 

'  Because  you  distrusted  me  ;  not  as  your  lover,  but  as  a  man. 
But  I  did  not  come  here  to  blame  you,  Caroline.' 

*  Nor  to  be  blamed.' 

*  No,  nor  to  be  blamed.  What  good  can  come  of  reproaches  ? 
We  now  know  each  other's  faults,  if  we  never  did  before.  And 
we  know  also  each  other's  truth — '  He  paused  a  moment,  and 
then  added,  '  For,  Caroline,  your  heart  has  been  true.' 

She  sat  herself  down  upon  a  chair,  and  wept,  with  her  face  hid- 
den within  her  hands.  Tes,  her  heart  had  Deen  true  enough ;  if 
only  her  words,  her  deeds,  her  mind  could  have  been  true  also. 

He  came  up  to  her,  and  lightly  put  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder. 
His  touch  was  very  light,  but  yet  she  felt  that  there  was  love  in  it 
— ^illicit,  dishonest- love.  There  was  treason  in  it  to  her  lord's 
rights.  Her  lord!  Tes,  he  was  her  lord,  and  it  was  treason.  But 
it  was  very  sweet  that  touch ;  it  was  as  though  a  thrill  of  love 
passed  across  her  and  embraced  her  whole  body.  Treason  to  such 
a  creature  as  that !  a  brute  with  a  f&ee  of  brass  and  feet  of  clay, 
who  had  got  hold  of  her  with  a  false  idea  that  by  her  aid  he  could 
turn  his  base  brass  into  gold  as  base !  Could  there  be  treason  to 
such  a  one  as  he  ?  Ah !  what  would  the  world  say  of  her  were  she 
to  share  that  flight  ? 

'  Caroline,*  he  murmured  in  her  ear.  *  Caroline ;  dearest  Care* 
L'ne  r    Thus  he  murmurei  aoiVi  ^otda  m>«>\i«t  ^«^^\S^'8i\iM^VasLd 
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still  rested  gently  on  ber  shoulder — ob,  so  gently  !  And  still  sbe 
answered  notbing,  but  the  gurgling  of  ber  sobs  was  audible  to  bim 
enougb.  *  Caroline,'  be  repeated ; '  dearest,  dearest  Caroline.'  And 
tben  be  was  on  bis  knees  beside  ber ;  and  tbe  band  wbicb  bad 
toucbed  ber  sboulder  was  now  pressed  upon  ber  arm. 

*  Caroline,  speak  to  me — say  one  word.  I  will  go  if  you  bid  me. 
Tes,  even  alone.  I  will  go  alone  if  you  bave  tbe  beart  to  say  so. 
Speak,  Caroline.' 

*  Wbat  would  you  bave  me  say  ?*  and  sbe  looked  at  bim  tbrougb 
ber  tears,  so  baggard,  so  wild,  so  cbanged,  tbat  be  was  almost 
frigbtened  at  ber  countenance.  '  Wbat  would  you  bave  me  say  ? 
wbat  would  you  bave  me  do  ?' 

*  I  will  be  your  slave  if  you  will  let  me,'  said  be. 

'  No,  George — you  mean  tbat  I  migbt  be  your  slave — for  awbile, 
till  you  tbougbt  me  too  base  even  for  tbat.' 

*  Ab !  you  little  know  me.' 

*  I  sbould  but  little  know  you  if  I  tbougbt  you  could  esteem  me 
in  tbat  guise.  Tbere  ;  God's  mercy  bas  not  deserted  me.  It  is 
over  now.  Go,  George — go — go  ;  tbou,  only  love  of  my  beart ; 
my  darling ;  mine  tbat  might  bave  been ;  mine  tbat  never  can  be 
now — never — never — ^never.  Go,  George.  It  is  over  now.  I  bave 
been  base,  and  vile,  and  cowardly — unworthy  of  your  dear  me- 
mory. But  it  shall  not  be  so  again.  You  shall  not  blush  that 
you  bave  loved  me.' 

*  But,  ah !  tbat  I  bave  lost  your  love.' 

'  You  shall  not  blush  that  you  bave  loved  me,  nor  will  I  blush 
that  I,  too,  have  loved  you.  Go,  George ;  and  remember  this,  tbe 
farther,  the  longer,  tbe  more  entirely  we  are  apart,^  tbe  better,  tbe 
safer  it  will  be.  Tbere;  there.  Go  now.  I  can  bear  it  now; 
dearest,  dearest  George.' 

He  took  her  outstretched  hands  in  bis,  and  stood  for  awhile 
gazing  into  her  face.  Then,  with  the  strong  motion  of  his  arms, 
he  drew  ber  close  to  his  breast,  pressed  her  to  his  heart,  and  im- 
printed one  warm  kiss  upon  ber  brow.  Tben  he  left  ber,  and  got 
to  tbe  drawing-room  door  with  his  fleetest  step. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  said  John,  who  met  him  exactly  on  tbe 
landing ;  *  but  I  think  my  lady  rang.' 

'  Lady  B^fliifflDn  did  not  ring.     She  is  not  well,  and  you  bad  / 
better  not  disturb  her,'  said  Bertram,  trying  to  look  as  though  he 
were  no  whit  disconcerted. 

*  Ob,  very  well,  sir ;  tben  I'll  go  down  again ;'  and  so  saying 
John  followed  George  Bertram  into  the  hall,  and  opened  the  door 
for  him  very  politely. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVL 

A  ICATBIMOKIAL  DIALOGUE. 

Sib  HsiimT  bad  said  also  on  this  day  that  he  would  not  dine  at 
home  ;  but  be  came  home  before  dinner ;  and  after  being  for  a  few 
minutes  in  his  own  study,  he  sent  for  his  wife.  Abigail,  coming 
up  to  her,  brought  her  Sir  Henry's  love,  and  would  she  be  good 
enough  to  step  downstairs  for  five  minutes  ?  This  was  very  civil ; 
so  she  did  step  down,  and  found  Sir  Henry  alone  in  his  study. 

*  George  Bertram  has  been  here  today  ?'  were  the  first  words 
which  the  husband  spoke  when  he  saw  that  the  door  had  been 
fairly  closed  behind  his  wife. 

What  communication  there  may  have  been  between  Sir  Henry 
and  his  servant  John  is,  O  my  reader,  a  matter  too  low  for  you 
and  me.  That  there  had  been  some  communication  we  must  both 
fear.  Not  that  Sir  Henry  wished  to  find  his  wife  guilty  ;  not  that 
he  had  at  all  suspected  that  he  should  find  her  guilty.  But  he  did 
wish  to  have  her  entirely  in  his  power ;  and  he  wished  also  that 
Bertram  should  be  altogether  banished  from  his  house. 

*  George  Bertram  has  been  here  today  ?*  He  did  not  look  cruel, 
or  violent,  or  threatening  as  he  spoke ;  but  yet  there  was  that  in 
his  eye  which  was  intended  to  make  Caroline  tremble.  Caroline, 
however,  did  not  tremble ;  but  looking  up  into  his  face  with  calm 
dignity  replied,  that  Mr.  Bertram  had  caUed  that  morning. 

*  And  i^ould  you  object  to  telling  me  what  passed  between  you  ?' 
Caroline  still  looked  him  full  in  the  face.     He  was  sitting,  but 

she  had  not  sat  down.  She  was  standing  before  him,  faultless  in 
demeanour,  in  posture,  and  in  dress.  If  it  had  been  his  aim  to 
confound  her,  he  certainly  had  so  far  missed  his  object. 

*  "Would  I  object  to  telling  you  what  passed  between  us  ?  The 
question  is  a  very  singular  one ;'  and  then  she  paused  a  moment. 
*  Yes,  Sir  Henry,  I  should  object.' 

*  I  thought  as  much,'  said  he. 

She  still  stood  before  him,  perfectly  silent ;  and  he  sat  there, 
silent  also.  He  hardly  knew  now  to  go  on  with  the  interview. 
He  wanted  her  to  defend  herself,  but  this  was  the  very  thing 
which  she  did  not  intend  to  do.  '  May  I  go  now  P'  she  asked,  after 
awhile. 

*  No ;  not  quite  yet.     Sit  down,  Caroline ;  sit  down.     I  wish  to 
speak  to  yon,    George  TSeittam  \iaa  \ifeevs^\\eT«,  and  there  has  been 

that  between  you  of  wbicli  youai^  ^j^-KOi^^^o  ^^eais.^ 
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*  I  never  said  so,  Sir  Heniy — nor  will  I  allow  you  to  say  so 
There  has  been  that  between  us  today  which  I  would  rather  bury 
in  silence.     But  if  you  command  me,  I  will  tell  you  all.' 

'  Command  !  you  are  always  talking  of  commands.' 

*  I  have  to  do  so  very  often.  In  such  marriages  as  ours  they 
must  be  spoken  of — must  be  thought  of.  If  you  command  me,  I 
will  tell  you.     If  you  do  not,  I  will  be  silent.' 

Sir  Henry  harmy  knew  what  answer  to  make  to  this.  His  ob- 
ject was  to  frighten  his  wife.  That  there  had  been  words  between 
her  and  George  Bertram  of  which  she,  as  his  wife,  would  be  afraid 
to  tell,  he  had  been  thoroughly  convinced.  Yet  she  now  offered 
to  repeat  to  him  everything  if  he  would  only  desire  her  to  do  so ; 
and  in  making  this  offer,  she  seemed  to  be  anything  but  afraid. 

'  Sit  down,  Caroline.'  She  then  sat  down  just  opposite  to  him. 
'  I  should  have  thought  that  you  would  have  felt  that,  circum- 
stanced as  he,  and  you,  and  I  are,  the  intercourse  between  you 
and  him  should  have  been  of  the  most  restrained  kind — should 
have  had  in  it  nothing  of  the  old  familiarity.' 

*  Who  brought  us  again  together  ?' 

'  I  did  so  ;  trusting  to  your  judgment  and  good  taste.' 

'  I  did  not  wish  to  see  him.     I  did  not  ask  him  here.     I  would 

have  remained  at  home  month  after  month  rather  than  have  met 

him,  had  I  been  allowed  my  own  way.' 

*  Nonsense !  Why  should  you  have  been  so  a&aid  to  meet  him  ?' 

*  Because  I  love  him.' 

As  she  said  this  she  still  looked  into  his  face  fearlessly — we 
may  almost  say  boldly  ;  so  much  so  that  Sir  Henry's  eyes  almost 
quailed  before  hers.  On  this  she  had  at  any  rate  resolved,  that  she 
would  never  quail  before  him. 

But  by  degrees  there  came  across  his  brow  a  cloud  that  might 
have  made  her  quail  had  she  not  been  bold.  He  had  come  there 
determined  not  to  quarrel  with  her.  An  absolute  quarrel  with  her 
would  not  suit  him — would  not  further  his  plans,  as  they  were 
connected  with  Mr.  Bertram  at  Hadley.  But  it  might  be  that  he 
could  not  fail  to  quarrel  with  her.  He  was  not  a  man  without 
blood  in  his  veins — without  feelings  at  his  heart.  He  could  have 
loved  her  in  his  way,  could  she  have  been  content  to  love  him. 
Nay,  he  had  loved  her ;  and  while  she  was  the  acknowledged  pos- 
session of  another,  he  had  thought  that  to  obtain  her  he  would 
have  been  willing  to  give  up  many  worldly  goods.  Now  he  had 
obtained  her ;  and  there  she  sat,  avowing  to  him  that  she  still 
loved  his  unsuccessful  rival.  It  was  no  wonder  that  his  brow 
grew  black,  despite  his  own  policy. 

*  And  he  has  been  here  today  in  order  ttiat  ^ouTD^^\.\»^^2^'0CL'?^<2k^ 
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'  He  Las  been  here  today,  and  I  did  tell  him  bo,'  said  Caroline, 
looking  still  full  up  into  her  husband's  eyes.  '  What  brought  him 
here  I  cannot  say.* 

*  And  you  tell  me  this  to  my  face  ?' 

*  Well ;  would  you  have  me  tell  you  a  lie  ?  Did  I  not  tell  you 
the  same  when  you  first  asked  me  to  marry  you  ?  Did  I  not  re- 
peat it  to  you  again  but  a  week  before  we  were  married  ?  Do  you 
think  that  a  few  months  could  make  the  difference  ?  Do  you  tlunk 
that  such  months  as  these  have  been  could  have  effaced  his  me- 
mory ?' 

*  And  you  mean,  then,  to  entertain  him  as  your  lover  ?' 

'  I  mean  to  entertain  him  not  at  all.  I  mean  that  he  shall  never 
again  enter  any  house  in  which  I  may  be  doomed  to  live.  You 
brought  him  here ;  and  I — though  I  knew  that  the  trial  would  be 
hard- -I  thought  that  I  could  bear  it.  I  find  that  I  cannot.  My 
memory  is  too  clear ;  my  thoughts  of  other  days  too  vivid  ;  my  re- 
morse— ' 

*  Go  on,  madam ;  pray  go  on.' 

'  No,  I  shall  not  go  on.     I  have  said  enough.' 

'  Ah !  you  said  more  than  that  to  him  when  he  was  here.' 

*  Not  half  so  much.' 

*  Was  he  not  kneeling  at  your  feet  ?' 

*  Yes,  sir,  he  did  kneel  at  my  feet ;'  and  as  she  answered  the 
question  she  rose  up,  as  though  it  were  impossible  for  her  any 
longer  to  sit  in  the  presence  of  a  man  who  so  evidently  had  set  a 
spy  upon  her  actions. 

'  Well,  and  what  then  P  Since  you  are  so  little  ashamed  of  the 
truth,  tell  it  all.' 

'  I  am  not  at  all  ashamed  of  the  truth.  He  came  to  tell  me  that 
he  was  going — and  I  bade  him  go.' 

*  And  you  allowed  him  to  embrace  you — ^to  hold  you  in  his  arms 
— ^to  kiss  you  ?' 

*  Ah  me ;  yes — for  the  last  time.  He  did  kiss  me.  I  feel  his 
lips  now  upon  my  brow.  And  then  I  told  him  that  I  loved  him ; 
loved  none  but  him ;  could  love  none  other.  Then  I  bade  him 
begone ;  and  he  went.  Now,  sir,  I  think  you  know  it  all.  You 
seem  to  have  had  two  accounts  of  the  interview ;  I  hope  they  do 
not  disagree  ?' 

*  Such  audacious  effrontery  I  never  witnessed  in  my  life — never 
heard  of  before !' 

*  What,  sir,  did  you  think  that  I  should  lie  to  you  ?' 

'  I  thought  there  was  some  sense  of  shame  left  in  you.' 
'  Too  high  a  sense  of  sViame  ioT  t\i«fc.    I  wish  you  could  know  it 
all.     I  wish  I  could  tell  you  t\ie  tcma  oi  Vva  nq\^^  «sA  \5ii&  W^k  of 
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his  eye.  I  wish  I  could  tell  you  how  my  heart  drooped,  and  all 
but  fainted,  as  I  felt  that  he  must  leave  me  for  ever.  I  am  a  mar- 
ried woman,  and  it  was  needful  that  he  should  go.' 

After  this  there  was  a  slight  pause,  and  then  she  added :  *  Now, 
Sir  Henry,  I  think  you  know  it  all.     Now  may  I  go  ?' 

He  rose  from  his  chair  and  began  walking  the  length  of  the 
room,  backwards  and  forwards,  with  quick  step.  As  we  have  be- 
fore said,  he  had  a  heart  in  his  bosom  ;  he  had  blood  in  his  veins ; 
he  had  those  feelings  of  a  man  which  make  the  scorn  of  a  beautiful 
woman  so  intolerable.  And  then  she  was  his  wife,  his  propei*ty, 
his  dependant,  his  own.  Eor  a  moment  he  forgot  the  Hadley 
money-bags,  sorely  as  he  wanted  them,  and  the  true  man  spoke 
out  with  full,  unabated  anger. 

'Brazen-faced  harlot!'  he  exclaimed,  as  he  passed  her  in  his 
walk ;  '  unmitigated  harlot !' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  she  answered,  in  a  low  tone,  coming  up  to  him  as  she 
s^oke,  laying  her  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  looking  still  full  into 
his  face — looking  into  it  with  such  a  gaze  that  even  he  cowered 
before  her.  *  Yes,  sir,  I  was  the  thing  you  say.  When  I  came  to 
you,  and  sold  my  woman's  purity  for  a  name,  a  house,  a  place 
before  the  world — when  I  gave  you  my  hand,  but  could  not  give 
my  heart,  I  was — what  you  have  said.' 

*  And  were  doubly  so  when  he  stood  here  slobbering  on  your 
neck.' 

*  No,  Sir  Henry,  no.  Ealse  to  him  I  have  been ;  false  to  my  own 
sex ;  false,  very  false  to  my  own  inner  self;  but  never  false  to  you.' 

*  Madam,  you  have  forgotten  my  honour.' 

*  I  have  at  any  rate  been  able  to  remember  my  own.* 

They  were  now  standing  face  to  face ;  and  as  she  said  these  last 
words,  it  struck  Sir  Henry  that  it  might  be  well  to  take  them  as  a 
sign  of  grace,  and  to  commence  from  them  that  half-forgiveness 
which  would  be  necessary  to  his  projects.  « 

*  You  have  forgotten  yourself,  Caroline — ' 

*  Stop  a  moment,  Sir  Henry,  and  let  me  finish,  since  you  will 
not  allow  me  to  remain  silent.  I  have  never  been  false  to  you,  I 
say ;  and,  by  God's  help,  I  never  will  be — ' 

'  Well,  weU.' 

'  Stop,  sir,  and  let  me  speak.  I  have  told  you  often  that  I  did 
not  love  you.  I  tell  you  so  now  again.  I  have  never  loved  you — 
never  shall  love  you.  You  have  called  me  now  by  a  base  name ; 
and  in  that  I  have  lived  with  you  and  have  not  loved  you,  I  dare 
not  say  tliat  jou  have  called  me  falsely.     But  I  will  sin  no  more.' 

*  What  is  it  you  mean  ?' 

*  I  will  not  deserve  the  name  again — evew  feom  '^wi. 
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*  Nonsense ;  I  do  not  understand  you.  You  do  not  know  what 
you  are  saying.' 

*  Yes,  Sir  Henry,  I  do  know  well  what  I  am  saying.  It  may  he 
that  I  have  done  you  some  injury ;  if  so,  I  regret  it.  God  knows 
that  you  have  done  me  much.  We  can  neither  of  us  now  add  to 
each  other's  comfort,  and  it  will  be  well  that  we  should  part.' 

*  Do  you  mean  me  to  understand  that  you  intend  to  leave  me  ?' 

*  That  is  what  I  intend  you  to  understand.' 
'  Nonsense ;  you  will  do  no  such  thing.' 

'  What !  would  you  have  us  remain  together,  hating  each  other, 
vilifying  each  other,  calling  each  other  base  names  as  you  just  now 
called  me  P  And  do  you  think  that  we  could  still  be  man  and  wife  ? 
No,  Sir  Henry.  I  have  made  one  great  mistake — committed  one 
wretched,  fatal  error.  I  have  so  placed  myself  that  I  must  hear 
myself  so  called  and  bear  it  quietly ;  but  I  will  not  continue  to  be 
80  used.    Do  you  think  he  would  have  called  me  so  P' 

'Damn  him!' 

'  That  will  not  hurt  him.  Your  words  are  impotent  against 
him,  though  they  may  make  me  shudder.' 

*  Do  not  speak  of  him,  then.' 

*  No,  I  win  not.     I  will  only  think  of  him.' 

'  By  heavens !  Caroline,  your  only  wish  is  to  make  me  angry.' 

*  I  may  go  now,  I  suppose  P' 

*  Go — yes ;  you  may  go  ;  I  will  speak  to  you  tomorrow,  when 
you  will  be  more  cool.' 

*  Tomorrow,  Sir  Henry,  I  will  not  speak  to  you ;  nor  tbe  day 
afterwards,  nor  the  day  after  that.  What  you  may  wish  to  say 
now  I  will  hear ;  but  remember  this — after  what  has  passed  today, 
no  consideration  on  earth  shall  induce  me  to  live  with  you  again. 
In  any  other  respect  I  will  obey  your  orders — if  I  find  it  possible.' 

She  stayed  yet  a  little  while  longer,  leaning  against  the  table, 
waiting  to  hear  whether  or  no  he  would  answer  her ;  but  as  be  sat 
silent,  looking  before  him,  but  not  at  her,  with  his  hands  thrust 
deep  into  his  pockets,  she.  without  further  words  withdrew,  and 
quietly  closed  the  door  after  her.  As  she  did  so,  the  faithful  John 
was  seen  moving  away  to  the  top  of  the  kitchen  stairs.  She  would 
hardly  have  cared  had  the  faithful  John  been  present  during  the 
whole  interview. 

Sir  Henry  sat  silent  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  meditating  how 
he  would  now  play  his  game.  As  regarded  merely  personal  con- 
siderations, he  was  beginning  to  hate  Caroline  almost  as  much  as 
she  hated  him.  A  man  does  not  like  to  be  told  by  a  beautiful 
woman  that  every  hair  o£  laiR  head  is  odious  to  her,  while  the  very 
footsteps  of  another  are  musvc  m  \v«t  fe^T%.  ^«t\i«;^^  SX»  ^q«iil  not 
mend  the  matter  when  t\ie\iatedLm«a.\&^«k>a»sJci«sA. 
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But  still  Sir  Henry  wished  to  keep  his  wife.  It  has  been  quite 
clear  that  Caroline  had  thrown  up  her  game.  She  had  flattered 
herself  that  she  could  play  it ;  but  the  very  moment  the  cards 
went  against  her  she  discovered  her  own  weakness  and  threw  them 
away.  Sir  Henry  was  of  a  stronger  mind,  and  not  so  easily  dis- 
gusted :  he  would  try  yet  another  deal.  Indeed,  his  stakes  were 
too  high  to  allow  of  his  abandoning  them. 

So  arousing  himself  with  some  exertion,  he  dressed  himself, 
went  out  to  dine,  hurried  down  to  the  House,  and  before  the 
evening  was  over  was  again  the  happy,  fortunate  solicitor- general, 
fortune's  pet,  the  Crichton  of  the  hour,  the  rising  man  of  his  day. 


CHAPTEE  XXXVII. 

THE   BETUBir  TO   HADLSY. 


We  must  now  return  for  awhile  to  Hadley.  Since  the  day  on 
which  Miss  Baker  had  written  that  letter  to  Sir  Lionel,  she  had 
expressed  no  wish  to  leave  her  uncle's  house.  Littlebath  had  no 
charms  for  her  flow.  The  colonel  was  still  there,  and  so  was  the 
colonel's  first  love — Miss  Todd :  let  them  forgive  and  forget,  and 
marry  each  other  at  last  if  they  so  pleased.  Miss  Baker's  fit  of 
ambition  was  over,  and  she  was  content  to  keep  her  uncle's  house 
at  Hadley,  and  to  see  Caroline  whenever  she  could  spare  a  day 
and  get  up  to  London  for  that  purpose. 

And  the  old  gentleman  was  less  bearish  than  she  thought  he 
would  have  been.  He  occasionally  became  rusty  about  shillings 
and  sixpences,  and  scolded  because  his  niece  would  have  a  se- 
cond fire  lighted ;  but  by  degrees  he  forgot  even  this  grievance, 
and  did  not  make  himself  more  disagreeable  or  exacting  than  old 
age,  wealth,  and  suffering  generally  are  when  they  come  together. 

And  then  when  Adela  left  Lonaon,  Miss  Baker  was  allowed  to 
ask  her  to  stop  with  them  at  Hadley — and  Adela  did  as  she  was 
asked.  She  went  direct  from  Eaton  Square  to  Mr.  Bertram's 
house;  and  was  still  there  at  the  time  alluded  to  in  the  last 
chapter. 

It  was  on  the  second  morning  after  Sir  Henry's  visit  to  his  wife 
thaj;  the  postman  brought  to  Miss  Baker  a  letter  from  Lady  Har- 
court.  The  two  ladies  were  sitting  at  the  time  over  the  breakiast- 
table,  and  old  Mr.  Bertram  propped  up  with  pillows,  with  hia 
crutches  close  to  his  hand,  was  sitting  over  t\i^  %cc^  \ii  \^  ^js^^^^s^ 
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tomed  arm-cbair.  He  did  not  often  get  out  of  it  now,  except  wben 
he  was  taken  away  to  bed  ;  but  yet  both  his  eye  and  his  voice  were 
as  sharp  as  ever  when  he  so  pleased;  and  though  he  sat  there   / 
paralyzed  and  all  but  motionless,  he  was  still  master  of  bis  house, 
and  master  also  of  his  money. 

*  Good  heavens ! '  exclaimed  Miss  Baker,  with  startled  voice  be- 
fore her  letter  had  been  half  read  through. 

*  What's  the  matter  ?*  demanded  Mr.  Bertram  sharply. 
'  Oh,  Miss  Baker !  what  is  it  ? '  asked  Adela. 
'  Goodness  gracious !    Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  oh,  dear ! '  And  Miss    | 

Baker,  with  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  began  to  weep  most 
bitterly. 

*  What  ails  you  ?    Who  is  the  letter  from  ?'  said  Mr.  Bertram. 
'  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !     Bead  it,  Adela.     Oh,  Mr.  Bertram,  here 

is  such  a  misfortune !' 

*  What  is  it.  Miss  Gauntlet  ?     That  fool  will  never  tell  me.' 
Adela  took  the  letter,  and  read  it  through. 
'  Oh,  sir,'  she  said, '  it  is  indeed  a  misfortune.' 

*  Devil  take  it !  what  misfortune  ? 

*  Caroline  has  quarrelled  with  Sir  Henry,'  said  Miss  Baker. 

*  Oh,  is  that  all  ?'  said  Mr.  Bertram. 

*  Ah,  sir ;  I  fear  this  quarrel  wiU  prove  serious^  said  Adela. 

*  Serious  ;  nonsense ;  how  serious  ?  You  never  thought,  did 
you,  that  he  and  she  would  live  together  like  turtle  doves  ?  He 
married  for  money,  and  she  for  ambition ;  of  course,  they'll  quar- 
rel.' Such  was  the  wisdom  of  Mr.  Bertram,  and  at  any  rate  he  had 
experience  on  his  side. 

'  But,  uncle ;  she  wishes  to  leave  him,  and  hopes  that  you'll  let   ] 
her  come  here.'  ' 

*  Come  here — ^fiddlestick !  What  should  I  do  here  with  the  wife 
of  *8uch  a  man  as  him  ?' 

'  She  declares  most  positively  that  nothing  shall  induce  her  to 
live  with  him  again.' 
'Fiddlestick!' 

*  But,  uncle — ' 

*  Why,  what  on  earth  did  she  expect  P  She  didn't  think  to  have 
it  all  sunshine,  did  she  P  When  she  married  the  man,  she  knew 
she  didn't  care  for  him  ;  and  now  she  determines  to  leave  him  be- 
cause he  won't  pick  up  her  pocket-handkerchief!  If  she  wanted 
that  kind  of  thing,  why  did  not  she  msurry  my  nephew  P' 

This  was  the  first  time  that  Mr.  Bertram  had  been  heard  to 
speak  of  George  in  a  tone  of  afiection,  and  both  Miss  Baker  and 
Miss  Gauntlet  were  not  a  little  surprised.    They  had  never  heard 
bim  apeak  of  Caroline  aa  1a\a  gra3i^SaM^\.^T. 
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During  the  whole  of  that  day,  Mr.  Bertram  was  obdurate ;  and 
he  positively  refused  to  receive  Lady  Harcourt  at  his  house  unless 
she  came  there  with  the  full  permission  of  her  husband.  Miss 
Baker,  therefore,  was  obliged  to  write  by  the  first  post,  asking  for 
a  day's  delav  before  she  sent  her  final  answer.  But  on  the  next 
.morning  a  letter  reached  the  old  gentleman  himself,  from  Sir 
Henry.  Sir  Henry  suggested  that  the  loving  grandchild  should 
take  the  occasion  of  the  season  being  so  nearly  over  to  pay  a  much- 
desired  visit  to  her  loving  grandsire.  He  did  not  drop  the  quarrel 
altogether ;  but  just  alluded  to  it  as  a  passing  cloud — an  unfortu- 
nate cloud  certainly,  but  one  that,  without  doubt,  would  soon  pass 
away,  and  leave  the  horizon  more  bright  than  ever. 

The  matter  was  at  last  arranged  by  Mr.  Bertram  giving  the  de- 
sired permission.  He  took  no  notice  himself  of  Sir  Henry's  letter, 
but  desired  his  niece  to  tell  Caroline  that  she  might  come  there  if 
she  liked.  So  Caroline  did  come ;  and  Sir  Henry  gave  it  out  that 
the  London  season  had  been  too  much  for  her,  and  that  she,  to  her 
deep  regret,  had  been  forced  to  leave  town  before  it  was  over. 

*  Sir  Omicron  was  quite  imperative,'  said  Sir  Henry,  speaking 
confidentially  to  his  intimate  parliamentary  iriend  Mr.  Madden ; 
'  and  as  she  was  to  go,  it  was  as  well  to  do  the  civil  to  grandpapa 
Croesus.     I  have  no  time  myself ;  so  I  must  do  it  by  deputy/ 

Now  Sir  Omicron  in  those  days  was  a  great  physician. 

And  so  Caroline  returned  to  Hadley ;  but  no  bells  rang  now  to 
greet  her  coming.  Little  more  than  six  months  had  passed  since 
those  breakfast  speeches  had  been  spoken,  in  which  so  much  golden 
prosperity  had  been  promised  to  bride  and  bridegroom ;  and  now 
that  vision  of  gold  was  at  an  end ;  that  solid,  substantial  pro- 
sperity had  melted  away.  The  bridal  dresses  of  the  maids  had 
hardly  lost  their  gloss,  and  yet  all  that  well-grounded  happiness 
was  gone. 

'  So,  you  are  come  back,'  said  Mr.  Bertram. 

*  Yes,  sir,'  said  Caroline,  in  a  low  voice.  *  I  have  made  a  mistake 
in  life,  and  I  must  hope  that  you  will  forgive  me.' 

'  Such  mistakes  are  very  foolish.  The  sooner  you  unmake  it  the 
better.' 

'  There  will  be  no  unmaking  this  mistake,  sir,  never — never — 
never.     But  I  blame  no  one  but  myself.' 

*  Nonsense !  you  will  of  course  go  back  to  your  husband.' 

*  Never,  Mr.  Bertram — never !  I  will  obey  him  or  you,  or  both, 
if  that  be  possible,  in  all  things  but  in  that.  But  in  that  I  can 
obey  no  one.' 

'Psha!'  said  Mr.  Bertram.     Such  was  lisA^  "ESjbx^JWvoKl^  *^ia:^ 
greeting  on  her  return  to  Hadley. 
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Neither  Miss  Baker  nor  Adela,  said  much  to  her  on  the  matter 
on  the  first  day  of  her  arrival.  Her  aunt,  indeed,  neirer  spoke 
openly  to  her  on  the  subject.  It  seemed  to  be  understood  between 
them  that  it  should  be  dropped.  And  there  was  occasionallj  a 
weight  of  melancholy  about  Lady  Harcourt,  amounting  in  appear- 
ance almost  to  savage  sternness,  which  kept  all  inquiry  aloof.  Even* 
her  grandfather  hesitated  to  speak  to  her  about  her  husband,  and 
allowed  her  to  live  unmolested  in  the  quiet,  still,  self-controlling 
mood  which  she  seemed  to  have  adopted  with  a  determined  purpose. 

For  the  first  fortnight  she  did  not  leave  the  house.  At  the  ex- 
piration of  that  time,  on  one  fine  sunny  Sunday  morning  she  came 
do  wn  dressed  for  church .  Miss  Baker  remarked  that  the  very  clothes 
she  wore  were  things  that  had  belonged  to  her  before  her  marriage, 
and  were  all  of  them  of  the  simplest  that  a  woman  can  wear  with- 
out making  herself  conspicuous  before  the  world.  All  her  jewellery 
she  had  laid  aside,  and  every  brooch  and  every  ring  that  had  come 
to  her  as  a  married  woman,  or  as  a  girl  about  to  be  married — ex- 
cept that  one  ring  from  which  an  iron  fate  would  not  allow  her  to 
be  parted.    Ah,  if  she  could  but  have  laid  aside  that  also  ! 

And  then  she  went  to  church.  There  were  the  same  persons 
there  to  stare  at  her  now,  in  her  quiet  wretchedness,  who  were 

there  before  staring  at  her  in  her triumph  may  I  say  ?     No, 

there  had  been  no  triumph ;  little  even  then,  except  wretcnedness ; 
but  that  misery  had  not  been  so  open  to  the  public  eye. 

She  went  through  it  very  well ;  and  seemed  to  suffer  even  less 
than  did  her  aunt.  She  had  done  nothing  to  spread  abroad  among 
the  public  of  Hadley  that  fiction  as  to  Sir  Omicron'^  opinion  which 
her  lord  had  been  sedulous  to  disseminate  in  London.  She  had 
said  very  little  about  herself,  but  she  had  at  any  rate  said  nothing 
false.  Nor  had  she  acted  falsely ;  or  so  as  to  give  false  impres- 
sions. All  that  little  world  now  around  her  knew  that  she  had 
separated  herself  from  her  grand  husband ;  and  most  of  them  had 
heard  that  she  had  no  intention  of  returning  to  him. 

She  had  something,  therefore,  to  bear  as  she  sat  out  that  service ; 
and  she  bore  it  well.  She  said  her  prayers,  or  seemed  to  say  them, 
as  though  unconscious  that  she  were  in  any  way  a  mark  for  other 
women's  eyes.  And  when  the  sermon  was  over,  she  walked  home 
with  a  steady,  even  step ;  whereas  Miss  Baker  trembled  at  every 
greeting  she  received,  and  at  every  step  she  heard. 

On  that  afternoon,  Caroline  opened  her  heart  to  Adela.  Hither- 
to little  had  passed  betwe^i  them,  but  those  pressings  of  the  hand, 
those  mute  marks  of  sympathy  which  we  all  know  so  well  how  to 
give  when  we  long  to  liglaten.  t\e  ^otTo^%  ^pfhich  are  too  deep  to 
be  probed  by  words.    But  on  t\a&  «N«mii<^«&\AT>^^\£  ^^sosi^^^Cv 
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roline  called  Adela  into  her  room,  and  then  there  was  once  more 
confidence  between  them. 

*  No,  no,  Adela,  I  will  never  go  back  to  him.*  Caroline  went 
on  protesting ;  *  Tou  will  not  ask  the  to  do  that  ?' 

*  Those  whom  God  has  joined  together,  let  not  man  put  astmder/ 
said  Adela,  solemnly. 

*  Ah,  yes ;  those  whom  God  has  joined.     But  did  God  join  us  p* 

*  Oh,  Caroline ;  do  not  speak  so.' 

'  But,  Adela,  do  not  misunderstand  me.  Do  not  think  that  I 
want  to  excuse  what  I  have  done  ;  or  even  to  escape  the  penalty. 
I  have  destroyed  myself  as  regards  this  world.  All  is  over  for  me 
here.  When  I  brought  myself  to  stand  at  that  altar  with  a  man  I 
never  loved ;  whom  I  knew  I  never  could  love — whom  I  never  tried, 
and  never  would  try  to  love — when  I  did  that,  I  put  myself  be- 
yond the  pale  of  all  happiness.  Do  not  think  that  I  hope  for  any 
release.'  And  Lady  Harcourt  looked  stem  enough  in  her  resolu- 
tion to  bear  all  that  fate  could  bring  on  her. 

'  Caroline,  God  will  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb,  now  as 
always,  if  you  will  ask  him.' 

'  I  hope  so ;  I  hope  so,  Adela.' 

*  Say  that  you  trust  so.' 

'  I  do  trust.  I  trust  in  this — that  He  will  do  what  is  best. 
Oh,  Adela !  if  you  could  know  what  the  last  month  has  been; 
since  he  came  to  the  house  !' 

*  Ah  !  why  did  he  ever  come  ?' 

'  Why,  indeed !     Did  a  man  ever  behave  so  madly  ?' 
The  man  she  alluded  to  here  was  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,  not  Mr, 
Bertram. 

*  But  I  am  glad  of  it,  dearest ;  very  glad.  Is  it  not  better  so  ? 
The  truth  has  been  spoken  now.    I  have  told  him  all.' 

*  You  mean  Sir  Henry  ?' 

*  Yes,  I  told  him  all  before  I  left.  But  it  was  nothing  new, 
Adela.  He  knew  it  before.  He  never  dreamed  that  I  loved  him. 
He  knew,  he  must  have  known  that  I  hated  him.' 

'  Oh,  Caroline,  Caroline !  do  not  speak  like  that.' 

*  And  would  not  you  have  hated  him  had  you  been  tied  to  him  ? 
Now  that  sin  will  be  over.     I  shall  hate  him  no  longer  now.' 

'  Such  hatred  is  a  crime.  Say  what  you  will,  he  is  still  your 
husband.' 

*  I  deny  it.    What !  when  he  called  me  by  that  name,  was  he 
my  husband  then  ?    Was  that  a  husband's  usage  ?     I  must  carry 
his  name,  and  wearily  walk  with  that  burden  to  the  grave.     Such 
is  my  penalty  for  that  day's  sin.    1  mua\>  «Jd«ltAo\i  ^Xikss^j'^  ^ 
living  aa  other  women  live.    I  shall  Tdove  no  ^oxiXi^et  o\^^Vv^'«^ 
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lean,  hear  no  words  of  love  when  I  am  sick,  have  no  child  to  com- 
fort me.  I  shall  be  alone,  and  yet  not  master  of  myself.  This  I 
must  bear  because  I  was  false  to  my  own  heart.  But  yet  he  is 
not  my  husband.  Listen  to  me,  Adela ;  sooner  than  return  to 
him  again,  I  would  put  an  end  to  all  this  world's  misery  at  once. 
That  would  be  sinful,  but  the  sin  would  be  lighter  than  that  other 
sin.' 

When  she  spoke  in  this  way,  Adela  no  longer  dared  to  suggest 
to  her  that  she  and  Sir  Henry  might  even  yet  again  live  together. 
In  Adela' s  own  mind,  that  course,  and  that  alone,  would  have 
been  the  right  one.  She  looked  on  such  unions  as  being  literally 
for  better  or  for  worse ;  and  failing  to  reach  the  better,  she  would 
have  done  her  best,  with  God's  assistance,  to  bear  the  worst.  But 
then  Adela  Gauntlet  could  never  have  placed  herself  in  the  posi- 
tion which  Lady  Harcourt  now  filled. 

But  greatly  as  they  differed,  still  there  was  confidence  between 
them.  Caroline  could  talk  to  her,  and  to  her  only.  To  her  grand- 
father she  was  all  submission;  to  her  aunt  she  was  gentle  and 
affectionate ;  but  she  never  spoke  of  her  fate  with  either  of  them. 
And  so  they  went  on  till  Adela  left  them  in  July ;  and  then  the 
three  that  were  left  behind  lived  together  as  quiet  a  household  as 
might  have  been  found  in  the  parish  of  Hadley,  or  perhaps  in  the 
county  of  Middlesex. 

During  this  time  Lady  Harcourt  had  received  two  letters  from 
her  husband,  in  both  of  which  he  urged  her  to  return  to  him.  In 
answer  to  the  first,  she  assured  him,  in  the  civilest  words  which 
she  knew  how  to  use,  that  such  a  step  was  impossible ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  she  signified  her  willingness  to  obey  him  in  any  other 
particular,  and  suggested  that  as  they  must  live  apart,  her  present 
home  with  her  grandfather  would  probably  be  thought  to  be  the 
one  most  suitable  for  her.  In  answer  to  the  second,  she  had  sim- 
ply told  him  that  she  must  decline  any  further  correspondence 
with  him  as  to  the  possibility  of  her  return. 

His  next  letter  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Bertram.  In  this  lie  did 
not  go  into  the  matter  of  their  difference  at  all,  but  merely  sug- 
gested that  he  should  be  allowed  to  call  at  Hadley — with  the  ob- 
ject of  having  an  interview  with  Mr.  Bertram  himself. 

'  There,'  said  the  old  man,  when  he  found  himself  alone  with  his 
granddaughter ;  *  read  that.'  And  Caroline  did  read  it,  *  What 
am  I  to  say  to  that  P' 

*  What  do  you  think  you  ought  to  say,  sir  ?' 

*I  suppose  I  must  see  him.    He'll  bring  an  action  against  me 
else,  for  keeping  his  wife  feom  \x\m,   "^m^,  1  A»ll  ^ou,  you'll  have 
to  go  back  to  him.' 
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*  ^o,  sir !  I  shall  not  do  that,'  said  Caroline,  very  quietly,  with 
something  almost  like  a  smile  on  her  face.  And  then  she  left 
him,  and  he  wrote  his  answer  to  Sir  Henry. 

And  then  Sir  Henry  came  down  to  Hadley.  A  day 'had  been 
named,  and  Caroline  was  sore  put  to  it  to  know  how  she  might 
best  keep  out  of  the  way.  At  last  she  persuaded  her  aunt  to  go 
up  to  London  with  her  for  the  day.  This  they  did,  both  of  them 
fearing,  as  they  got  out  of  the  train  and  returned  to  it,  that  they 
might  unfortunately  meet  the  man  they  so  much  dreaded.  But 
fortune  was  not  so  malicious  to  them ;  and  when  they  returned  to 
Hadley  they  found  that  Sir  Henry  had  also  returned  to  London. 

*  He  speaks  very  fair,'  said  Mr.  Bertram,  who  sent  for  Caroline 
to  come  to  him  alone  in  the  dining-room. 

'  Does  he,  sir  ?' 

*  He  is  very  anxious  that  you  should  go  back.' 

*  Ah,  sir,  I  cannot  do  that.' 

'  He  says  you  shall  have  the  house  in  Eaton  Square  to  your- 
self for  the  next  three  months.' 

*  I  shall  never  go  back  to  Eaton  Square,  sir.* 

'  Or  he  will  take  a  small  place  for  you  anywhere  at  the  sea-side 
that  you  may  choose.' 

*  I  shall  want  no  place  if  you  will  allow  me  to  remain  here.* 

*  But  he  has  all  your  money,  you  know — ^youp  fortune  is  now 
his.' 

*  Well,  sir !' 

*  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?' 

*  I  will  do  what  you  bid  me — except  going  back  to  him.' 
The  old  man  sat  silent  for  awhile,  and  then  again  he  spoke. 

*  Well,  I  don't  suppose  you  know  your  own  mind,  as  yet.' 

*  Oh,  sir!  indeed  I  do.' 

*  I  say  I  suppose  you  don't.  Don't  interrupt  me — I  have  sug- 
gested this :  that  you  should  remain  here  six  months,  and  that 
then  he  should  come  again  and  see — ' 

'  You,  sir.' 

*  Well — see  me,  if  I'm  alive :  at  the  end  of  that  time  you'll  have 
to  go  back  to  him.     Now,  good-night.' 

And  so  it  was  settled ;  and  for  the  next  six  months  the  same 
dull,  dreary  life  went  on  in  the  old  house  at  Hadley. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVITI. 

CAIBO. 

Men  and  women,  or  I  should  rather  say  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
used  long  ago,  when  they  gave  signs  of  weakness  about  the  chest, 
to  be  sent  to  the  south  of  Devonshire ;  after  that,  Madeira  came 
into  fashion ;  but  now  they  are  all  despatched  to  Ghrand  Cairo. 
Cairo  has  grown  to  be  so  near  home,  that  it  will  soon  cease  to  be 
beneficial,  and  then  the  only  air  capable  of  revigorating  the  En- 
glish lungs  will  be  that  of  Labuan  or  Jeddo. 

But  at  the  present  moment,  Grand  Cairo  has  the  vogue.  Now 
it  had  so  happened  during  the  last  winter,  and  especially  in  the 
trying  month  of  March,  that  Arthur  Wilkinson's  voice  had  be- 
come weak ;  and  he  had  a  suspicious  cough,  and  was  occasionally 
feverish,  and  perspired  o'  nights ;  and  on  these  accounts  the  Sir 
Omicron  of  the  Hurst  Staple  district  ordered  him  off  to  Grand 
Cairo. 

This  order  was  given  in  October,  with  reference  to  the  coming 
winter,  and  in  the  latter  end  of  November,  Arthur  Wilkinson 
started  for  the  East.  Two  Articles  he  had  first  to  seek — the  one 
being  a  necessary,  and  the  other  luxury — and  both  he  found. 
These  were  a  curate  and  a  companion.  The  Reverend  Gabriel 
Gilliflower  was  his  curate ;  and  of  him  we  need  only  hope  that  he 
prospered  well,  and  lived  happily  under  the  somewhat  stem  sur- 
veillance of  his  clerical  superior,  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  His  companion 
was  George  Bertram. 

About  the  end  of  November  they  started  through  France,  and 
got  on  board  the  P.  and  O.  Company's  vessel  at  Marseilles.  It  is 
possible  that  there  may  be  young  ladies  so  ignorant  as  not  to 
Know  that  the  P.  and  O.  is  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Steam 
Navigation  Company,  and  therefore  the  matter  is  now  explained. 
In  France  they  aid  not  stop  long  enough  to  do  more  than  observe 
how  much  better  the  railway  carriages  are  there  than  in  England, 
how  much  dearer  the  hotels  are  in  Paris  than  in  London,  and  how 
much  worse  they  are  in  Marseilles  than  in  any  other  known  town 
in  the  world. 

Nor  need  much  be  said  of  their  journey  thence  to  Alexandria. 

Of  Malta,  I  should  like  to  write  a  book,  and  may  perhaps  do  so 

some  day ;  but  I  shall  hardly  have  time  to  discuss  its  sunlight, 

and  fortifications,  and  hospitality,  and  old  magnificence,  in  the  fag- 

end  of  a  third  volume ;  so  we  will  pass  on  to  Alexandria. 

Ob,  Alexandria!  inotTaer  oi  ^cv^xic^^X  ovicife  >i)cka  liK^^>u!dd  seat 
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of  the  earth's  learning !  Oh,  Alexandria !  beloved  by  the  kings ! 
It  is  of  no  use.  No  mail  who  has  seen  the  Alexandria  of  the  pre- 
sent day  can  keep  a  seat  on  a  high  horse  when  he  speaks  of  that 
most  detestable  of  cities.  How  may  it  fitly  be  described  ?  May 
we  not  say  that  it  has  all  the  filth  of  the  East,  without  any  of  that 
picturesque  beauty  with  which  the  East  abounds  ;  and  that  it  has 
also  the  eternal,  grasping,  solemn  love  of  lucre  which  pervades  our 
western  marts,  but  whoUy  unredeemed  by  the  society,  the  science, 
and  civilization  of  the  West  ? 

Alexandria  is  fast  becoming  a  European  city;  but  its  Euro- 
peans are  from  G-reece  and  the  Levant !  *  Auri  sacra  fames ! '  is 
the  motto  of  modem  Greece.  Of  Alexandria  it  should  be,  *  Auri 
fames  sacrissiroa!  Poor  Arabs!  poor  Turks!  giving  way  on  all 
sides  to  wretches  so  much  viler  than  yourselves,  what  a  destiny  is 
before  you ! 

*  What  income,'  I  asked  a  resident  in  Alexandria, '  what  income 
should  an  Englishman  have  to  live  here  comfortably  ? '  *  To  live 
here  comfortMy^  you  should  say  ten  thousand  a  year,  and  then  let 
him  cut  his  throat  first !'    Such  was  my  friend's  reply. 

But  God  is  good,  and  Alexandria  will  become  a  place  less  detest- 
able than  at  present.  Eate  and  circumstances  must  Anglicize  it 
spite  of  the  huge  French  consulate,  in  spite  of  legions  of  greedy 
Greeks ;  in  spite  even  of  sand,  mosquitos,  bugs,  and  dirt,  of  winds 
from  India,  and  of  thieves  from  Cyprus. 

The  P.  and  O.  Company  will  yet  be  the  lords  of  Egypt ;  either 
that  or  some  other  company  or  set  of  men  banded  together  to 
make  Egypt  a  highway.  It  is  one  stage  on  our  road  to  the  East ; 
and  the  time  will  soon  come  when  of  all  the  stages  it  will  neither 
be  the  slowest  nor  the  least  comfortable.  The  railway  from  Alex- 
andria to  Suez  is  now  all  opened  within  ten  miles ;  will  be  all 
opened  before  these  pages  can  be  printed.  This  railway  belongs 
to  the  viceroy  of  Egypt;  but  his  passengers  are  the  Englishmen 
of  India,  and  his  paymaster  is  an  English  Company. 

But,  for  all  that,  I  do  not  recommend  any  of  my  friends  to  make 
a  long  sojourn  at  Alexandria. 

Bertram  and  Wilkinson  did  not  do  so,  but  passed  on  speedily  to 
Cairo.  They  went  to  the  Pharos  and  te  rompey's  Pillar;  in- 
spected Cleopatra's  Needle,  and  the  newly  excavated  so-called 
Greek  church  ;  watehed  the  high  spirits  of  one  set  of  passengers 
going  out  to  India — young  men  free  of  all  encumbrances,  and 
pretty  girls  full  of  life's  brightest  hopes — and  watched  also  the 
morose,  discontented  faces  of  another  set  returning  home  bur- 
dened with  babies  and  tawny-coloured  nurses,  with  silver  rings  in 
their  toes— and  then  they  went  off  to  Cairo. 
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There  is  no  romance  now,  gentle  readers,  in  this  journey  from 
Alexandria  to  Cairo ;  nor  was  there  much  when  it  was  taken  by 
our  two  friends.  Men  now  go  by  railway,  and  then  they  went  by 
the  canal  boat.  It  is  very  much  like  English  travelling,  with  this 
exception,  that  men  dismount  from  their  seats,  and  cross  the  Nile 
in  a  ferry-boat,  and  that  they  pay  five  shillings  for  their  luncheon 
instead  of  sixpence.  This  ferry  does,  perhaps,  afford  some  remote 
chance  of  adventure,  as  was  found  the  other  day,  when  a  carriage 
was  allowed  to  run  down  the  bank,  in  which  was  sitting  a  native 
prince,  the  heir  to  the  pasha's  throne.  On  that  occasion  the  ad- 
venture was  important,  and  the  prince  was  drowned.  But  even 
this  opportunity  for  incident  will  soon  disappear ;  for  Mr.  Brunei, 
or  Mr.  Stephenson,  or  Mr.  Locke,  or  some  other  British  engineer- 
ing celebrity,  is  building  a  railway  bridge  over  the  Nile,  and  then 
the  modem  traveller's  heart  will  be  contented,  for  he  will  be  able 
to  sleep  all  the  way  from  Alexandria  to  Cairo. 

Mr.  Shepheard*s  hotel  at  Cairo  is  to  an  Englishman  the  centre 
of  Egypt,  and  there  our  two  friends  stopped.  And  certainly  our 
countrymen  have  made  this  spot  more  English  than  England  it- 
self. If  ever  John  Bull  reigned  triumphant  anywhere ;  if  he  ever 
shows  his  nature  plainly  marked  by  rough  plenty,  coarseness,  and 
good  intention,  he  does  so  at  Shepbeard's  hotel.  If  there  be  any- 
where a  genuine,  old-fashioned  John  Bull  landlord  now  living,  the 
landlord  of  the  hotel  at  Cairo  is  the  man.  So  much  for  the  strange 
new  faces  and  outlandish  characters  which  one  meets  with  in  one's 
travels. 

I  will  not  trouble  my  readers  by  a  journey  up  the  Nile ;  nor 
will  I  even  take  them  up  a  pyramid.  For  do  not  fitting  books  for 
such  purposes  abound  at  Mr.  Mudie*s  ?  Wilkinson  and  Bertram 
made  both  the  large  tour  and  the  little  one  in  proper  style.  They 
got  at  least  as  far  as  Thebes,  and  slept  a  night  under  the  shade  of 
King  Cheops. 

One  little  episode  on  their  road  from  Cairo  to  the  Pyramids,  I 
will  tell.  They  had  joined  a  party  of  which  the  conducting  spirit 
was  a  missionary  clergyman,  who  had  been  living  in  the  country 
for  some  years,  and  therefore  knew  its  ways.  No  better  conduct- 
ing spirit  for  such  a  journey  could  have  been  found ;  for  he  joined 
economy  to  enterprise,  and  was  intent  that  everything  should  be 
seen,  and  that  everything  should  be  seen  cheaply. 

Old  Cairo  is  a  village  some  three  miles  from  the  city,  higher  up 

the  river ;  and  here,  close  to  the  Nilometer,  by  whicn  the  golden 

increase  of  the  river  is  measured,  tourists  going  to  the  Pyramids 

Bre  ferried  over  the  river.    The  to\inst«  are  ferried  over,  as  also 

are  the  donkeys  on  wbict  t\ie  to\ma\.^  tA^.   ^^-^  \«!t^  %x^^^  «^ 
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great  financial  question.  The  reis  or  master  of  the  ferry-boat  to 
which  the  clerical  guide  applied  was  a  mighty  man,  some  six  feet 
high,  graced  witha  turban,  as  Arabs  are ;  erect  in  his  bearing,  with 
bold  eye,  and  fine,  free,  supple  limbs — a  noble  reis  for  that  Nile 
ferry-boat.  But,  noble  as  he  was,  he  wanted  too  many  piastres — two* 
pence-halfpenny  a  head  too  much  for  each  donkey,  with  its  rider. 

And  then  there  arose  a  great  hubbub.  The  ordinary  hubbub 
at  this  spot  is  worse  than  the  worst  confusion  of  any  other  Babel. 
For  the  traffic  over  the  Nile  is  great,  and  for  every  man,  woman, 
and  child,  for  every  horse  and  every  ass,  for  every  bundle  of  grass, 
for  every  cock  and  for  every  hen,  a  din  of  twenty  tongues  is  put  in 
motion,  and  a  perpetual  fury  rages,  as  the  fury  of  a  hurncane. 
But  the  hubbub  about  the  missionary's  piastres  rose  higher  than 
all  the  other  hubbubs.  Indeed,' those  who  were  quarrelling  before 
about  their  own  afiairs  came  and  stood  round  in  a  huge  circle, 
anxious  to  know  how  the  noble  reis  and  his  clerical  opponent  would 
ultimately  settle  this  stiff  financial  difficidty. 

In  half  an  hour  neither  side  would  yield  one  point ;  but  then  at 
last  the  Egyptian  began  to  show  that,  noble  as  he  looked,  he  was 
made  of  stuff  compressible.  He  gradually  gave  up,  para  by  para, 
till  he  allowed  donkeys,  men,  and  women  to  clamber  over  the  sides 
of  his  boat  at  the  exact  price  named  by  him  of  the  black  coat. 
Never  did  the  church  have  a  more  perfect  success. 

But  the  battle  was  not  yet  over.  No  sooner  was  the  vessel 
pushed  off  into  the  stream,  than  the  noble  reis  declared  that  ne- 
cessity compelled  him  to  demand  the  number  of  piastres  originally 
named  by  him.  He  regretted  it,  but  he  assured  the  clergyman 
that  he  had  no  other  alternative. 

And  now  how  did  it  behove  an  ardent  missionary  to  act  in  such 
a  contest  with  a  subtle  Egyptian  ?  How  should  the  eloquence  of 
the  Church  prevail  over  this  Eastern  Mammon  ?  It  did  prevail 
very  signally.  The  soldier  of  peace,  scorning  further  argument  in 
words  with  such  a  crafty  reis,  mindful  of  the  lessons  of  his  youth, 
raised  his  right  hand,  and  with  one  blow  between  the  eyes,  laid 
the  Arab  captain  prostrate  on  his  own  deck. 

•  There,*  said  he,  turning  to  Wilkinson,  *  that  is  what  we  call  a 
pastoral  visitation  in  this  country.   We  can  do  nothing  without  it.' 

The  poor  reis  picked  himself  up,  and  picked  up  also  his  turban, 
which  had  been  knocked  off,  and  said  not  a  word  more  about  the 
piastres.  All  the  crew  worked  with  double  diligence  at  their  oars, 
and  the  party,  as  they  disembarked  from  the  boat,  were  treated 
with  especial  deference.  Even  the  donkeys  were  respected.  In 
Egypt  the  donkeys  of  a  man  are  respected,  ay,  and  eye\i.  Ijivs*  ^wj^- 
key-Dojs,  when  he  shows  himself  a\)\e  MidL'?iTSi«i%\.^Vaa^^^'^'^ 
sIJ  those  around  bim^ 
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A  great  man  there,  a  native,  killed  his  cook  one  morning  in  4 
rage ;  and  a  dragoman,  learned  in  languages,  thus  told  the  atorj 
to  an  Englishman : — 'De  sahib,  him  vera  respecble  man.  Him 
kill  him  cook,  Solyman,  this  morning.  Oh,  de  sahib  particklar 
respecble  !*  After  all,  it  may  be  questioned  whether  this  be  not  a 
truer  criterion  of  respectability  than  that  other  one  of  keeping 

A  gig* 

Oh,  those  pyramid  guides !  foul,  false,  cowardly,  bullying  thieves! 

A  man  who  goes  to  Cairo  mtist  see  the  Pyramids.  Convention, 
and  the  laws  of  society  as  arranged  on  that  point,  of  course  require 
it.  But  let  no  man,  and,  above  all,  no  woman,  assume  that  the 
excursion  will  be  in  any  way  pleasurable.  1  have  promised  that  i 
will  not  describe  such  a  visit,  but  I  must  enter  a  loud,  a  screeching 
protest  against  the  Arab  brutes — the  scheiks  being  the  very  worst 
of  the  brutes — who  have  these  monuments  in  their  hands.  Their 
numbers,  the  filthiness  of  their  dreSs — or  one  might  almost  say  no 
dress — their  stench,  their  obscene  indecency,  their  clattering  noise, 
their  rapacity,  exercised  without  a  moment's  intercession ;  their 
abuse,  as  in  this  wise  :  '  Very  bad  English-man ;  dam  bad  ;  dam, 
dam,  dam  !  Him  want  to  take  all  him  mouey  to  the  grave ;  but 
no,  no,  no !  Devil  hab  him,  and  money  too !'  This,  be  it  remem- 
bered, from  a  ferocious,  almost  blackened  Arab,  with  his  face  within 
an  inch  of  your  own.  And  then  their  flattery,  as  in  this  wise : 
*  Good  English-man — very  good !' — and  then  a  tawny  hand  pats 
your  face,  and  your  back,  and  the  calves  of  your  leg — *  Hini  gib 
poor  Arab  one  shilling  for  himself — ^yes,  yes,  yes !  and  then  Arab 
no  let  him  tumble  down  and  break  all  him  legs — yes,  yes ;  break 
all  him  legs.'  And  then  the  patting  goes  on  again.  These  things, 
I  say,  put  together,  make  a  visit  to  the  Pyramids  no  delightful 
recreation.  My  advice  to  my  countrymen  who  are  so  unfortunate 
as  to  visit  them  is  this :  Let  the  ladies  remain  below — ^not  that 
they  ever  will  do  so,  if  the  gentlemen  who  are  with  them  ascend — 
and  let  the  men  go  armed  with  stout  sticks,  and  mercilessly  bela- 
bour any  Arab  who  attempts  either  to  bully  or  to  wheedle. 

Let  every  Englishman  remember  this  also,  that  the  ascent  is 
not  difficult,  though  so  much  noise  is  made  about  the  difficulty  as 
naturally  to  make  a  man  think  that  it  is  so.  And  let  this  also  be 
remembered,  that  nothing  is  to  be  gained  by  entering  the  pyramid 
except  dirt,  noise,  stench,  vermin,  abuse,  and  want  of  air.  Nothing 
is  to  be  seen  there — nothing  to  be  heard.  A  man  may  sprain  his 
ankle,  and  certainly  will  knock  his  head.  He  will  encounter  no 
other  delights  but  these. 
But  be  certainly  will  come  out  &  wiser  man  than  he  went  in. 
He  will  then  be  wise  enoug\i  to  Yxvo^  \tfy«  nkt^VSos^  ^^^^ssmsk^  ia  the 
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interior  of  a  pyramid — an  amount  of  wisdom  with  which  no  teach- 
ing of  mine  will  imbue  him. 

Bertram  and  Wilkinson  were  sitting  beneath  the  pyramid,  with 
their  faces  toward  the  desert,  enjoying  the  cool  night  air,  when 
they  first  began  to  speak  of  Adela  Gauntlet.  Hitherto  Arthur 
had  hardly  mentioned  her  name.  They  had  spoken  much  of  his 
mother,  much  of  the  house  at  Hurst  Staple,  and  much  also  of 
Lady  Harcourt,  of  whose  separation  from  her  husband  they  were 
of  course  aware ;  but  Arthur  had  been  shy  of  mentioning  Adela*s 
name. 

They  had  been  speaking  of  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  and  the  disagree- 
able position  in  which  the  yicar  found  himself  in  his  own  house  ; 
when,  after  sitting  silent  for  a  moment,  he  said, '  After  all,  O^orge, 
I  sometimes  think  that  it  would  haye  been  better  for  me  to  haye 
married;' 

*  Of  course  it  would — or  rather,  I  should  say,  will  be  better.  It 
is  what  you  wiU  do  when  you  return.' 

*  I  don't  know  about  my  health  now.' 

'  Your  health  will  be  right  enough  after  this  winter.  I  don't 
see  much  the  matter  with  it.' 

*'  I  am  better,  certainly ;'  and  then  there  was  another  pause. 

*  Arthur,'  continued  Bertram,  I  only  wish  that  I  had  open  be- 
fore me  the  same  chance  in  life  that  you  have— the  same  chance 
of  happiness.' 

'  Do  not  despair,  George.    A  short  time  cures  all  our  wounds.' 

*  Yes ;  a  short  time  does  cure  them  all — and  then  comes  chaos.* 
'  I  meant  a  short  time  in  this  world.' 

*  Well,  all  things  are  possible ;  but  I  do  not  understand  how 
mine  are  to  be  cured.  They  haye  come  too  clearly  from  my  own 
folly.'  .  3  ^ 

*  From  such  folly,'  said  Arthur,  *  as  always  impedes  the  working 
of  human  prudence.' 

*  Do  you  remember,  Arthur,  my  coming  to  you  the  morning 
after  the  degrees  came  down — when  you  were  so  low  in  spirits 
because  you  had  broken  down — when  I  was  so  full  of  triumph  ?' 

*  I  remember  the  morning  well ;  but  I  do  not  remember  any 
triumph  on  your  part.' 

'  Ah !  I  was  triumphant — triumphant  in  my  innermost  heart. 
I  thought  then  that  all  the  world  must  giye  way  to  me,  because 
I  had  taken  a  double-first.  And  now — I  haye  given  way  before 
all  the  world.  What  have  I  done  with  all  the  jewels  of  my  youth? 
Thrown  them  before  swine ! ' 

*  Come,  George  ;  you  are  hardly  seven-and-twenty  yet.' 

*  No,  hardly;  and  I  have  no  profeasioii,  uo  tei\.\XEkfe^\i<:i  Y^is:**''^^^"^ 
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and  no  purpose.  I  am  here,  sitting  on  the  broken  stone  of  an  old 
tomb,  merely  because  it  is  as  well  for  me  to  be  here  as  e}sewhere. 
I  have  made  myself  to  be  one  as  to  whose  whereabouts  no  man 
need  make  inquiry — and  no  woman.  If  that  black,  one-eyed  brute, 
whom  I  thrashed  a-top  of  the  pyramid,  had  stuck  his  knife  in  me, 
who  would  have  been  the  worse  for  it  ?  You,  perhaps — for  sii 
weeks  or  so.' 

*  You  know  there  are  many  would  have  wept  for  you.' 

*  I  know  but  one.  She  would  have  wept,  while  it  would  be  ten 
times  better  that  she  should  rejoice.  Yes,  she  would  weep ;  for 
I  have  marred  her  happiness  as  I  have  marred  my  own.  But  who 
cares  for  me,  of  whose  care  I  can  be  proud  ?  Who  is  anxious  for 
me,  whom  I  can  dare  to  thank,  whom  I  may  dare  to  love  ?  * 

*  Do  we  not  love  you  at  Hurst  Staple  ?* 

*  I  do  not  know.  But  I  know  this,  that  you  oilght  to  bo  ashamed 
of  me.  I  think  Adela  G-auntlet  is  my  friend ;  that  is,  if  in  our 
pig-headed  country  a  modest  girl  may  love  a  man  who  is  neither 
her  brother  nor  her  lover.' 

'  I  am  sure  she  is,'  said  Arthur ;  and  then  there  was  another 
pause.    *  Do  you  know,'  he  continued,  *  I  once  thought — * 
'  Thought  what  ?' 

*  That  you  were  fond  of  Adela.' 

*  So  I  am,  heartily  fond  of  her.' 

*  But  I  mean  more  than  that.' 

'  You  once  thought  that  I  would  have  married  her  if  I  could. 
That  is  what  you  mean.' 

*Yes,'  said  Wilkinson,  blushing  to  his  eyes.  But  it  did  not 
matter ;  for  no  one  could  see  him. 

*  Well ;  I  will  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  Arthur.  Men  can  talk 
here,  sitting  in  the  desert,  who  would  be  as  mute  as  death  at 
home  in  England.  Yes ;  there  was  once  a  moment,  once  one  mo- 
ment, in  which  I  would  have  married  her — a  moment  in  which  I 
flattered  myself  that  I  could  forget  Caroline  Waddington.  Ah ! 
if  I  could  tell  you  how  Adela  behaved !' 

*  How  did  she  behave  ?  Tell  me — what  did  she  say  ?'  said 
Arthur,  with  almost  feverish  anxiety. 

'  She  bade  me  remember,  that  those  who  dare  to  love  must  dare 
to  suffer.  .  She  told  me  that  the  wounded  stag,  "  that  from  the 
hunter's  aim  has  ta'en  a  hurt,"  must  endure  to  live,  "left  and 
abandoned  of  his  velvet  friends." — And  she  told  me  true.  I 
have  not  all  her  courage ;  but  I  will  take  a  lesson  from  her,  and 
learn  to  suffer — quietly,  without  a  word,  if  that  be  possible.* 

'  Then  you  did  propose  to  her  ?' 

*No;  hardly  that.  1  cannot  \.feW  ^\i'a.\.\  ^\^tk^^'^  \  \i\il  'tvraa 
tbua  abe  answered  me.' 


CAIBO.  897 

'  But  what  do  you  mean  by  taking  a  lesson  from  her  ?  Has 
she  any  such  suffering  ?' 

*  Nay !    Ton  may  ask  her.    I  did  not.' 

'  But  you  said  so  just  now ;  at  any  rate  you  left  me  to  infer  it» 
Is  there  any  one  whom  Adela  Gauntlet  really  loves  P* 

G-eorge  Bertram  did  not  answer  the  question  at  once.  He  had 
plighted  his  word  to  her  as  her  friend  that  he  would  keep  her  se- 
cret ;  and  then,  moreover,  that  secret  had  become  known  to  him 
by  mere  guesses.  He  had  no  right,  by  any  law,  to  say  it  as  a 
fact  that  Adela  Gauntlet  was  not  hearb-whole.  But  still  he 
thought  that  he  would  say  so.  Why  should  he  not  do  something 
towards  making  these  two  people  happy  ? 

*  Do  you  believe  that  Adela  is  resdly  in  love  with  any  one  ? ' 
repeated  Arthur.    . 

*  If  I  tell  you  that,  will  you  tell  me  this — ^Are  you  in  love 
with  any  one — ^you  yourself?' 

The  young  clergyman  was  again  ruby-red  up  to  his  forehead. 
He  could  dare  to  tdk  about  Adela,  but  hardly  about  himself. 

'  I  in  love !'  he  said  at  last.  '  You  know  that  I  have  been 
obliged  to  keep  out  of  that  kind  of  thing.  Circumstanced  as  I 
have  been,  I  could  not  marry.' 

'  But  that  does  not  keep  a  man  from  falling  in  love/ 

*  Does  not  it  ?'  said  Arthur,  rather  innocently, 

*  That  has  not  preserved  me — nor,  I  presume,  has  it  preserved 
you.  Come,  Arthur,  be  honest ;  if  a  man  with  thirty-nine  arti- 
cles round  his  neck  can  be  honest.  Out  with  the  truth  at  once. 
Do  you  love  Adela,  or  do  you  not  ?' 

But  the  truth  would  not  come  out  so  easily.  Whether  it  was 
the  thirty-nine  articles,  or  the  natural  modesty  of  the  man's  dis- 
position, I  will  not  say  ;  but  he  did  not  find  himself  at  the  mo- 
ment able  to  give  a  downright  answer  to  this  downright  question. 
He  would  have  been  well  pleased  that  Bertram  should  know  the 
whole  truth ;  but  the  task  of  telling  it  went  against  the  grain 
with  him. 

*  If  you  do,  and  do  not  tell  her  so,'  continued  Bertram,  when 
he  found  that  he  got  no  immediate  reply,  'I  shall  think  you — . 
But  no ;  a  man  must  be  his  own  judge  in  such  matters,  and  of 
all  men  I  am  the  least  fit  to  be  a  judge  of  others.  But  I  would 
that  it  might  be  so,  for  both  your  sakes.' 

*  Why,  you  say  yourself  that  she  likes  some  one  else.' 

*  I  have  never  said  so.    I  have  said  nothing  like  it.    There,  when 
you  get  home,  do  you  yourself  ask  her  whom  she  loves.    But  re- 
member this — if  it  should  chance  that  a\i©  ilvo\3l<^  ^-k^  Vikv^'^  *^^ 
jrou,  yon  muat  be  prepared  to  \)eai  t\v© '\i\rcftjea,  ^\i'e^'H«t  \ass\ 
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be  urged  to  the  contrary  at  the  vicarage.    And  now  we  will  re- 
tire to  roost  in  this  hole  of  ours.' 

Arthur  had  as  yet  made  no  reply  to  Bertram's  question ;  but 
as  he  crept  along  the  base  of  the  pyramid,  feeling  his  steps  among 
the  sand  and  loose  stones,  he  did  manage  to  say  a  word  or  two  of 
the  truth. 

*  Q-od  bless  you,  George.  I  do  love  her — very  dearly.'  And 
then  the  two  cousins  understood  each  other. 

It  has  been  said  that  Alexandria  has  nothing  of  an  Eastern 
town  but  its  filth.  This  cannot  at  all  be  said  of  Cairo.  It  may 
be  doubted  whether  Bagdad  itself  is  more  absolutely  oriental 
in  its  appurtenances.  When  once  the  Englishman  has  removed 
himself  nve  hundred  yards  from  Shepheard's  hotel,  he  begins  to 
feel  that  he  is  really  in  the  East.  Within  that  circle,  although 
it  contains  one  of  the  numerous  huge  buildings  appropriated  to 
the  viceroy's  own  purposes,  he  is  still  in  Great  Britain.  The 
donkey-boys  curse  in  English,  instead  of  Arabic ;  the  men  you 
meet  sauntering  about,  though  they  do  wear  red  caps,  have  cheeks 
as  red ;  and  the  road  is  broad  and  macadamized,  and  Britannic. 
But  anywhere  beyond  that  circle  Lewis  might  begin  to  paint. 

Cairo  is  a  beautiful  old  city ;  so  old  in  the  realities  of  age  that 
it  is  crumbling  into  dust  on  every  side.  From  time  to  time  the 
houses  are  patched  up,  but  only  patched ;  and,  except  on  the 
Britannic  sod  above  alluded  to,  no  new  houses  are  built.  It  is  full 
of  romance,  of  picturesque  oriental  wonders,  of  strange  sights, 
strange  noises,  and  strange  smells.  When  one  is  well  in  the  town, 
every  little  narrow  lane,  every  turn — and  the  turns  are  incessant — 
every  mosque  and  every  shop  creates  fresh  surprise.  But  I  can- 
not allow  myself  to  write  a  description  of  Cairo. 

How  the  dervishes  there  spun  and  shook,  going  through  their 
holy  exercises  with  admirable  perseverance,  that  I  must  tdl.  This 
occurred  towards  the  latter  end  of  the  winter,  when  Wilkinson  and 
Bertram  had  nearly  completed  their  sojourn  in  Cairo.  Not  but 
what  the  dervishes  had  roared  out  their  monotonous  prayer  to 
Allah,  duly  every  Friday,  at  1  p.m.,  with  as  much  precision  as  a 
service  in  one  of  your  own  cathedrals ;  but  our  friends  had  put 
the  thing  off,  as  hardly  being  of  much  interest,  and  at  last  went 
there  when  they  had  only  one  Friday  left  for  the  performance. 

I  believe  that,  as  a  rule,  a  Mahomedan  hates  a  Christian :  re- 
garding him  merely  as  Christian,  he  certainly  does  so.    Had  any 
tidings  of  confirmed  success  on  the  part  of  the  rebels  in  India 
reached  the  furthermost  parts  of  the  Turkish  empire,  no  Christian 
life  would  have  been  safe  ttieie.    T\3kfe  VotyA  qvj^y^^q.  \^rpetrated 
At  Jaffa,  and  the  maaaacre  at  Se&&8^)%\)&<^^si^^l  ^^^  w&^^^t^^^ 
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might  liave  expected.  In  Syria  no  Cbristian  is  admitted  within 
a  mosque,  for  his  foot  and  touch  are  considered  to  carry  pol- 
lution. 

But  in  Egypt  we  have  caused  ourselves  to  be  better  respected : 
we  thrash  the  Arabs  and  pay  them,  and  therefore  they  are  very 
glad  to  see  us  anywhere.  And  even  the  dervishes  welcome  us  to 
their  most  sacred  rites,  with  excellent  coffee,  and  a  loan  of  rush- 
bottomed  chairs.  Now,  when  it  is  remembered  that  a  Mahomedan 
never  uses  a  chair,  it  must  be  confessed  that  this  is  very  civil. 
Moreover,  let  it  be  said  to  their  immortal  praise,  that  the  dervishes 
of  Cairo  never  ask  for  backsheish.  *  They  are  the  only  people  in 
the  country  that  do  not. 

So  Bertram  and  Wilkinson  had  their  coffee  with  sundry  other 
travelling  Britons  who  were  there ;  and  then  each,  with  his  chair 
in  his  hand,  went  into  the  dervishes'  hall.  This  was  a  large,  lofby, 
round  room,  the  roof  of  which  was  in  the  shape  of  a  cupola ;  on 
one  side,  that  which  pointed  towards  Mecca,  and  therefore  nearly 
due  east,  there  was  an  empty  throne,  or  tribune,  in  which  the  head 
of  the  college,  or  dean  of  the  chapter  of  dervishes,  located  himself 
on  his  haunches.  He  was  a  handsome,  powerful  man,  of  about 
forty,  with  a  fine  black  beard,  dressed  in  a  flowing  gown,  and  covered 
by  a  flat-topped  black  cap. 

By  degrees,  and  slowly,  in  came  the  college  of  the  dervishes,  and 
seated  themselves  as  their  dean  was  seated ;  but  they  sat  on  the 
floor  in  a  circle,  which  spread  away  from  the  tribune,  getting 
larger  and  larger  in  its  dimensions  as  fresh  dervishes  came  in. 
There  was  not  much  attention  to  regularity  in  their  arrival,  for 
some  appeared  barely  in  time  for  the  closing  scene. 

The  commencement  was  tame  enough.  Still  seated,  they  shouted 
out  a  short  prayer  to  Allah  a  certain  number  of  times.  The  number 
was  said  to  be  ninety-nine.  But  they  did  not  say  the  whole  prayer 
at  once,  though  it  consisted  of  only  three  words.  They  took  the 
first  word  ninety-nine  times  ;  and  then  the  second ;  and  then  the 
third.  The  only  sound  to  be  recognized  was  that  of  Allah ;  but 
the  deep  guttural  tone  in  which  this  was  groaned  out  by  all  the 
voices  together,  made  even  that  anything  but  a  distinct  word. 

And  so  this  was  completed,  the  circle  getting  ever  larger  and 
larger.  And  it  was  remarked  that  men  came  in  as  dervishes  who 
belonged  to  various  ordinary  pursuits  and  trades ;  there  were  sol- 
diers in  the  circle,  and,  apparently,  common  labourers.  Indeed, 
any  one  may  join ;  though  I  {^resume  he  would  do  so  with  some 
danger  were  it  discovered  that  he  were  not  a  Mahomedan. 

Those  who  specially  belonged  to  the  college  had  peculiar  ^q^^s^s^ 
and  caps^  and  aernied  together  on  one  Bi&ib  oS.  ^^^  <£\£^^\  vs^Hb 
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appeared  to  our  friends,  tbat  throughout  the  entertainment  thej 
were  by  far  the  least  enthusiastic  of  the  performers. 

When  this  round  of  groaning  had  been  completed — and  it  oc- 
cupied probably  half  an  hour — a  young  lad,  perhaps  of  seventeen 
years,  very  handsome,  and  handsomely  dressed  in  a  puce-coloured 
cloak,  or  rather  petticoat,  with  a  purple  hat  on  his  head,  in  shape 
like  an  inverted  flower-pot,  slipped  forth  from  near  the  tribune 
into  the  middle  of  the  circle,  and  began  to  twirl.  After  about 
five  or  six  minutes,  two  other  younger  boys,  somewhat  similarly 
dressed,  did  the  same,  and  twirled  also ;  so  that  there  were  three 
twirling  together.  ' 

But  the  twirling  of  the  elder  boy  was  by  far  the  more  graceful. 
Let  any  young  lady  put  out  both  her  hands,  so  as  to  bring  the  one 
to  the  level  of  her  waist,  and  the  other  with  the  crown  of  her 
head,  and  then  go  round  and  round,  as  nearly  as  possible  on  the 
same  spot ;  let  her  do  this  so  that  no  raising  of  either  foot  shall 
ever  be  visible ;  and  let  her  continue  it  for  fifbeen  minutes,  with- 
out any  variation  in  the  attitude  of  her  arms,  or  any  sign  of  fatigue, 
— ^and  then  she  may  go  in  for  a  twirling  dervish.  It  is  absurd  to 
suppose  that  any  male  creature  in  England  could  perform  the  feat. 
During  this  twirling,  a  little  black  boy  marked  the  time,  by  beat- 
ing with  two  sticks  on  a  rude  gong. 

This  dance  was  kept  up  at  first  for  fifteen  minutes.  Then  there 
was  another  short  spell  of  howling ;  then  another  dance,  or  twirl ; 
and  then  the  real  game  began. 

The  circle  had  now  become  so  large  as  to  occupy  the  greater 
part  of  the  hall,  and  was  especially  swelled  by  sundry  new  arrivals 
at  this  moment.  In  particular,  there  came  one  swarthy,  tali, 
wretched-looking  creature,  with  wild  eyes,  wan  face,  and  black 
hair  of  extraordinary  length,  who  took  up  his  position,  standing  im- 
mediately opposite  to  the  tribune.  Other  new  comers  also  stood 
near  him,  all  of  whom  were  remarkable  for  the  length  of  their 
hair.  Some  of  them  had  it  tied  up  behind  like  women,  and  now 
proceeded  to  unloose  it. 

But  at  this  period  considerable  toilet  preparations  were  made 
for  the  coming  work.  All  those  in  the  circle  who  had  not  come 
in  from  the  college  with  gowns  and  caps,  and  one  or  two  even  of 
them,  deliberately  took  off  their  outer  clothing,  and  tied  it  up  in 
bundles.  These  bundles  they  removed  to  various  comers,  so  that 
each  might  again  find  his  own  clothes.  One  or  two  put  on  calico 
dressing-gowns,  which  appeared  to  have  been  placed  ready  for  the 
purpose ;  and  among  these  was  the  cadaverous  man  of  the  black 
hair. 

And  then  they  all  stood  uip,  ^^'ft  d^sKa  ^^si^Mi^  ^^  \^l<;stft  hia 
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tribune,  and  a  deep-toned  murmur  went  round  the  circle.  This 
aiso  was  the  word  Allah,  as  was  duly  explained  to  Bertram  by  his 
dragoman  ;  but  without  such  explanation  it  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  detect  that  any  word  was  pronounced.  Indeed,  the 
sound  was  of  such  nature  as  to  make  it  altogether  doubtful  from 
whence  it  came.  It  was  like  no  human  voice,  or  amalgamation  of 
voices ;  but  appeared  as  though  it  came  from  the  very  bowels  of 
the  earth.  At  first  it  was  exceedingly  low,  but  it  increased  gra- 
dually, till  at  last  one  might  have  fancied  that  the  legions  of  Lu- 
cifer were  groaning  within  the  very  bowels  of  Pandemonium. 

And  also,  by  slow  degrees,  a  motion  was  seen  to  pervade  the 
circle.  The  men,  instead  of  standing  fixedly  on  their  legs,  leaned 
over,  first  to  the  right  and  then  to  the  left,  all  swaying  backwards 
and  forwards  together  in  the  same  direction,  so  t^at  both  sound 
and  motion  were  as  though  they  came  from  one  compact  body. 

And  then,  as  the  groan  became  louder,  so  did  the  motion  be- 
come more  violent,  till  the  whole  body  heaved  backwards  and  for- 
wards with  the  regularity  of  a  pendulum  and  the  voice  of  a  steam- 
engine.  As  the  excitement  became  strong,  the  head  of  the  der- 
vishes walked  along  the  inner  circle,  exciting  those  to  more  vio- 
lence who  already  seemed  the  most  violent.  This  he  did,  standing 
for  a  few  minutes  before  each  such  man,  bowing  his  own  head  ra- 
pidly and  groaning  deeply ;  and  as  he  did  so,  the  man  before  whom 
he  stood  would  groan  and  swing  himself  with  terrible  energy.  And 
the  men  with  the  long  hair  were  especially  selected. 

And  by  degrees  the  lateral  motion  was  abandoned,  and  the  der- 
vishes bowed  their  heads  forwards  instead  of  sideways.  No  one 
who  has  not  seen  the  operation  can  conceive  what  men  may  achieve 
in  the  way  of  bowing  and  groaning.  They  bowed  till  they  swept 
the  floor  with  their  long  hair,  bending  themselves  double,  and  after 
each  motion  bringing  themselves  up  again  to  an  erect  posture. 
And  the  dean  went  backwards  and  forwards  from  one  to  another, 
urging  them  on. 

By  this  time  the  sight  was  terrible  to  behold.  The  perspiration 
streamed  down  them,  the  soiyids  came  forth  as  though  their  very 
hearts  were  bursting,  their  faces  were  hidden  by  their  dishevelled 
locks,  whatever  clothes  they  wore  were  reeking  wet.  But  still 
they  flung  themselves  about,  the  motion  becoming  faster  and 
faster ;  and  still  the  sounds  came  forth  as  though  from  the  very 
depths  of  Tartarus.  And  still  the  venerable  dean  went  backwards 
and  forwards  slowly  before  them,  urging  them  on,  and  still  urging 
them  on. 

But  at  last,  nature  with  the  greater  number  of  tWa^V^aAL^sia.^ 
her  last  effort;  the  dean  retired  to  \i\a  txiibMaft,  «sA>2w?v  ^\s^^^^^ 
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broken  up.  But  those  men  with  the  long  hair  still  persevered. 
It  appeared,  both  to  Bertram  and  Wilkinson,  that  with  them  the 
effort  was  now  involuntary.  They  were  carried  on  by  an  ecstatic 
frenzy ;  either  that,  or  they  were  the  best  of  actors.  The  circle 
had  broken  up,  the  dervishes  were  lying  listlessly  along  the  walls, 
panting  with  heat,  and  nearly  lifeless  with  their  exertions ;  but 
some  four,  remaining  with  their  feet  fixed  in  the  old  place,  still 
bowed  and  still  howled. 

*  They  will  die,'  said  Bertram. 

*  Will  they  not  be  stopped  ?'  said  Wilkinson  to  their  dragoman. 

*  Five  minutes,  five  minutes !'  said  the  dragoman.  *  Look  at 
him — look  at  him  with  the  black  hair  I'     And  they  did  look. 

Three  of  them  had  now  fallen,  and  the  one  remained  still  at  his 
task.  He  swept  the  ground  with  his  hair,  absolutely  striking  it 
with  his  head ;  and  the  sounds  came  forth  from  him  loudly,  wildly, 
with  broken  gasps,  with  terrible  exertion,  as  though  each  would 
be  his  last,  and  yet  they  did  nothing  to  repress  him. 

At  last  it  seemed  as  though  the  power  of  fully  raising  his  head 
had  left  him,  and  also  that  of  lowering  it  to  the  ground.  But 
still  he  made  as  it  were  a  quarter-circle.  His  hands  were  clutched 
behind  his  back,  and  with  this  singular  motion,  and  in  this  singu- 
lar attitude,  he  began  to  move  his  feet ;  and  still  groaning  and 
half  bowing,  he  made  a  shuffling  progress  across  the  hall.     • 

The  dervishes  themselves  appeared  to  take  no  notice  of  him. 
The  dean  stood  tranquil  under  his  tribune ;  those  who  had  re- 
covered from  their  exertions  were  dressing  themselves,  the  others 
lay  about  collecting  their  breath.  But  the  eyes  of  every  stranger 
were  on  the  still  moving  black-haired  devotee. 

On  he  went,  still  howling  and  still  swinging  his  head,  right  to- 
wards the  wall  of  the  temple.  His  pace  was  not  fast,  but  it 
seemed  as  though  he  would  inevitably  knock  his  own  brains  out 
by  the  motion  of  his  own  head ;  and  yet  nobody  stopped  him. 

*  He'll  kill  himself,'  said  Wilkinson. 

*  No,  no,  no  !'  said  the  dragoman ;  *  him  no  kill— him  head  berry 
hard.' 

Bertram  rushed  forward  as  though  to  stay  the  infuriate  fanatic, 
but  one  or  two  of  the  dervishes  who  stood  aroirnd  gently  pre- 
vented him,  without  speaking  a  word. 

And  then  the  finale  came.  Crack  he  went  a^inst  the  wall,  re- 
bounded off,  and  went  at  it  again,  and  then  agam.  Thev  were  no 
mock  blows,  but  serious,  heavy  raps,  as  from  a  small  battering- 
ram.  But  yet  both  Bertram  and  Wilkinson  were  able  to  observe 
that  he  did  not  strike  the  wall,  as  he  would  naturally  have  done 
iad  there  been  no  precaution.    'EL».3l\x^  u\.x>i08.\\.^\V!L\fiLa  liead  in 
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motion,  as  was  intended  to  be  believed,  the  blow  would  have  come 
upon  his  forehead  and  temples,  and  must  probably  have  killed 
him ;  but  instead  of  this,  just  as  he  approached  the  wall,  he  butted 
at  it  like  a  ram,  and  saved  his  forehead  at  the  expense  of  his  poll. 
It  may  probably  be  surmised,  therefore,  that  he  knew  what  he  was 
about. 

After  these  three  raps,  the  man  stood,  still  doubled  up,  but 
looking  as  though  he  were  staggered.  And  then  he  went  again 
with  his  head  towards  the  wall.  But  the  dean,  satisfied  with  what 
had  been  done,  now  interposed,  and  this  best  of  dervishes  was 
gently  laid  on  his  back  upon  the  floor,  while  his  long  matted  hair 
was  drawn  from  off  his  face.  As  he  so  lay,  the  sight  was  not 
agreeable  to  Christian  eyes,  whatever  a  true  Mahomedan  might 
think  of  it. 

'Twas  thus  the  dervishes  practised  their  religious  rites  at  Cairo. 
*  I  wonder  how  much  that  black  fellow  gets  paid  every  Friday,' 
said  Bertram,  as  he  mounted  his  donkey ;  '  it  ought  to  be  some- 
thing very  handsome.' 
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The  winter  was  now  nearly  over,  and  the  travellers  had  deter- 
mined to  return  to  England.  Whatever  other  good  purpose  the 
city  of  Cairo  might  or  might  not  serve,  it  had  restored  Wilkinson^ 
to  health.  Bertram  was  sufficiently  weary  of  living  in  a  country 
in  which  the  women  go  about  with  their  faces  hidden  by  long 
dirty  stripes  of  calico,  which  they  call  veils,  and  in  which  that 
little  which  is  seen  of  the  ladies  by  no  means  creates  a  wish  to  see 
more.  And  Wilkinson,  since  the  conversation  which  they  had 
had  at  the  Pyramids,  was  anxious  to  assume  his  own  rights  in  the 
vicarage-house  at  Hurst  Staple.  So  they  decided  on  returning 
about  the  middle  of  March :  but  they  decided  also  on  visiting 
Suez  before  doing  so. 

In  these  days  men  go  from  Cairo  to  Suez  as  they  do  from  Lon- 
don to  Birmingham — by  railway ;  in  those  days — some  ten  or 
twelve  years  back,  that  is — they  went  in  wooden  boxes,  and  were 
dragged  by  mules  through  the  desert. 

We  cannot  stay  long  at  Suez,  nor  sho\\\d  \  csrc^  tktj  ^^iSssst 
there,  even  for  a  daj,  seeing  how  triate  a\i^  ^ajSi  ^2<^fc  ^'Wife  K^O'oa^ 

*I  Ti  ^ 
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not  our  hero  made  an  acquaintance  there  which  for  some  time  was 
likely  to  have  a  considerable  effect  on  his  future  life. 

Suez  is  indeed  a  triste,  unhappy,  wretched  place.  It  is  a  small 
oriental  town,  now  much  be-Europeanized,  and  in  the  process  of 
being  be-Anglicized.  It  is  not  so  Beelzebub-ridden  a  spot  as 
Alexandria,  nor  falling  to  pieces  like  Cairo.  But  it  has  neither 
water,  air,  nor  verdure.  No  trees  grow  there,  no  rivers  flow  there. 
Men  drink  brine  and  eat  goats ;  and  the  thermometer  stands  at 
eighty  in  the  shade  in  winter.  The  oranges  are  the  only  luxury. 
There  is  a  huge  hotel,  which  contains  long  rows  of  hot  cells,  and 
a  vast  cave  in  which  people  eat.  The  interest  of  the  place  con- 
sists in  Pharaoh's  passage  over  the  Red  Sea ;  but  its  future  pro- 
sperity will  be  caused  by  a  transit  of  a  different  nature : — the 
passage  of  the  English  to  and  from  India  will  turn  even  Suez  into 
an  important  town. 

Here  the  two  travellers  encountered  a  flood  of  Indians  on  their 
return  home.  The  boat  from  Calcutta  came  in  while  they  were 
there,  and  suddenly  all  the  cells  were  tenanted,  and  the  cave  was 
full  of  spoiled  children,  tawny  nurses,  pale  languid  mothers,  and 
dyspeptic  fathers.  These  were  to  be  fellow-travellers  homewards 
with  Bertram  and  Wilkinson. 

Neither  of  our  friends  regarded  with  favour  the  crowd  which 
made  them  even  more  uncomfortable  than  they  had  been  before. 
As  Englishmen  in  such  positions  generally  do,  they  kept  them- 
selves aloof  and  scowled,  frowned  at  the  children  who  whined  in 
the  nearest  neighbourhood  to  them,  and  listened  in  disgust  to  the 
continuous  chatter  about  punkahs,  tiffins,  and  bungalows. 

But  close  to  them,  at  the  end  of  the  long  table,  at  the  common 
dinner,  sat  two  ladies,  on  whom  it  was  almost  impossible  for  them 
to  frown.  For  be  ib  known  that  at  these  hotels  in  Egypt,  a  man 
cannot  order  his  dinner  when  he  pleases.  He  must  breakfast  at 
nine,  and  dine  at  six,  as  others  do — or  go  without.  And  whether 
he  dine,  or  whether  he  do  not,  he  must  pay.  The  Medes  and  Per- 
sians were  lax  and  pliable  in  their  laws  in  comparison  with  these 
publicans. 

Both  Q-eorge  and  Arthur  would  have  frowned  if  they  could 
have  done  so ;  but  on  these  two  ladies  it  was  impossible  to  frown. 
They  were  both  young,  and  both  pretty,  George's  neighbour  was 
uncommonly  pretty — was,  indeed,  one  of  the  prettiest  Women 
that  he  had  ever  seen ; — that  any  man  could  see  anywhere.  She 
was  full  of  smiles  too,  and  her  smile  was  heavenly ; — was  full  of 
words,  and  her  words  were  witty.  She  who  sat  next  Arthur  was 
perhaps  Jess  attractive  •,  but  a\i©  htwl  large  soft  eyes,  which  ever 
and  anon  she  would  raise  to  \i\a  i«y(ie,OTA^evi\^^»i^^^MesiV^\«t 
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plate  in  a  manner  which  made  sparks  fly  round  the  heart  even  of 
our  somewhat  sombre  young  Hampshire  vicar. 

The  four  were  soon  in  full  conversation,  apparently  much  to  the 
disgust  of  two  military-looking  gentlemen  who  sat  on  the  other 
side  of  the  ladies.  And  it  was  evident  that  the  military  gentlemen 
and  the  ladies  were,  or  ought  to  be,  on  terms  of  intimacy ;  for 
proffers  of  soup,  and  mutton,  and  wine  were  whispered  low,  and 
little  attempts  at  confidential  intercourse  were  made.  But  the 
proffers  were  rejected,  and  the  attempts  were  in  vain.  The  ladies 
preferred  to  have  their  plates  and  glasses  filled  by  the  strangers, 
turned  their  shoulders  on  their  old  friends  with  but  scant  courtesy, 
and  were  quite  indifferent  to  the  frowns  which  at  last  clouded 
those  two  military  brows. 

And  the  brows  of  Major  Biffin  and  Captain  M'Gramm  were 
clouded.  They  had  been  filling  the  plates  and  glasses  of  these 
two  ladies  all  the  way  from  Calcutta ;  they  had  walked  wifli  them 
every  day  on  deck,  had  fetched  their  chairs,  picked  up  their  hand- 
kerchiefs, and  looked  after  their  bottled  beer  at  tiffin-time  with  an 
assiduity  which  is  more  than  commendable  in  such  warm  latitudes. 
And  now  to  be  thrown  on  one  side  for  two  travelling  Englishmen, 
one  in  a  brown  coat  and  the  other  in  a  black  one— for  two  n^uffs, 
who  had  never  drunk  sangaree  or  sat  under  a  puukah ! 

This  was  unpleasant  to  Major  Biffin  and  Captain  M'Gramm. 
But  then  why  had  the  major  and  the  captain  boasted  of  the 
favours  they  had  daily  received,  to  that  soft-looking,  superannuated 
judge,  and  to  their  bilious  friend.  Dr.  O'Shaughnessy  ?  The 
judge  and  the  doctor  had  of  course  their  female  allies,  and  had  of 
course  repeated  to  them  all  the  boasts  of  the  fortunate  major  and 
of  the  fortunate  captain.  And  was  it  not  equally  of  course  that 
these  ladies  should  again  repeat  the  same  to  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs. 
Price  ?  For  she  who  was  so  divinely  perfect  was  Mrs.  Cox,  and 
she  of  the  soft,  lustrous  eyes  was  Mrs.  Price.  Those  who  think 
that  such  a  course  was  not  natural  know  little  of  voyages  home 
from  Calcutta  to  Southampton. 

But  the  major,  who  had  been  the  admirer  of  Mrs.  Cox,  had 
done  more  than  this — had  done  worse,  we  may  say.  The  world  of 
the  good  ship  '  Lahore,'  which  was  bringing  them  all  home,  had 
declared  ever  since  they  had  left  Point  de  Galle,  that  the  major 
and  Mrs.  Cox  were  engaged.  Now,  had  the  major,  in  boasting 
of  his  favours,  boasted  also  of  his  engagement,  no  harm  perhaps 
might  have  come  of  it.  The  sweet  good-nature  of  the  widow 
might  have  overlooked  that  offence.  But  he  had  boasted  of  the 
favours  and  pooh-poohed  the  engagement  I  *  Hmft.  \k\sfc  \sMss^^oiSfol 
And  who  Bball  B&y  that  the  mdcw  Yfaa  ^toti^*^     ife^sA  ^^  ^s^  ""^^^ 
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other  widow,  Mrs.  Price,  she  was  tired  of  Captain  M'Gramin.  A 
little  fact  had  transpired  about  Captain  M'G-ramm,  namely,  that 
he  was  going  home  to  his  wife.  And  therefore  the  two  ladies, 
who  had  conspired  together  to  be  civil  to  the  two  warriors,  now 
conspired  together  to  be  uncivil  to  them.  In  England  such  things 
are  done,  as  it  were,  behind  the  scenes  :  there  these  little  quarrels 
are  managed  in  private.  But  a  passage  home  from  India  admits 
of  but  little  privacy ;  there  is  no  behind  the  scenes.  The  two 
widows  were  used  to  this,  and  quarrelled  with  their  military  ad- 
mirers in  public  without  any  compunction. 

*  Hinc  niae  lacrymae.'  But  the  major  was  not  inclined  to  shed 
his  tears  without  an  effort.  He  had  pooh-poohed  the  idea  of 
marrying  Mrs.  Cox ;  but  like  many  another  man  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances, he  was  probably  willing  enough  to  enter  intio  such  an 
arrangement  now  that  the  facility  of  doing  so  was  taken  from  him. 
It  is  possible  that  Mrs.  Cox,  when  she  turned  her  pretty  shoulder 
on  Major  Biffin,  may  herself  have  understood  this  phasis  of  human 
nature. 

The  major  was  a  handsome  man,  with  well-brushed  hair,  well- 
trimmed  whiskers,  a  forehead  rather  low,  but  very  symmetrical,  a 
well-shaped  nose,  and  a  small,  pursy  mouth.  The  worst  of  his  face 
was  that  you  could  by  no  means  remember  it.  But  he  knew  him- 
self to  be  a  handsome  man,  and  he  could  not  understand  how  he 
could  be  laid  aside  for  so  ugly  a  lout  as  this  stranger  from  Eng- 
land. Captain  M'Gramm  was  not  a  handsome  man,  and  he  was 
aware  that  he  fought  his  battle  under  the  disadvantage  of  a  wife. 
But  he  had  impudence  enough  to  compensate  him  for  this  double 
drawback. 

During  this  first  dinner,  Arthur  Wilkinson  was  not  more  than 
coldly  civil  to  Mrs.  Price;  but  Bertram  became  after  a  while 
warmly  civil  to  Mrs.  Cox.  It  is  so  very  nice  to  be  smiled  on  by 
the  prettiest  woman  in  the  room ;  and  it  was  long  since  he  had 
seen  the  smile  of  any  pretty  woman !  Indeed,  for  the  last  eighteen 
months  he  had  had  but  little  to  do  with  such  smiles. 

Before  dinner  was  over,  Mrs.  Cox  had  explained  to  Bertram 

that  both  she  and  her  friend  Mrs.  Price  were  in  deep  affliction. 

They  had  recently  lost  their  husbands — the  one,  by  cholera ;  that 

was  poor  dear  Cox,  who  had  been  collector  of  the  Honourable 

Company's  taxes  at  Panjabee.   Whereas,  Lieutenant  Price,  of  the 

7l8t  Native  Bengal  Infantry,  had  succumbed  to — here  Mrs.  Cox 

^  shook  her  head,  and  whispered,  and  pointed  to  the  champagne- 

£}asa  which  Bertram  was  in  the  act  of  filling  for  her.     Poop  Cox 

Ead  gone  just  eight  montlaft  •,  W\.  ^t\^^  Vj^sA  ^^Vaa  liia  last  glasji 

Trithin  six.     And  so  Bertram  kae^  «Xi«Xio\j!fc\\i. 
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And  then  there  was  a  great  fuss  in  packing  the  travellers  into 
the  wooden  boxes.  It  seems  that  they  had  all  made  up  their  own 
parties  by  sixes,  that  being  the  number  of  which  one  box  was  sup- 
posed to  be  capable.  But  pretty  women  are  capricious,  and  neither 
Mrs.  Price  nor  Mrs.  Gox  were  willing  to  abide  by  any  such  ar- 
rangement. When  the  time  came  for  handing  them  in,  they  both 
objected  to  the  box  pointed  out  to  them  by  Major  BiflBn — refused 
to  be  lifted  in  by  the  arms  of  Captain  M'Gramm — got  at  last  into 
another  vacant  box  with  the  assistance  of  our  friends — summoned 
their  dingy  nurses  and  babies  into  the  same  box  (for  each  was  so 
provided) — and  then  very  prettily  made  way  for  Mr.  Bertram  and 
Mr.  Wilkinson.     And  so  they  went  across  the  desert. 

Then  they  all  stayed  a  night  at  Cairo,  and  then  they  went  on  to 
Alexandria.  And  by  the  time  that  they  were  embarked  in  a  boat 
together,  on  their  way  to  that  gallant  first-class  steamer,  the 
*  Cagliari,'  they  were  as  intimate  as  though  they  had  travelled 
round  the  world  together,  and  had  been  as  long  about  it  as  Cap- 
tain Cook. 

*  What  will  you  take  with  vou,  Mrs.  Cox  ?'  said  Bertram,  as  he 
stood  up  in  the  boat  with  the  baby  on  one  arm,  while  with  the 
other  he  handed  the  lady  towards  the  ship's  ladder. 

*  A  good  ducking,'  said  Mrs.  Cox,  with  a  cheery  laugh,  as  at  the 
moment  a  dashing  wave  covered  them  with  its  spray.  *  And  I've 
got  it  too,  with  a  vengeance.  Ha !  ha !  Take  care  of  the  baby, 
whatever  you  do ;  and  if  she  falls  over,  mind  you  go  after  her. 
And  with  another  little  peal  of  silver  ringing  laughter,  she  tripped 
up  the  side  of  the  ship,  and  Bertram,  with  the  baby,  followed  after 
her. 

*  She  is  such  a  giddy  thing,'  said  Mrs.  Price;  turning  her  soft 
eyes  on  poor  Arthur  Wilkinson.  *  Oh,  laws  !  I  know  I  shall  be 
drowned.  Do  hold  me.'  And  Arthur  Wilkinson  did  hold  her,  and 
nearly  carried  her  up  into  the  ship.  As  he  did  so,  his  mind  would 
fly  off  to  Adela  Gauntlet ;  but  his  arms  and  legs  were  not  the  less 
at  the  service  of  Mrs.  Price. 

*  And  now  look  after  the  places,'  said  Mrs.  Cox ;  *  you  haven't  a 
moment  to  lose.  And  look  here,  Mr.  Bertram,  mind,  I  won't  sit 
next  to  Major  Bifi&n.  And,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't  let  us  be  near 
that  fellow  M'Gramm.  And  so  Bertram  descended  into  the  salon 
to  place  their  cards  in  the  places  at  which  they  were  to  sit  for  din- 
ner. *  Two  and  two  ;  opposite  to  each  other,'  sang  out  Mrs.  Cox, 
as  he  went.  There  was  a  sweetness  in  her  voice,  a  low,  mellow 
cheeriness  in  her  tone,  which,  combined  with  her  beauty,  went  far 
to  atone  for  the  nature  of  what  she  &aid\  ^.u'i^et^Tc^xsiTi^cNiXissj^^^ 
inglj  obeyed  her  behei^ts. 


408  THE  BERTRAMS, 

*  Oh,  my  blessed  baby !'  said  Mrs.  Price,  as  the  nurse  handed 
her  the  child — which,  however,  she  immediately  handed  back. 
*  How  can  I  thank  you  enough,  Mr.  Wilkinson  ?  What  should  we 
have  done  without  you  ?  I  wonder  whether  it's  near  tifiin.  I  am 
so  faint.* 

*  Shall  I  fetch  you  anything  ?'  said  he. 

*  If  you  could  get  me  a  glass  of  porter.  But  I  don't  think  they'll 
give  it  you.     They  are  so  uncivil !' 

Arthur  went  for  the  beer ;  but  went  in  vain.  The  steward  said 
that  lunch  would  be  ready  at  twelve  o'clock. 

*  They  are  such  brutes  V  said  Mrs.  Price.  *  Well,  I  suppose  I 
must  wait.'  And  she  again  turned  her  eyes  upon  Arthur,  and  he 
again  thought  of  Adela  Gauntlet. 

And  then  there  was  the  ordinary  confusion  of  a  starting  ship. 
Men  and  women  were  hurrying  about  after  their  luggage,  asking 
all  manner  of  unreasonable  questions.  Ladies  were  complaining 
of  their  berths,  and  servants  asking  where  on  dearth  they  were  to 
sleep.  Gentlemen  were  swearing  that  they  had  been  shamefully 
doubled  up — that  is,  made  to  lie  with  two  or  three  men  in  the 
same  cabin ;  and  friends  were  contriving  to  get  commodious  seats 
for  dinner.  The  officers  of  the  ship  were  all  busy,  treating  with 
apparent  indifference  the  thousand  questions  that  were  asked  them 
on  every  side  ;  and  all  was  bustle,  confusion,  hurry,  and  noise. 

And  then  they  were  off.  The  pistons  of  the  engine  moved 
slowly  up  and  down,  the  huge  cranks  revolved,  and  the  waters 
under  the  bow  rippled  and  gave  way.  They  were  off,  and  the  busi- 
ness of  the  voyage  commenced.  The  younger  people  prepared  for 
their  flirtations,  the  mothers  unpacked  their  children's  clothes,  and 
the  elderly  gentlemen  lighted  their  cigars. 

*  What  very  queer  women  they  are !'  said  Arthur,  walking  the 
deck  with  his  cousin. 

*  But  very  pretty,  and  very  agreeable.     I  like  them  both.' 

*  Don't  you  think  them  too  free  and  easy  ?' 

*  Ah,  you  must  not  judge  of  them  by  women  who  have  lived  in 
England,  who  have  always  had  the  comfort  of  well-arranged  homes. 
They  have  been  knocked  about,  ill-used,  and  forced  to  bear  hard- 
ships as  men  bear  them ;  but  still  there  is  about  them  so  much 
that  is  charming.     They  are  so  frank !' 

*  Yes,  verv  frank,'  said  Arthur. 

*  It  is  well  to  see  the  world  on  all  sides,'  said  George.  *  For 
myself,  I  think  that  we  are  lucky  to  have  come  across  them — that 
is,  if  Major  Biffin  does  not  cut  my  throat.' 

'J  hope  Captain  M'Granim  -^lou't  cut  mine.    He  looked  as 
though  be  would.' 
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*  Did  you  ever  see  such  an  ass  as  that  Biffin  ?  I  don't  wonder 
that  she  has  become  sick  of  him ;  and  then  he  has  behaved  so  very 
badly  to  her.     I  really  do  pity  her.    She  has  told  me  all  about  it.* 

*  And  so  has  Mrs.  rrice  told  me  all  about  Captain  M*Gramm.' 

*  Has  she  ?  Well !  It  seems  that  he,  Biffin,  has  taken  advan- 
tage of  her  frank,  easy  manner,  and  talked  of  her  to  every  man  in 
the  ship.  I  think  she  has  been  quite  right  to  cut  him.'  And  so 
they  discussed  the  two  ladies. 

And  at  last  Mrs.  Price  got  her  porter,  and  Mrs.  Cox  got  hep 

?ale  ale.   *  I  do  like  pale  ale,'  said  she  ;  '  I  suppose  it's  vulgar,  but 
can't  help  that.     W  hat  amuses  me  is,  that  so  many  ladies  drink 
it  who  are  quite  ashamed  to  say  they  like  it.' 

*  They  take  it  for  their  healtn's  sake,'  said  Bertram. 

*  Oh,  yes  ;  of  course  they  do.  Mrs.  Bangster  takes  her  half-pint 
of  brandy  every  night  for  her  health's  sake,  no  doubt.  Would  you 
believe  it,  Mr.  Bertram,  the  doctor  absolutely  had  to  take  her  out 
of  the  saloon  one  night  in  the  *  Lahore '?    Didn't  he,  Mrs.  Price  ?' 

*  Indeed  he  did.  I  never  was  so  shocked. — Just  a  little  drop 
more  to  freshen  it.'  And  Mr.  Wilkinson  gave  her  another  glass  of 
porter. 

Before  they  reached  Malta,  all  the  passengers  from  India  had 
agreed  that  Mrs.  Cox  and  Bertram  would  certainly  make  a  match 
of  it,  and  that  Wilkinson  was  also  in  danger. 

*  Did  vou  ever  see  such  flirts  ?'  said  Mrs.  Bangster  to  Dp. 
O'Shaughriessy.     *  What  an  escape  Biffin  has  had !' 

*  She  is  a  deuced  pretty  woman,  Mrs.  Bangster ;  and  I'll  tell 
you  what :  Biffin  would  give  one  of  his  eyes  to  get  her  back  again 
if  he  could.* 

*  Laws,  doctor !  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that  he  ever  meant 
to  marry  that  thing  ?' 

*  I  don't  know  what  he  meant  before ;  but  he  would  mean  it 
now,  if  he  got  the  opportunity.' 

Here  Captain  M'Gramm  joined  them.  *  Well,  Mac,'  said  the 
doctor,  *  what  news  with  the  widow  ?' 

*  Widow !  they'd  all  be  widows  if  they  could,  I  believe.' 

*  Indeed,  I  wouldn't,  for  one,'  said  Mrs.  Bangster,  '  B.  is  a  deal 
too  well  off  where  he  is.     Ha !  ha !  ha !' 

*  But  what  about  Mrs.  Price — eh,  Mac  ?*  continued  the  doctor. 
'There  she  is.     You'd  better  go  and  ask  her  yourself.     You 

don't  suppose  I  ever  cared  about  such  a  woman  as  that  ?  Only 
I  do  say  this  :  if  she  goes  on  behaving  herself  in  that  way,  some 
one  ought  to  speak  to  the  captain.' 

But  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Price  went  on  thevc  Qr^rcL^vj^Vsfefc^issN.^ 
Buch  wenacea  not  at  all ;  and  by  tbe  time  tVe^  V'^.^.  x^^^^^i^"^^^^ 
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they  had  told  the  whole  history  of  their  lives  to  the  two  gentle- 
men—and perhaps  something  more. 

At  Malta  the  j  remained  about  six  hours,  and  the  four  dined  on 
shore  together.  Bertram  bought  for  them  Maltese  veils  and  bad 
cameos ;  and  Wilkinson,  misled  by  such  an  example,  was  forced  to 
do  the  same.  These  treasures  were  not  hidden  under  a  bushel 
when  they  returned  to  the  ship ;  and  Dr.  O'Shaughnessy,  Mrs. 
Bangster,  the  fat  judge,  and  a  host  of  others,  were  more  sure  than 
ever  that  both  the  widows  were  re-engaged. 

And  Arthur  Wilkinson  was  becoming  frightened  in  bis  mind. 
*  Upon  my  word,'  aaid  he,  as  he  and  George  were  walking  the  deck 
at  sunrise  the  next  morning,  *  upon  my  word,  I  am  getting  very 
tired  of  this  woman,  and  I  really  think  we  are  making  a  show  of 
ourselves.' 

*  Making  a  show  of  ourselves !     What  do  you  mean  ?' 

*  Why,  walking  with  them  every  day,  and  always  sitting  next  to 
them.' 

*  As  to  sitting  next  to  them,  we  can't  help  that.  Everybody 
always  sits  in  the  same  place,  and  one  must  sit  next  some  one ; 
and  it  wouldn't  be  kind  to  leave  them  to  walk  alone.' 

*  I  think  we  may  overdo  it,  you  know.' 

*  Ah,  well,'  said  George,  *  you  have  some  one  else  to  think  about. 
I  have  no  one,  unless  it  be  this  widow.  She  is  kind  to  me,  and 
as  to  what  the  world  says,  I  care  nothing  about  it.' 

On  that  day  Wilkinson  was  busy  with  his  books,  and  did  not 
walk  with  Mrs.  Price — a  piece  of  neglect  which  sat  uneasily  on 
that  lady's  mind.  But  at  ten  o'clock,  as  usual,  Bertram  was  pacing 
the  deck  with  Mrs.  Cox. 

*  What  is  the  matter  with  your  friend  ?'  said  she. 

*  Oh,  nothing.     He  is  home-sick,  I  suppose.' 

*  I  hope  he  has  not  quarrelled  with  Minnie.'  For  the  two  ladies 
had  come  to  call  each  other  by  their  Christian  names  when  they 
were  in  company  with  the  gentlemen ;  and  Bertram  had  once  or 
twice  used  that  of  Mrs.  Cox,  not  exactly  in  speaking  to  her,  but 
in  speaking  of  her  in  her  presence. 

*  Oh,  dear,  no,'  said  Bertram. 

'  Because  it  is  so  odd  he  should  not  give  her  his  arm  as  usual. 
I  suppose  you  will  be  treating  me  so  as  we  draw  nearer  to  South- 
ampton ?'  And  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a  bewitching  smile, 
and  pressed  gently  on  his  arm,  and  then  let  her  eyes  fall  upon  the 
deck. 

My  brother,  when  you  see  these  tricks  played  upon  other 
men,  the  gall  rises  black  ViWvm  -jovvt  Xyc^-a&t,  «xv<i  ^ou  loudly  eon- 
demn.  wiles  which  are  BO'woTfta\A^,\i>x^i^V\^^2Cfe^Rk>Ms:«^^^^ 


THE  TWO  WIDOWS.  411 

women.  But  how  do  you  feel  when  they  are  played  upon  your- 
sel  ?  The  gall  is  not  so  black,  the  condemnation  less  loud  ;  your 
0¥ni  merit  seems  to  excuse  the  preference  which  is  shown  you ; 
your  heart  first  forgives  and  then  applauds.  Is  it  not  so,  my 
brother,  with  you  ?     So  it  was,  at  least,  with  George  Bertram. 

'  What !  treating  you  with  neglect,  because  we  are  soon  to 
part  ?' 

*  Yes,  exactly  so ;  just  that ;  because  w«  are  soon  to  part.  That 
is  what  makes  it  so  bitter.  We  have  been  such  good  friends, 
haven't  we  ?' 

*  And  why  should  we  not  remain  so  ?  Why  should  we  talk  of 
parting  ?     We  are  both  going  to  England.' 

'  England !  Yes,  but  England  is  a  large  place.  Come,  let  us 
lean  on  the  tafirail,  and  look  at  the  dolphins.  There  is  that  horrid 
fellow  eyeing  me,  as  he  always  does ;  Major  Biffin,  I  mean.  Is  he 
not  exactly  like  a  barber's  block  ?     I  do  so  hate  him !' 

'  But  he  doesn't  hate  you,  Mrs.  Cox.' 

*  Doesn't  he  ?  Well  then,  he  may  if  he  likes.  But  don't  let's 
talk  of  him.  Talk  to  me  about  England,  Mr.  Bertram.  Some- 
times I  do  so  long  to  be  there — and  then  sometimes  I  don't.' 

*  You  don't — why  nol  ?' 

*  Do  you  ?' 

*  No,  I  do  not ;  I  tell  you  frankly.  I'd  sooner  be  here  with  you 
to  talk  to,  with  you  to  look  at.' 

*  Psha,  Mr.  Bertram !  what  nonsense !  I  can't  conceive  that 
any  woman  can  ever  be  worth  looking  at  on  board  a  ship — much 
less  such  a  one  as  I !     I  know  you're  dying  to  get  home.' 

'  I  might  be  if  I  had  a  home.' 

*  Is  your  home  with  that  uncle  of  yours  P'  She  had  heard  so 
much  of  his  family ;  but  he  had  as  yet  spoken  to  her  no  word  about 
Caroline.  *  I  wonder  what  he  would  say  if  he  could  see  you  now 
leaning  here  and  talking  to  me.' 

*  If  he  has  any  knowledge  of  human  nature,  he  would  say  that 
I  was  a  very  happy  fellow.' 

'  And  are  you  P'  As  she  asked  him,  she  looked  up  into  his  face 
-with  such  an  arch  smile  that  he  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to 
condemn  her. 

*  What  will  you  think  of  my  gallantry  if  I  say  no  P' 

'  I  hate  gallantry ;  it  is  all  bosh.  I  wish  I  were  a  man,  and  that 
I  could  call  you  Bertram,  and  that  you  would  call  me  Cox.' 

*  I  would  sooner  call  you  Annie.' 

*  Would  you  P     But  that  wouldn't  be  right,  would  it  P'     And 
her  hand,  which  was  still  within  his  arm,  was  ijx^«»'?^^^\K^<s\:^S^»^'^i^ 
ever  so  light  a  pressure. 
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*  I  don't  know  why  it  should  be  wrong  to  call  people  by  their 
Christian  names.     Should  you  be  angry  if  I  called  you  Annie  ?* 

'  That  might  depend Tell  me  this,  Mr.  Bertram :  How  many 

other  ladies  do  you  call  by  their  Christian  names  ?' 

*  A  dozen  or  two.' 

*  I'll  be  bound  you  do.* 

*  And  may  I  add  you  to  the  number  ?' 

*  No,  Mr.  Bertram ;  certainly  not.' 

'  May  I  not  P     So  intimate  as  we  have  become,  I  thought — * 
'  I  will  not  be  one  of  a  dozen  or  two.'     And  as  she  answered 
him,  she  dropped  her  tone  of  raillery,  and  8f)oke  in  a  low,  soft, 
sweet  voice.     It  sounded  so  sweet  on  Bertram's  ear. 

*  But  if  there  be  not  one — not  one  other ;  not  one  otter  now— 
what  then,  Annie  ?' 

*  Not  one  other  now  P — Did  you  say  now  ?  Then  there  has 
been  one.' 

*  Yes ;  there  has  been  one.' 

*  And  she — what  of  her  ?' 

'  It  is  a  tale  I  cannot  tell.' 

*  Not  to  me  ?  I  should  not  like  you  the  less  for  telling  me. 
Do  tell  me.'  And  she  pressed  her  hand  again  upon  his  arm.  *  I 
have  known  there  was  something  that  made  you  unhappy.' 

*  Have  you  ?' 

*  Oh,  yes.  I  have  long  known  that.  And  I  have  so  wished  to 
be  a  comfort  to  you — if  I  could.  I,  too,  have  had  great  suffer- 
ing.' 

*  I  am  sure  you  have.' 

'  Ah !  yes.  I  did  not  suffer  less  because  he  had  been  unkind  to 
me.*  And  she  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  then  brought 
her  hand  again  upon  his  arm.  *  But  tell  me  of  her — ^your  one. 
She  is  not  your  one  now — is  she,  Mr.  Bertram  ?' 

*  No,  Annie ;  not  now.' 

*  Is  she —  ?'  And  she  hesitated  to  ask  whether  the  lady  were 
dead,  or  married  to  some  one  else.  It  might,  after  all,  only  be  a 
lovers'  quarrel. 

*  I  drove  her  from  me — and  now  she  is  a  wife.' 

*  Drove  her  from  you !  Alas !  alas !'  said  Mrs.  Cox,  with  the 
sweetest  emphasis  of  sympathy.  But  the  result  of  her  inquiries 
was  not  unsatisfactory  to  her. 

'  I  don't  know  why  I  should  have  told  you  this,'  said  he. 
'  I  am  so  glad  you  have,'  she  replied. 

*  But  now  that  I  have  told  you — ' 
'  Well—' 

'Now  may  I  call  you  kMvV^Y 
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*  Tou  have  done  so  two  or  tliree  times.' 

*  But  may  I  ?* 

*  If  it  please  you,  you  may.'  And  the  words,  though  whispered 
very  low,  fell  clearly  upon  his  ear. 

*  Dearest  Annie !' 

*  But  I  did  not  say  you  might  call  me  that.' 

*  But  you  are.' 
•Ami?' 

*  Dearest — ^all  but  she.     Will  that  make  you  angry  with  me  ?' 

*  No,  not  angry ;  but — ' 

*  But  what?' 

She  looked  up  at  him,  pouting  with  her  lip.  There  was  a  half- 
smile  on  her  mouth,  and  half  a  tear  in  her  eyes  ;  and  her  shoulder 
leant  against  him,  and  her  heart  palpitated.  She  had  never  been 
80  beautiful,  never  so  attractive. 

*  But  what —  ?    What  would  you  say,  Annie  ?' 

*  I  would  say  this. — But  I  know  you  will  think  me  very  bold.' 

*  I  shall  not  think  you  too  bold  if  you  will  say  the  truth.' 

*  Then  I  would  say  this — ^that  if  I  loved  a  man,  I  could  love  him 
quite  as  fondly  as  she  loved  you.' 

*  Could  you,  Annie  ?' 

*  I  could.  But  he  should  not  drive  me  from  him,  as  you  say  you 
did  her ;  never — never — never.  He  might  kill  me  if  he  would  ;  but 
if  I  once  had  told  him  that  I  loved  him,  I  would  never  leave  him 
afterwards.' 

*  Tell  me  so,  Annie.' 

*  No,  Mr.  Bertram.  We  have  not  known  each  other  long 
enough.'  And  now  she  took  her  hand  from  his  arm,  and  let  it 
drop  by  her  side. 

*  Tell  me  so,  dear  Annie,'  he  repeated :  and  he  tried  to  regain 
her  hand. 

*  There  is  the  luncheon-bell ;  and  since  Mr.  Wilkinson  won't  go 
to  Mrs.  Price,  I  must  do  so.' 

*  ShaU  I  go  ?'  said  he. 

*  Do ;  I  will  go  down  by  myself.' 

*  But  you  love  me,  Annie  ? — say  that  you  love  me.' 

'  Nonsense.  Here  is  that  fellow.  Biffin.  Do  you  go  for  Mrs, 
ftnce — leave  me  to  myself.' 

'  Don't  go  downstairs  with  hiip.' 

*  Tou  may  be  sure  1  won't — nor  with  you  either  this  morning. 
I  am  half  inclined  to  be  angry  with  you.'  And  so  saying,  she 
moved  away. 

'Ah,  me!  what  have  I  done!'  said  Bertram  to  himcke\£^«&  \ss^ 
went  upon  his  miaaioD,    *  But  she  is  a  sweet  cTe«A.\«^  \  ^aXi^'^Nia^- 
/ill  as  Hebe;  and  why  should  I  be  wretcVieA  iox  e^exT 
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She  had  moved  towards  the  companion-ladder,  and  as  she  did 
so,  Major  Biffin  followed  her. 

*  Will  you  not  allow  me  to  give  you  an  arm  downstairs  ?*  said 
he. 

'  Thank  you,  Major  Biffin.  It  is  rather  crowded,  and  I  can  go 
better  alone.' 

*  You  did  not  find  the  stairs  in  the  "  Lahore  "  too  crowded.' 

*  Oh,  yes,  I  did ;  very  often.  And  the  "  Lahore"  and  the  "  Cap 
gliari"  are  different  things.' 

*  Very  different,  it  seems.     But  the  sea  itself  is  not  so  fickle  as  ^ 
a  woman.'    And  Major  Biffin  became  a  picture  of  injured  inno- 
cence. 

'  And  the  land  is  not  so  dry  as  a  man.  Major  Biffin ;  that  is, 
some  men.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Good-morning,  Major  Biffin.'  And 
so  saying,  she  went  down  by  herself. 

On  the  next  day,  Arthur  still  preferred  his  book  to  walking 
with  Mrs.  Price ;  and  that  lady  was  once  again  seen  with  her  arm 
in  that  of  Captain  M'Gramm's.  This  made  a  considerable  con- 
sternation in  the  ship :  and  in  the  afternoon  there  was  a  shght 
quarrel  between  the  two  ladies. 

'And  so,  Minnie,  you  are  going  to  take  up  with  that  feUow 
again  ?' 

'  JSo ;  I  am  not.  But  I  don't  choose  to  be  left  altogether  to 
myself.' 

*  I  never  would  have  anything  to  say  to  a  married  man  that 
drops  his  wife  as  he  does.' 

*  I  don't  care  two  straws  for  him,  or  his  wife.  But  I  don't  want 
to  make  myself  conspicuous  by  a  quarrel.' 

'  I'm  sure  "Wilkinson  wiH  be  annoyed,'  said  Mrs.  Cox. 
'  He's  a  muff,'  said  Mrs.  Price.     '  And,  if  1  am  not  mistaken,  I   I 
know  some  one  else  who  is  another.' 

*  Who  do  you  mean,  Mrs.  Price  ?' 
'  I  mean  Mr.  Bertram,  Mrs.  Cox.* 

*  Oh,  I  dare  say  he  is  a  muff;  that's  because  he*s  attentive  to 
me  instead  of  leaving  me  to  myself,  as  Somebody  does  to  somebody 
else.    I  understand  all  about  that,  my  dear.' 

'You  understand  a  great  deal,  I  have  no  doubt,'  said  Mrs. 
Price.     *  I  always  heard  as  much.' 

*  It  seems  to  me  you  understand  nothing,  or  you  wouldn't  be 
walking  about  with  Captain  M'Gramm,'  said  Mrs.  Cox.  And 
then  they  parted,  before  blood  was  absolutely  drawn  between 
them. 

At  dinner  that  day  they  vfere  not  very  comfortable  together. 
Mra,  Price  accepted  Mi.^\VW3a&oT3^^  ot^vii'Mr^  ^^\fi;^ft«L5ii^  ^3Q^% 
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stately  waj,  thanking  him  for  filling  her  glass  and  looking  after 
ber  plate,  in  a  tone  and  with  a  look  which  made  it  plain  to  all 
that  things  were  not  progressing  well  between  them.  George  and 
Ms  Annie  did  get  on  somewhat  better ;  but  even  they  were  not 
quite  at  their  ease.  Mrs.  Cox  had  said,  before  luncheon,  that  she 
had  not  known  Mr.  Bertram  long  enough  to  declare  her  love  for 
him.  But  the  hours  between  luncheon  and  dinner  might  have 
been  a  sufficient  prolongation  of  the  period  of  their  acquaintance. 
George,  however,  had  not  repeated  the  question ;  and  had,  indeed, 
not  been  alone  with  her  for  five  minutes  durinjg  the  afternoon. 

That  evening,  Wilkinson  again  warned  his  friend  that  he  might 
be  going  too  far  with  Mrs.  Cox ;  that  he  might  say  that  which  he 
could  neither  fulfil  nor  retract.  For  Wilkinson  clearly  conceived 
it  to  be  impossible  that  Bertram  should  really  intend  to  marry  this 
widow. 

*  And  why  should  I  not  marry  her?'  said  George. 
'  She  wovdd  not  suit  you,  nor  make  you  happy.' 

*  What  right  have  I  to  think  that  any  woman  will  suit  me  ?  or 
what  chance  is  there  that  any  woman  wHl  make  me  happy  ?  Is  it 
not  all  leather  and  prunella  r  She  is  pretty  and  clever,  soft  and 
feminine.  Where  shall  I  find  a  nicer  toy  to  play  with?  You 
forget,  Arthur,  that  I  have  had  my  day-dreams,  and  been  roused 
from  them  somewhat  roughly.  With  you,  the  pleasure  is  still  to 
come.' 

After  this  they  turned  in  and  went  to  bed. 


OMAPTEE  XL. 

BEACHIKG  HOMS. 


Eaely  in  their  joumeyings  together,  Mrs.  Cox  had  learned  from 
George  that  he  was  possessed  of  an  eccentric  old  uncle  ;  and  not 
long  afterwards,  she  had  learned  from  Arthur  that  this  uncle  was 
Tery  rich,  that  he  was  also  childless,  and  that  he  was  supposed  to 
be  very  fond  of  his  nephew.  Putting  all  these  things  together, 
knowing  that  Bertram  had  no  profession,  and  thinking  that  there- 
fore he  must  be  a  rich  man,  she  had  considered  herself  to  be 
acting  with  becoming  prudence  in  dropping  Major  Biffin  for  his 
sake. 

But  on  the  day  after  the  love  scene  recorded  in  the  last  chai^ter^ 
a  strange  change  came  over  the  spirit  o?  \vfit  ^^^^xa.%    ^^  ^kss.  ^ 
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very  poor  man,'  Bertram  had  said  to  her,  after  making  some  aHa* 
fiiion  to  what  had  taken  place. 

'  If  that  were  all,  that  would  make  no  difference  with  me,'  said 
Mrs.  Cox,  magnanimously. 

*  If  that  were  all,  Annie !     What  does  that  mean  ?' 

*  If  I  really  loved  a  man,  I  should  not  care  ahout  his  being 
poor.     But  your  poverty  is  what  I  should  call  riches,  I  take  it.' 

*  No,  indeed.  My  poverty  is  absolute  poverty.  My  own  pre- 
sent income  is  about  two  hundred  a  year.' 

*  Oh,  I  don't  understand  the  least  about  money  myself.  I  never 
did.  I  was  such  a  child  when  I  was  married  to  Cox.  But  I 
thought,  Mr.  Bertram,  your  uncle  was  very  rich.' 

*  So  he  is ;  as  rich  as  a  gold-mine.  But  we  are  not  very  good 
friends — at  any  rate,  not  such  friends  as  to  make  it  probable  that 
he  will  leave  me  a  farthing.  He  has  a  granddaughter  of  his 
own.' 

This,  and  a  little  more  of  the  same  kind,  taught  Mrs.  Cox  that 
it  behoved  her  to  be  cautious.  That  Major  Biffin  had  a  snug 
little  income  over  and  above  that  derived  from  his  profession  was 
a  fact  that  had  been  very  well  ascertained.  That  he  was  very 
dry,  as  dry  as  a  barber's  block,  might  be  true.  That  George  Ber- 
tram was  an  amusing  fellow,  and  made  love  in  much  better  style 
than  the  major,  certainly  was  true.  But  little  as  she  might  know 
about  money,  Mrs.  Cox  did  know  this — that  when  poverty  comes 
in  at  the  door,  love  flies  out  at  the  window;  that  eating  and 
drinking  are  stem  necessities  ;  that  love  in  a  cottage  is  supposed 
to  be,  what  she  would  call,  bosh  ;  and  that  her  own  old  home  used 
to  be  very  unpleasant  when  Cox  was  in  debt,  and  those  eastern 
Jewish  harpies  would  come  down  upon  him  with  his  overdue  bills. 
Considering  all  this,  Mrs.  Cox  thought  it  might  be  well  not  to 
ratify  her  engagement  with  Mr.  Bertram  till  after  they  should 
reach  Southampton.  What  if  Biffin — the  respectable  Biffin- 
should  again  come  forward ! 

And  so  they  went  on  for  a  few  days  longer.  Bertram,  when 
they  were  together,  called  her  Annie,  and  once  again  asked  her 
whether  she  loved  him.  '  Whether  I  do,  or  whether  I  do  not,  I 
shall  give  you  no  answer  now,'  she  had  said,  half  laughing.  *  We 
have  both  been  very  foolish  already,  and  it  is  time  that  we  should 
begin  to  have  our  senses.  Isn't  it  ?'  But  stiU  she  sat  next  him 
at  dinner,  and  still  she  walked  with  him.  Once,  indeed,  he  found 
her  saying  a  word  to  Major  Biffin,  as  that  gentlemen  stood  oppo- 
site to  her  chair  upon  the  deck.  But  as  soon  as  the  major's  back 
was  turned,  she  said  to  Eettram,  '  L  think  the  barber's  block 
wants  to  be  new  curlei,  AoeaiOLYi  \\i^    \  ^^^^ax^  ^^\«a^s«t'%  man 
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.'has  forgotten  to  comb  out  its  whiskers.*  So  that  Bertram  had 
no  ground  for  jealousy  of  the  major. 

Somewhere  about  this  time,  Mrs.  Price  deserted  them  at  dinner. 
She  was  going  to  sit,  she  said,  with  Mrs.  Bangster,  and  Dr. 
Shaughnessey,  and  the  judge.  Mrs.  Bangster  had  made  a  promise 
to  old  Mr.  Price  in  England  to  look  after  her  ;  and,  therefore,  she 
thought  it  better  to  go  back  to  Mrs.  Bangster  before  they  reached 
Southampton.  They  were  now  past  Gibraltar.  So  on  that  day, 
Mrs.  Price's  usual  chair  at  dinner  was  vacant,  and  Wilkinson, 
looking  down  the  tables,  saw  that  room  had  been  made  for  her 
next  to  Dr.  Shaughnessey.  And  on  her  other  side,  sat  Captain 
M*Gramm,  in  despite  of  Mrs.  Bangster's  motherly  care  arid  of 
his  own  wife  at  home.  On  the  following  morning,  Mrs.  Price 
and  Captain  M'Gramm  were  walking  the  deck  together  just  as 
they  had  been  used  to  do  on  the  other  side  of  Suez. 

And  so  things  went  on  till  the  day  before  their  arrival  at 
Southampton.  Mrs.  Cox  still  kept  her  seat  next  to  Bertram,  and 
opposite  to  Wilkinson,  though  no  other  lady  remained  to  counte- 
nance her.  She  and  Bertram  still  walked  the  deck  arm  in  arm ; 
but  their  whisperings  were  not  so  low  as  they  had  been,  nor  were 
their  words  so  soft,  nor,  indeed,  was  the  temper  of  the  lady  so 
sweet.  What  if  she  should  have  thrown  away  all  the  advantages 
of  the  voyage  !  What  if  she  had  fallen  between  two  stools !  She 
began  to  think  that  it  would  be  better  to  close  with  one  or  with 
the  other — with  the  one  despite  his  poverty,  or  with  the  other 
despite  his  head. 

And  now  it  was  the  evening  of  the  last  day.  They  had  sighted 
the  t;oast  of  Devonshire,  and  the  following  morning  would  see 
them  within  the  Southampton  waters.  Ladies  had  packed  their 
luggage  ;  subscriptions  had  been  made  for  the  band ;  the  captain's 
health  had  been  drunk  at  the  last  dinner;  and  the  mail  boxes 
were  being  piled  between  the  decks. 

*  Well,  it  18  nearly  over,'  said  Mrs.  Cox,  as  she  came  upon  deck 
after  dinner,  warmly  cloaked.     *  How  cold  we  all  are !' 

*  Yes ;  it  is  nearly  over,'  answered  Bertram.  *  What  an  odd 
life  of  itself  one  of  these  voyages  is !  How  intimate  people  are 
who  will  never  see  each  other  again !' 

*  Yes ;  that  is  the  way,  I  suppose.     Oh,  Mr.  Bertram  !* 

*  Well,  what  would  you  have  ?' 

'  Ah,  me !  I  hardly  know.  Fate  has  ever  been  against  me,  and 
I  know  that  it  will  be  so  to  the  last.' 

^  '  Is  it  not  cold  ?'  said  Bertram,  buttoning  up  a  greatcoat  as  he 
spoke. 
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'Very  cold!  very  cold!'  said  Mrs.  Cox.    *But  there  is  8om€$^- 
tbing  much  colder  than  the  weather — very  much  colder,' 

*  You  aje  severe,  Mrs.  Cox.' 

'  Yes.  It  is  Mrs.  Cox  here.  It  was  Annie  when  we  were  off 
Gibraltar.  That  comes  of  being  near  home.  But  I  knew  that  it 
would  be  so.  I  bate  the  very  idea  of  home,'  And  she  put  h^ 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

She  had  had  her  chance  as  far  as  Bertram  was  concerned,  and 
had  let  it  pass  from  her.  He  did  not  renew  his  protestations ; 
but  in  lieu  of  doing  so,  lit  a  cigar,  and  walked  away  into  the  fore- 
part of  the  vessel.  *  After  all,  Arthur  is  right,'  said  he  to  him- 
self ;  '  marriage  is  too  serious  a  thing  to  be  arranged  in  a  voyage 
from  Alexandria  to  Southampton.' 

But  luckily  for  Mrs.  Cox,  everybody  did  not  think  as  he  did. 
He  had  gone  from  her  ruthlessly,  cruelly,  falsely,  with  steps  which 
sounded  as  though  there  were  triumph  in  his  escape,  and  left  her 
seated  alone  near  the  skylights.  But  she  was  not  long  alone.  As 
she  looked  after  him  along  the  deck,  the  head  of  Major  Bifiin  ap* 
peared  to  her,  emerging  from  the  saloon  stairs.  She  said  nothing 
K)  herself  now  about  barber's  blocks  or  uncurled  whiskers, 

*  Well,  Mrs.  Cox,'  said  the  major,  accosting  her. 

'  Well,  Major  Biffin ;'  and  the  major  thought  that  he  saw  in  her 
eye  some  glimpse  of  the  smile  as  of  old. 

*  We  are  very  near  home  now,  Mrs.  Cox,'  said  the  major. 

*  Very  near  indeed,'  said  Mrs.  Cox.  And  then  there  was  a 
slight  pause,  during  which  Major  Biffin  took  an  opportunity  of 
sitting  down  not  very  far  from  his  companion. 

*  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  your  voyage,'  said  he, 

*  Which  voyage  ?'  she  asked. 

*  Oh !  your  voyage  home  from  Alexandria — your  voyage  since 
you  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.— what's  his  name,  the  parson's 
cousin  ?' 

'  Mr.  What's-his-name,  as  you  call  him,  is  nothing  to  me,  I  can 
assure  you.  Major  Biffin.  His  real  name,  however,  is  Bertnuot 
He  has  been  very  civil  when  some  other  people  were  not  indiaed 
to  be  so,  that  is  all.' 

*  Is  that  all  ?    The  people  here  do  say — ^ 

'  Then  I  tell  you  what,  Major  Biffin,  I  do  not  care  one  straw 
what  the  people  say — not  one  straw.  You  know  whose  fault  it 
has  been  if  I  have  been  thrown  with  this  stranger.  Nobody  knows 
it  as  well.  And  mind  this.  Major  Biffin,  I  shall  always  do  as  I 
^ike  in  such  matters  without  reference  to  you  or  to  any  one  ekeu 
I  am  my  own  mistress.' 

*  And  do  you  mean  to  temwn  %o  V 
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*  Ask  no  questions,  ajid  then  you'll  be  told  no  stories.* 

*  That's  civil.' 

*If  you  don't  like  it,  you  had  better  go,  for  there's  more  to 
follow  of  the  'same  sort.' 

*  You  are  very  sharp  tonight.' 

*  Not  a  bit  sharper  than  I  shall  be  tomorrow.' 

*  One  is  a&aid  even  to  speak  to  you  now.' 

*  Then  one  had  better  hold  one's  tongue.* 

Mrs.  Cox  was  receiving  her  suitor  rather  sharply ;  but  she  pro- 
bably knew  his  disposition.  He  did  not  answer  her  immediately, 
but  sat  biting  the  top  of  his  cane.  *  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mrs, 
Cox,'  he  said  at  last,  *  I  don't  like  this  kind  of  thing.' 

*  Don't  you,  Mr.  Biffin  ?    And  what  kind  of  thing  do  you  like  f  * 

*  I  like  you.' 

*  Psha !  Tell  me  something  new,  if  you  must  tell  me  anything.* 
.  *  Come,  Annie ;  do  be  serious  for  a  moment.  There  isn't  much 
time  left  now,  and  I've  come  to  you  in  order  that  I  may  get  q. 
plain  answer.' 

'  If  you  want  a  plain  answer,  you'd  better  ask  a  plain  ques- 
tion.   1  don't  know  what  you  mean.' 

*  "Will  you  have  me  ?  That's  a  plain  question,  or  the  deuce 
IS  m  it. 

*  And  what  should  I  do  with  you  ?* 
.  *  Why,  be  Mrs.  Biffin,  of  course.* 

^  Ha !  ha !  ha !  And  it  has  come  to  that,  has  it  p  What  wa^ 
it  you  said  to  Dr.  O'Shaughnessey  when  we  were  off  Point  de 
GWle  ?' 

*WeU,whatdidlBayP* 

*  I  know  what  you  said  well  enough.  And  so  do  you,  too.  If 
I  served  you  right,  I  should  never  speak  to  you  again.' 

^  A  man  doesn't  like  to  be  humbugged,  you  know,  before  a  whol^ 
shipful  of  people,'  said  the  major,  defending  himself. 

'  And  a  woman  likes  it  just  as  little.  Major  Biffin,  please  to  re* 
member  that.' 

*  Well ;  I'm  sure  you've  been  down  upon  me  long  enough.* 

*  Not  a  bit  longer  than  you  deserved.  You  told  O'Shaughnes- 
sey, that  it  was  sdl  very  well  to  amuse  vourself,  going  home.  I 
hope  you  like  your  amusement  now.  I  have  Uked  mine  very  well, 
I  can  assure  vou.' 

*'  I  don't  think  so  bad  of  you  as  to  believe  you  care  for  that 
feUow.' 

'  There  are  worse  fellows  than  he  is.  Major  Biffin.  But  there, 
I  have  had  my  revenge ;  and  now  if  you  have  anything  to  say^  I'D, 
give  you  an  answer.* 
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*  I've  only  to  say,  Annie,  that  I  love  you  better  than  any  wo 
man  in  the  world.* 

*  I  may  believe  as  much  of  that  as  I  like.* 

*  You  may  believe  it  all.     Come,  there's  my  hand/ 

*  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  forgive  you.  There's  mine.  Will  that 
please  you  ?' 

Major  BiflSn  was  the  happiest  man  in  the  world,  and  Mrs.  Cox 
went  to  her  berth  that  night  not  altogether  dissatisfied.  Before 
she  did  so,  she  had  the  major's  ofier  in  writing  in  her  pocket; 
and  had  shown  it  to  Mrs.  Price,  with  whom  she  was  now  alto- 
gether reconciled. 

'  I  only  wish,  Minnie,  that  there  was  no  Mrs.  M'G-ramm,'  said 
she. 

'  He  wouldn't  be  the  man  for  me  at  all,  my  dear ;  so  don't  let 
khat  fret  you.' 

^  There's  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  were  caught  jet ;  eh, 
Minnie  ?' 

*  Of  course  there  are.  Though  of  course  you  think  there  never 
was  such  a  fish  as  Biffin.' 

'  He'll  do  well  enough  for  me,  Minnie ;  and  when  you  catch  a 
bigger,  and  a  better,  1  won't  begrudge  him  you.' 

That  night  Mrs.  Cox  took  her  evening  modicum  of  creature- 
comforts  sitting  next  to  her  lover,  the  major ;  and  our  two  friends 
were  left  alone  by  themselves.  The  news  had  soon  spread  about 
the  ship,  anS  to  those  ladies  who  spoke  to  her  on  the  subject, 
Mrs.  Cox  made  no  secret  of  the  fact.  Men  in  this  world  catch 
their  fish  by  various  devices  ;  and  it  is  necessary  that  these  schemed 
should  be  much  studied  before  a  man  can  call  himself  a  fisherman. 
It  is  the  same  with  women ;  and  Mrs.  Cox  was  an  Izaak  Walton 
among  her  own  sex.  Had  she  not  tied  her  fly  with  skill,  and 
thrown  her  line  with  a  steady  hand,  she  would  not  have  had  her 
trout  in  her  basket.  There  was  a  certain  amount  of  honour  due 
to  her  for  her  skill,  and  she  was  not  ashamed  to  accept  it. 

*  Good-night,  Mrs.  Cox,'  Bertram  said  to  her  that  evening,  with 
a  good-humoured  tone ;  *  I  hear  that  I  am  to  congratulate  you.* 

*  Good-night,*  said  she,  giving  him  her  hand.  *And  I'll  say 
good-bye,  too,  for  we  shall  all  be  in  such  a  flurry  tomorrow  morn- 
ing. I'm  sure  you  think  I've  done  the  right  thing — don't  you  ? 
And,  mind  this,  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  some  day.'  And  so  say- 
ing, she  gave  him  a  kindly  grasp,  and  they  parted.  *  Done  right  !* 
said  Bertram  ;  *  yes,  I  suppose  she  has ;  right  enough  at  least  as 
far  as  I  am  concerned.  After  all,  what  husband  is  so  convenient 
aa  a  barber's  block?' 

On  the  following  monmi^  ^^^  ^X^waa^  ns:^  ^2^^^^thampton 
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river,  and  at  nine  o'clock  they  were  alongside  the  quay.  All  man- 
ner of  people  had  come  on  board  in  boats,  and  the  breakfast  was 
eaten  in  great  confusion.  But  few  of  the  ladies  were  to  be  seen. 
They  had  tea  and  rolls  in  their  own  cabins,  and  did  not  appear 
till  the  last  moment.  Among  these  were  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs. 
Price. 

These  ladies  during  their  journey  home  had  certainly  not  been 
woe-begone,  either  in  personal  appearance  or  in  manner.  And 
who  would  have  the  heart  to  wish  that  they  should  be  so  ?  They 
had  been  dressed  as  young  ladies  on  board  ship  usually  do  dress^ 
so  that  their  widowhood  had  been  forgotten ;  and,  but  for  their 
babies,  their  wifehood  might  have  been  forgotten  also. 

But  now  they  were  to  be  met  by  family  friends — by  friends  who 
were  thinking  of  nothing  but  their  bereavements.  Old  Mr.  Price 
came  to  meet  them  on  Doard,  and  Mrs.  Cox's  uncle ;  old  gentle- 
men with  faces  prepared  for  sadness,  and  young  ladies  with  sym-. 
pathetic  handkerchiefs.  How  signally  surprised  the  sad  old  gen^ 
tlemen  and  the  sympathetic  young  ladies  must  have  been ! 
.  Not  a  whit !  Just  as  our  friends  were  about  to  leave  the  ship 
that  morning,  with  all  their  luggage  collected  round  them,  they, 
were  startled  by  the  apparition  of  two  sombre  female  figures,, 
buried  in  most  sombre  tokens  of  affliction.  Under  the  deep  crape 
of  their  heavy  black  bonnets  was  to  be  seen  that  chiefest  sign  of 
heavy  female  woe — a  widow's  cap.  What  signal  of  sorrow  that, 
grief  holds  out,  ever  moves  so  much  as  this  ?  Their  eyes  were 
red  with  weeping,  as  could  be  seen  when,  for  a  moment,  their 
deep-bordered  handkerchiefs  were  allowed  to  fall  from  their  faces. 
Their  e'yes  were  red  with  weeping,  and  the  agonizing  grief  ot  do-i 
mestic  bereavement  sat  chiselled  on  every  feature.  If  you  stood 
near  enough,  your  heart  would  melt  at  the  sound  of  their  sobs. 

Alas !  that  forms  bo  light,  that  creatures  so  young,  should  need 
to  be  shrouded  in  such  vestments !  They  were  all  crape,  that  dull, 
weeping,  widow's  crape,  from  the  deck  up  to  theu*  shoulders. 
There  they  stood,  monuments  of  death,  living  tombs,  whose  only 
sign  of  life  was  in  their  tears.  There  they  stood,  till  they  might 
fall,  vanquished  by  the  pangs  of  memory,  into  the  arms  of  their 
respective  relations. 

They  were  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Price.  Bertram  and  Wilkinson, 
as  they  passed  them,  lifted  their  hats  and  bowed,  and  the  two  la- 
dies, observing  them,  returned  their  salutation  with  the  coldest 
propriety. 
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CHAPTEE  XLI. 

I  COTTLD  PUT  A  CODICTIi. 

On  their  journey  up  from  Southampton,  George  and  Arthur  parted 
from  each  other.  George  went  on  direct  to  London,  whereas  Ar- 
thur turned  off  from  Basingstoke  towards  his  own  home. 

*  Take  mv  advice  now,  if  you  never  do  again,*  said  Bertram,  as 
they  parted ;  *  make  yourseu  master  of  your  own  house,  and  as 
soon  after  as  possible  make  her  the  mistiness  of  it.* 

*  That's  easily  said,  old  fellow,*  repeated  the  other.- 

'  Make  the  attempt,  at  any  rate.  If  I  am  anything  of  a  pro- 
phet, it  won't  be  in  vain  ;*  and  so  they  parted. 

At  Southampton  they  had  learnt  toat  there  had  been  a  partial 
crash  in  the  government.  The  prime  minister  had  not  absolutely 
walked  forth,  followed  by  all  his  satellites,  as  is  the  case  when  a 
successful  turn  in  the  wheel  gives  the  outs  a  full  whip-hand  over 
the  ins,  but  it  had  become  necessary  to  throw  overboard  a  brace 
or  two  of  Jonahs,  so  that  the  ship  might  be  lightened  to  meet  a 
coming  storm ;  and  among  those  so  thrown  over  had  been  our  un- 
fortunate friend  Sir  Henry  Harcourt. 

And  this,  as  regards  him,  had  hardly  been  the  worst  of  it.  We 
all  know  that  bigwigs  are  never  dismissed.  "When  it  becomes  ne- 
cessary to  get  rid  of  them,  they  resign.  Now  resignation  is  clearly 
a  voluntary  act,  and  it  seemed  that  Sir  Henry,  having  no  wish  that 
way,  had  not  at  first  performed  this  act  of  volition.  His  own  par- 
ticular friends  in  the  cabinet,  those  to  whom  he  had  individually 
attached  himself,  were  gone ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  made  no  sign ; 
he  was  still  ready  to  support  the  government,  and  as  the  attorney- 
general  was  among  those  who  had  shaken  the  dust  from  thcur  feet 
and  gone  out,  Sir  Henry  expected  that  he  would,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  walk  into  that  gentleman's  shoes. 

But  another  learned  gentleman  was  appointed,  and  then  at  last 
Sir  Henry  knew  that  he  must  go.  He  had  resigned ;  but  no  re- 
signation had  ever  appeared  to  have  less  of  volition  in  it.  And 
how  could  it  be  othei-wise  ?  Political  success  was  everything  to 
him  ;  and,  alas !  he  had  so  played  his  cards  that  it  was  necessaiy 
to  him  that  that  success  should  be  immediate.  He  was  not  as 
those  are  who,  in  losing  power,  lose  a  costly  plaything,  which  they 
love  indeed  over-well,  but  the  loss  of  which  hurts  only  their  pride. 
Place  to  him  was  everything ;  and  feeling  this,  he  had  committed 
that  most  grievous  of  "]^o\\t\eai  ^vji^a— \i'&  V-aAI  €<c\.d»v(oured  to  hold 
bis  place  longer  than  lie  Nvaa  -^^ca^je^*   l^o^  ^\iwsR<Bs«tO«2>&  ^"as^  ^\{s*. 
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So  mucli,  ID  some  sort  of  way,  Bertram  had  learnt  before  lie  left 
Southampton. 

His  first  business  in  London  was  to  call  on  Mr.  Pritehett. 

*  Oh,  master  George !  oh,  master  George !'  began  that  worthy- 
man,  as  soon  as  he  saw  him.  His  tone  had  never  been  so  lachry- 
mose, nor  his  face  so  full  of  woe.    *  Oh,  master  George !' 

Bertram  in  his  kindest  way  asked  after  his  uncle. 
'  Oh,  master  George !  you  shouldn't  be  going  to  them  furren 
parts — ^indeed  you  shouldn't ;  and  he  in  such  a  state.' 

*  Is  he  worse  than  when  I  last  saw  him,  Mr.  Pritehett  P' 

*  Gentlemen  at  his  time  of  life  don't  get  much  better,  master 
George — nor  yet  at  mine.  It's  half  a  million  of  money ;  half — a—* 
million — of— money  I  Biit  it's  no  use  talking  to  you,  sir — it  never 
was.' 

By  degrees  Bertram  gathered  from  him  that  his  uncle  was  much 
weaker,  that  he  had  had  a  second  and  a  much  more  severe  attack 
of  paralysis,  and  that  according  to  all  the  doctors,  the  old  gentle- 
man was  not  much  longer  for  this  world.  Sir  Omicron  himself 
had  been  there.  Miss  Baker  had  insisted  on  it,  much  in  opposi- 
tion to  her  uncle's  wishes.  But  Sir  Omicron  had  shaken  his  head 
and  declared  that  the  fiat  had  gone  forth. 

Death  had  given  his  order ;  the  heavy  burden  of  the  half-million 
must  be  left  behind,  and  the  soul  must  walk  forth,  free  from  all  its 
toils,  to  meet  such  sethereal  welcome  as  it-could  find. 

Mr.  Bertram  had  been  told,  and  had  answered,  that  he  sup- 
posed as  much.  *  A  man  when  he  was  too  old  to  live  must  die,' 
he  had  said,  though  all  the  Sir  Omicrons  in  Europe  should 
cluster  round  his  bed.  It  was  only  throwing  money  away.  "What, 
twenty  pounds !'  And  being  too  weak  to  scold,  he  had  turned  his 
face  to  the  wall  in  sheer  vexation  of  spirit.  Death  he  could  en- 
counter like  a  man ;  but  why  should  he  be  robbed  in  his  last  mo- 
menta P 

'You'll  go  down  to  him,  master  George,'  wheezed  out  poor 
Pritehett.  *  Though  it's  too  late  for  any  good.  It's  all  arranged 
now,  of  course.' 

Bertram  said  that  he  would  go  down  immediately,  irrespective 
of  any  such  arrangements.  And  then,  remembering  of  whom  that 
Hadley  household  had  consisted  when  he  left  England  in  the  early 
winter,  he  asked  as  to  the  two  ladies. 

*  Miss  Baker  is  there,  of  course  ?' 

*  Oh,  yes.  Miss  Baker  is  there.  She  doesn't  go  to  any  furren 
parts,  master  George.' 

*  And — and — ' 

*  Yes,  she's  in  the  house,  too — poor  CTea\.\xi^ — -^^ot  ^^^'^^aa'^ 
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*  Then  how  am  I  to  go  there  F'  said  George,  speaking  rather  to 
himself  than  to  Mr.  Pritchett. 

*  What !  you  wouldn't  stay  away  from  him  now  because  of  that  ? 
Tou  ought  to  go  to  him,  master  George,  though  there  were  ten 
Lady  Harcourts  there — or  twenty.'  This  was  said  in. a  toue  that 
was  not  only  serious,  but  full  of  melancholy.  Mr.  Pritchett  had 
probably  never  joked  in  his  life,  and  had  certainly  never  been  less 
inclined  to  do  so  than  now,  when  his  patron  was  dying,  and  all  his 
patron's  money  was  to  go  into  other  and  into  unknown  handa. . 

Some  other  information  Bertram  received  from  his  most  faithfql 
ally.  Sir  Henry  had  been  three  times  to  Hadley,  but  he  had  only 
once  succeeded  in  seeing  Mr.  Bertram,  and  then  the  interview 
had  been  short,  and,  as  Mr.  Pritchett  surmised,  not  very  satisfac- 
tory. His  last  visit  had  been  since  that  paid  by  8ir  Omicron,  and 
on  that  occasion  the  sick  man  had  sent  out  to  say  that  he  could 
not  see  strangers.  All  this  Mr.  Pritchett  had  learned  from  Miss 
Baker.  Sir  Henry  had  not  seen  his  wife  since  that,  day — ^now 
nearly  twelve  months  since — on  which  she  had  separated  herself 
from  him.  He  had  made  a  formal  application  to  her  to  return  to 
him,  but  nothing  had  come  of  it ;  and  Mr.  Pritchett  took  upon 
himself  to  surmise  ^gain,  that  Sir  Henry  was  too  anxious  about 
the  old  gentleman's  money  to  take  any  steps  that  could  be  con- 
sidered severe,  until — .  And  then  Mr.  Pritchett  wheezed  so 
grievously  that  what  he  ^aid  was  not  audible. 
.  George  immediately  wrote  to  Miss  Baker,  announcing  his  re- 
turn, and  expressing  his  wish  to  see  his  uncle.  He  did  not  men- 
tion Lady  Harcourt's  name;  but  he  suggested  that  perhaps  it 
would  be  better,  under  existing  circumstances,  that  he  should  not 
remain  at  Hadley.  He  hoped,  however,  that  his  uncle  would  not 
refuse  to  see  him,  and  that  his  coming  to  the  house  for  an  hour  or 
so  might  not  be  felt  to  be  an  inconvenience.  By  return  of  post 
he  got  an  answer  from  Miss  Baker,  in  which  she  assured  him  that 
his  uncle  was  most  anxious  for  his  presence,  and  had  appeared  to 
be  more  cheerful,  since  he  had  heard  of  his  nephew's  return,  than 
he  had  been  for  the  last  two  months.  As  for  staying  at  Hadley, 
George  could  do  as  he  liked.  Miss  Baker  said.  But  it  was  but'a 
sad  household,  and  perhaps  it  would  be  more  comfortable  for  him 
to  go  backwards  and  forwards  by  the  railway. 

This  correspondence  caused  a  delay  of  two  days,  and  on  one  of 
them  Bertram  received  a  visit  which  he  certainly  did  not  expect. 
He  was  sitting  in  his  chamber  alone,  and  was  sad  enough,  think- 
ing now  of  Mrs.  Cox  and  his  near  escape,  then  of  Adela  and  his 
cousin^ti  possible  happiness,  and  then  of  Caroline  and  the  ship- 
irreck  of  her  hopes,  "w\\eii  \iVve  ^oox  o^ev^a^^  «sA  '^vt  ^'eox^  Har- 
couH  was  standing  beiowj  \vvtcl. 
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*  How  d'ye  do,  Bertram  ?*  said  the  late  solicitor-general,  putting 
out  his  hand.  The  attitude  and  the  words  were  those  of  friend-, 
ship,  but  his  countenance  was  anything  but  friendly.  A  great 
change  had  come  over  him.  His  look  of  youth  had  deserted  him,, 
and  he  might  have  been  taken  for  a  careworn,  middle-aged  man. 
He  was  thin,  and  haggard,  and  wan ;  and  there  was  a  stem,  harsh 
frown  upon  his  brow,  as  though  he  would  wish  to  fight  if  he  only 
dared.  This  was  the  successful  man — fortune's  pet,  who  had  mar- 
ried the  heiress  of  the  millionnaire,  and  risen  to  the  top  of  his  pro- 
fession with  unexampled  rapidity. 

*  How  are  you,  Harcourt  ?'  said  Bertram,  taking  the  proffered 
hand.     '  I  had  no  idea  that  you  had  heard  of  my  return.' 

'  Oh,  yes ;  I  heard  of  it.  I  supposed  you'd  be  back  quick 
enough  when  you  knew  that  the  old  man  was  dying.' 

'  I  am  glad,  at  any  rate,  to  be  here  in  time  to  see  him,'  said 
George,  disdaining  to  defend  himself  against  the  inuendo. 

*  When  are  you  going  down  ?' 

*  Tomorrow,  I  suppose.  But  I  expect  to  have  a  line  from  Miss 
Baker  in  the  morning.' 

"  Sir  Henry,  who  had  not  sat  down,  began  walking  up  and  down 
the  room,  while  Bertram  stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire  watching 
him.  The  lawyer's  brow  became  blacker  and  blacker,  and  as  he 
rattled  his  half-crowns  in  his  trowsers-pocket,  and  kept  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  floor,  Bertram  began  to  feel  that  the  interview  did 
not  promise  to  be  one  of  a  very  friendly  character. 

*  1  was  sorry  to  hear,  Harcourt,  that  you  are  among  the  lot  that 
have  left  the  Government,'  said  Bertram,  hardly  knowing  what 
else  to  say. 

*  D the  Government !   But  I  didn't  come  here  to  talk  about 

the  Government.     That  old  man  down  there  will  be  gone  in  lesa 
than  a  week's  time.    Do  you  know  that  ?* 

*  I  hear  that  in  all  probability  he  has  not  long  to  live.' 

*  Not  a  week.  I  have  it  from  Sir  Omicron  himself.  Now  I 
think  you  will  admit,  Bertram,  that  I  have  been  very  badly 
used.' 

*  Upon  my  word,  my  dear  fellow,  I  know  nothing  about  it.' 

*  Nonsense.' 

'  But  it  isn't  nonsense.  I  tell  you  that  I  know  nothing  about 
it.  I  suppose  you  are  alluding  to  my  uncle's  money ;  and  I  tell 
you  that  I  know  nothing — and  care  nothing.' 

'  Psha !  I  hate  to  hear  a  man  talk  in  that  way.  I  hate  such 
humbug.* 

*  Harcourt,  my  dear  fellow — ' 

*It  is  humbug.    I  am  not  in  aliumoxa  uon?  \iO  ^^wwA^v^K^s^% 
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my  words.  I  have  been  inferaally  badly  used — badly  used  on 
every  side.' 

•fiy  me,  among  others?' 

Sir  Henry,  in  his  present  moody  mind,  would  have  delighted  to 
say,  *  Yes,'  by  him,  Bertram,  worse,  perhaps,  than  any  other.  But 
it  did  not  suit  him  at  the  present  moment  to  come  to  an  open 
rupture  with  the  man  whom  he  had  been  in  such  a  hurry  to 
visit. 

*  I  treated  that  old  man  with  the  most  unbounded  confidence 
when  I  married  his  granddaughter — * 

*But  how  does  that  concern  mef  She  was  not  my  grand- 
daughter. I,  at  least,  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Excuse  me, 
Harcourt,  if  I  say  that  I,  of  all  men,  am  the  last  to  whom  you 
should  address  yourself  on  such  a  subject.' 

*  I  think  differently.  You  are  his  nearest  relative— next  to  her ; 
next  to  her,  mind — ' 

*  Well !  What  matter  is  it  whether  I  am  near  or  distant  ? 
Lady  Harcourt  is  staying  with  him.  Did  it  suit  her  to  do  so,  she 
could  fight  your  battle,  or  her  own  battle,  or  any  battle  that  she 
pleases.' 

*  Yours,  for  instance  ?' 

*  No,  Sir  Henry.  That  she  could  not  do.  Prom  doing  that  she 
is  utterly  debarred.  But  I  tell  you  once  for  all  that  I  have  no 
battle.  You  shall  know  more — if  the  knowledge  will  do  you  any 
good.  Not  very  long  since  my  uncle  offered  to  settle  on  me  half 
his  fortune  if  I  would  oblige  him  in  one  particular.  But  I  could 
not  do  the  thing  he  wanted ;  and  when  we  parted,  I  had  his  posi- 
tive assurance  that  he  would  leave  me  nothing.  That  was  the  last 
time  I  saw  him.'  And  as  Bertram  remembered  what  that  request 
was  to  which  he  had  refused  to  accede,  his  brow  also  grew  black. 

*  Tell  me  honestly,  then,  if  you  can  be  honest  in  the  matter,  who 
is  to  have  his  money  ?' 

*  I  can  be  very  honest,  for  I  know  nothing.  My  belief  is  that 
neither  you  nor  I  will  have  a  shilling  of  it.' 

*  Well,  then ;  I'll  tell  you  what.  Of  course  you  know  that  Lady 
Harcourt  is  down  there  ?' 

*  Yes  ;  I  know  that  she  is  at  Hadley.* 

*  I'll  not  submit  to  be  treated  in  this  way.  I  have  been  a  deuced 
sight  too  quiet,  because  I  have  not  chosen  to  disturb  him  in  his 
illness.  Now  I  will  have  an  answer  from  him.  I  will  know  what 
he  means  to  do ;  and  if  I  do  not  know  by  tomorrow  night,  I  will 
go  down,  and  will,  at  any  rate,  bring  my  wife  away  with  me.  I 
wish  you  to  tell  him  tVvat  1  '^axii  to  know  what  his  intentions 

are.     I  have  a  riglit  to  demaivA.  aa  m\jks3cL^ 
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*  Be  that  as  it  may,  you  have  no  right  to  demand  anything 
through  me.' 

*  I  have  ruined  myself — or  nearly  so,  for  that  woman.* 

*  I  wonder,  Harcourt,  that  you  do  not  see  that  I  am  not  the 
manyou  should  select  to  speak  to  on  such  a  subject.* 

*  You  are  the  man,  because  you  are  her  cousin.  I  went  to  enor- 
mous expense  to  give  her  a  splendid  home,  knowing,  of  course, 
that  his  wealth  would  entitle  her  to  it.  I  bought  a  house  for  her, 
and  furnished  it  as  though  she  were  a  duchess — * 

*  Gk)od  heavens,  Harcourt !  Is  this  anything  to  me  ?  Did  I 
bid  you  buy  the  house  ?  If  you  had  not  givenTier  a  chair  to  sit 
on,  should  I  have  complained  ?  1  tell  you  fairly,  I  will  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  it.' 

*  Then  it  will  be  the  worse  for  her — ^that's  all.' 

*  May  God  help  her !  She  must  bear  her  lot,  as  must  I  mine, 
and  you  yours.' 

*  And  you  refiise  to  take  my  message  to  your  uncle  ?' 

*  Certainly.  Whether  I  shall  see  him  or  not  I  do  not  yet  know. 
If  I  do,  I  certainly  shall  not  speak  to  him  about  money  unless  he 
begins.  Nor  shall  I  speak  about  you,  unless  he  shall  seem  to  wish 
it.  K  he  asks  about  you,  I  will  tell  him  that  you  hftve  been  with 
me.' 

After  some  further  discussion,  Harcourt  left  him.  George  Ber- 
tram found  it  difficult  to  imderstand  what  motive  could  have 
brought  him  there.  But  drowning  men  catch  at  straws.  Sir 
Henry  was  painfully  alive  to  the  consideration,  that  if  anything 
was  to  be  done  about  the  rich  man's  money,  if  any  useful  step 
could  be  taken,  it  must  be  done  at  once  ;  the  step  must  be  taken 
now.  In  another  week,  perhaps  in  another  day,  Mr.  Bertram 
would  be  beyond  the  power  ot  will-making.  No  bargain  could 
then  be  driven  in  which  it  should  be  stipulated  that  after  hia 
death  his  grandchild  should  be  left  unmolested — for  a  considera- 
tion. The  bargain,  if  made  at  all,  must  be  made  now — now  at 
once. 

It  will  be  thought  that  Sir  Henry  would  have  played  his  game 
better  by  remaining  quiet ;  that  his  chance  of  being  remembered 
in  that  will  would  be  greater  if  he  did  not  now  make  himself  dis- 
agreeable. Probably  so.  But  men  running  hither  and  thither  in 
distress  do  not  well  calculate  their  chances.  They  are  too  ner- 
vous, too  excited  to  play  their  game  with  judgment.  Sir  Henry 
Harcourt  had  now  great  trouble  on  his  shoulders :  he  was  in  debt, 
was  pressed  for  money  on  every  side,  had  brought  his  professional 
bark  into  great  disasters — nearly  to  uttet  «£vawc^&. — «»^  ^^s^ 
known  to  hare  been  abandoned  oy  laia  N«\£e»    'feaa  \^5^A\^^^^£^^ 
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smiling  on  him.  His  great  hope,  his  once  strong  hope,  was  now 
buried  in  those  Hadley  coffers;  and  it  was  not  surprising  that 
he  did  not  take  the  safest  way  in  his  endeavours  to  reach  those 
treasures  which  he  so  coveted. 

On  the  following  morning,  George  received  Miss  Baker's  letter, 
and  very  shortly  afterwards  he  started  for  Hadley.  Of  course  he 
could  not  but  remember  that  Lady  Harcourt  was  staying  there ; 
that  she  would  naturally  be  attending  upon  her  grandfather,  and 
that  it  was  all  but  impossible  that  he  should  not  see  her.  How 
were  they  to  meet  now  ?  When  last  they  had  been  together,  he 
had  held  her  in  his  arms,  had  kissed  her  forehead,  had  heard  the 
assurance  of  her  undying  love.     How  were  they  to  meet  now  ? 

George  was  informed  by  the  servant  who  came  to  the  door  that? 
his  uncle  was  very  ilL  *  Weaker  today,'  the  girl  said,  *  than  ever 
he  had  been.*  *  Where  was  Miss  Baker  ?'  George  asked.  The 
girl  said  that  Miss  Baker  was  in  the  dining-room.  He  did  not 
dare  to  ask  any  further  question.  *  And  her  ladyship  is  with  her 
grandfather,'  the  girl  added ;  upon  hearing  which  George  walked 
with  quicker  steps  to  the  parlour  door. 

Miss  Baker  met  him  as  though  there  had  been  no  breach  in 
their  former*  intimacv.  With  her,  for  the  moment,  Lady  Har- 
court and  her  troubles  were  forgotten,  and  she  thought  only  of 
the  dying  man  upstairs. 

'I  am  so  glad  you  have  come!'  she  said.  'He  does  not  say 
much  about  it.  You  remember  he  never  did  talk  about  such  things^ 
But  I  know  that  he  will  be  delighted  to  see  you.  Sometimes  he 
has  said  that  he  thought  you  had  been  in  Egypt  quite  long' 
enough.' 

*  Is  he  so  very  ill,  then  ?' 

*  Indeed  he  is ;  very  ill.  You'll  be  shocked  when  you  see  him  : 
you'll  find  him  so  much  altered.  He  knows  that  it  cannot  last 
long,  and  he  is  quite  reconciled.' 

*  Will  you  send  up  to  let  him  know  that  I  am  here  ?' 

*  Yes,  now — immediately.  Caroline  is  with  him ;'  and  then  Miss. 
Baker  left  the  room. 

Caroline  is  with  him !  It  was  so  singular  to  hear  her  mentioned 
as  one  of  the  same  family  with  himself :  to  have  to  meet  her  as 
one  sharing  the  same  interests  with  him,  bound  by  the  same  bonds, 
anxious  to  relieve  the  same  suffering.  She  had  said  that  they  ought 
to  be  as  far  as  the  poles  asunder ;  and  yet  fortune,  unkind  Ibrtune, 
would  bring  them  together !  As  he  was  thinking  of  this,  the  door 
opened  gently,  and  she  was  in  the  room  with  him. 

iShe,  too,  was  greatly  aUexeA.    ^ot  that  her  beauty  had  faded, 
or  that  the  lines  of  her  5aceNi«©  Ockasi^^^>\iiNj^  \5Kt  ^jfi**  ^jsA  \^i6sv- 
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ners  were  more  composed;  her  dress  was  so  much  more  simple, 
that,  though  not  less  lovely,  she  certainly  looked  older  than  when 
he  had  last  seen  her.  She  was  thinner  too,  and,  in  the  light-grey 
silk  which  she  wore,  seemed  to  be  taller,  and  to  be  paler  too. 

She  walked  up  to  him,  and  putting  out  her  hand,  said  some 
word  or  two  which  he  did  not  hear;  and  he  uttered  something 
which  was  quite  as  much  lost  on  her,  and  so  their  greeting  was 
over.  Thus  passed  their  first  interview,  of  which  he  had  thought 
80  much  in  looking  forward  to  it  for  the  last  few  hours,  that  his 
mind  had  been  estranged  from  his  uncle. 

*  Does  he  know  I  am  here  ?' 

*  Yes.     You  are  to  go  up  to  him.    You  know  the  room  ?' 

*  The  same  he  always  had  ?' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  the  same.'  And  then  creeping  on  tiptoe,  as  men  do 
in  such  houses,  to  the  infinite  annoyance  of  the  invalids  whom 
they  wish  to  spare,  he  went  upstairs,  and  stood  by  his  uncle's 
bed. 

Miss  Baker  was  on  the  other  side,  and  the  sick  man*s  face  was 
turned  towards  her.  *  You  had  better  come  round  here,  George,* 
said  she.     *  It  would  trouble  Mr.  Bertram  to  move.* 

*She  means  that  I  can't  stir,'  said  the  old  man,  whose  voice 
was  still  sharp,  though  no  longer  loud.  *  I  can't  turn  round  that 
way.     Come  here.'     And  so  George  walked  round  the  bed. 

He  literally  would  not  have  known  his  uncle,  so  completely 
changed  was  the  face.  It  was  not  only  that  it  was  haggard,  thin, 
unshorn,  and  grey  with  coming  Jeath ;  but  the  very  position  of 
the  features  had  altered.  His  cheeks  had  fallen  away  ;  his  nose 
was  contracted ;  his  mouth,  which  he  could  hardly  close,  was  on 
one  side.  Miss  Baker  told  George  afterwards  that  the  left  side 
was  altogether  motionless.  George  certainly  would  not  have  known 
his  uncle — ^not  at  the  first  glance.  But  yet  there  was  a  spark  left 
in  those  eyes,  of  the  old  fire ;  such  a  spark  as  had  never  gleamed 
upon  him  from  any  other  human  head.  That  look  of  sharpness, 
which  nothing  could  quench,  was  still  there.  It  was  not  the  love 
of  lucre  which  was  to  be  read  in  those  eyes,  so  much  as  the  posses- 
sor's power  of  acquiring  it.  It  was  as  though  they  said,  *  Look 
well  to  all  you  have ;  put  lock  and  bar  to  your  stores ;  set  dragons 
to  watch  your  choice  gardens ;  fix  what  man-traps  you  will  for 
your  own  protection.  In  spite  of  everything,  I  will  have  it  all ! 
When  I  go  forth  to  rob,  no  one  can  stay  me !'  So  had  he  looked 
upon  men  through  all  his  long  life,  and  so  now  did  he  look  upon 
his  nephew  and  his  niece  as  they  stood  by  to  comfort  him  in  his 
extremity. 

*  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  in  this  state*  ftwA:  Qc^at%<b,  ^^^"^^^'^^^^ 
band  on  to  that  ofbia  uncle's,  wlxicli  'vaa  Te^\ifli%  onVfeft^^^^* 
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*  Thank'ee  George,  thank'ee.  When  men  get  to  be  as  old  as  1 
am,  they  have  nothing  for  it  but  to  die.  So  you've  been  to  Egypt, 
have  you  ?     What  do  you  think  about  Egypt  ?' 

*  It  is  not  a  country  I  should  like  to  live  in,  sir.* 

*  Nop  I  to  die  in,  from  all  that  I  hear  of  it.  Well,  you're  just 
in  time  to  be  in  at  the  last  gasp — that's  all,  my  boy.* 

*  I  hope  it  has  not  come  to  that  yet,  sir.' 

*  Ah,  out  it  has.  How  long  a  time  did  that  man  give  me,  Mary 
— he  that  got  the  twenty  pounds  ?  They  gave  a  fellow  twenty 
pounds  to  come  and  tell  me  that  I  was  dying !  as  if  I  didn't  know 
that  without  him.* 

*  We  thought  it  right  to  get  the  best  advice  we  could,  George,* 
said  poor  Miss  Baker. 

'Nonsense!'  said  the  old  man,  almost  in  his  olden  voice. 
*  You'll  find  by-and-by  that  twenty  pounds  are  not  so  easy  to 
come  by.  George,  as  you  are  here,  I  might  as  well  tell  you  about 
my  money.' 

George  begged  him  not  to  trouble  himself  about  such  a  matter 
at  present ;  but  this  was  by  no  means  the  way  in  which  to  propi- 
tiate his  uncle. 

*  And  if  I  don't  talk  of  it  now,  when  am  I  to  do  it  P  Go  away, 
Mary — and  look  here — come  up  again  in  about  twenty  minutes. 
What  I  have  got  to  say  won't  take  me  long.'  And  so  Miss  Baker 
left  the  room. 

*  George,'  said  his  uncle,  *  I  wonder  whether  you  really  care 
about  money  ?  sometimes  I  have  almost  thought  that  you  don't.* 

*  I  don't  think  I  do  very  much,  sir.' 

*  Then  you  must  be  a  great  fool.' 

*  I  have  often  thought  I  am,  lately.* 

*  A  very  great  fool.  People  preach  against  it,  and  talk  against 
it,  and  write  against  it,  and  tell  lies  against  it ;  but  don't  you  see 
that  everybody  is  fighting  for  it  P  The  parsons  all  abuse  it ;  but 
did  you  ever  know  one  who  wouldn't  go  to  law  for  his  tithes  P  Did 
you  ever  hear  of  a  bishop  who  didn't  take  his  dues  P'  • 

*  I  am  quite  fond  enough  of  it,  sir,  to  take  all  that  I  can  earn.' 

'  That  does  not  seem  to  be  much,  George.  Tou  haven't  played 
your  cards  well — ^have  you,  my  boy  P' 

*  No,  imde ;  not  very  well.    I  might  have  dofie  better.' 

'  No  man  is  respected  without  money — no  man.  A  poor  man  is 
always  thrust  to  the  wall — always.  Now  you  will  be  a  poor  man, 
I  fear,  all  your  lifa' 

*  Then  1  must  put  up  with  the  wall,  sir.' 

'  But  why  were  you  so  harsh  with  me  when  I  wanted  you  to 
marry  her  ?    Do  you  see  uo^  ^\^\i  ^quVw^  ^<svit&^  Look  at  her. 
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and  what  she  might  have  been.  Look  at  yourself,  and  what  you 
might  have  been.  Had  you  done  that,  you  might  have  been  my 
heir  in  everything.' 

*  Well,  sir,  I  have  made  my  bed,  and  I  must  lie  upon  it.  I  have 
-cause  enough  for  regret — though,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  is  not  about 
your  money.' 

*  Ah,  I  knew  you  would  be  stiff  to  the  last,'  said  Mr.  Bertram, 
angry  that  he  could  not  move  his  nephew  to  express  some  sorrow 
about  the  half-million. 

*  Am  I  stiff,  sir  ?    Indeed,  I  do  not  mean  it.' 

*  No,  it's  your  nature.  But  we  will  not  quarrel  at  the  last ;  will 
we,  George  ?* 

*  I  hope  not,  sir,  I  am  not  aware  that  we  have  ever  quarrelled. 
You  once  asked  me  to  do  a  thing  which,  had  I  done  it,  would  have 
made  me  a  happy  man — ' 

*  And  a  rich  man  also.' 

'  And  I  fairly  tell  you  now,  that  I  would  I  had  done  as  you 
would  have  had  me.    That  is  nat  being  stiff,  sir.' 

*  It  is  too  late  now,  George.' 

*  Oh,  yes,  it  is  too  late  now ;  indeed  it  is.* 
'  Not  but  that  I  could  put  a  codiciL' 

*  Ah,  sir,  you  can  put  no  codicil  that  can  do  me  a  service.  No 
codicil  can  make  her  a  free  woman.  There  are  sorrows,  sir,  which 
no  codiciL  can  cure.' 

'  Paha !'  said  his  uncle,  trying  in  Ms  anger  to  turn  himaelf  on 
his  bed,  but  Mling  utterly.  'Pshal  Then  you  may  live  a 
pauper.' 

George  remained  standing  at  the  bedside ;  but  he  knew  not 
what  to  do,  or  what  answer  to  make  to  this  ebullition  of  anger. 

*  I  have  nothing  further  to  say,'  continued  his  uncle. 

'  But  we  shall  part  in  friendship,  shall  we  not  ?'  said  George.  '  I 
have  so  much  to  thank  you  for,  that  I  cannot  bear  that  you  should 
be  angry  with  me  now.' 

*  You  are  an  as? — ^a  fool !' 

*  You  should  look  on  that  as  my  misfortune,  sir.'  And  then  he 
paused  a  moment.    *  I  will  leave  you  now,  shall  I  f ' 

'    *  Yes,  and  send  Mary  up.' 

*  But  I  may  come  down  again  tomorrow  ?' 

*  What !  haven't  they  a  bed  for  y6u  in  the  house  ?' 

Bertram  hummed  and  hawed,  and  said  he  did  not  know.  But 
the  conference  ended  in  his  promising  to  stay  there.  So  he  went 
up  to  town,  and  returned  again  bringing  down  his  carpet  bag,  and 
preparing  to  remain  till  all  should  be  over. 

That  was  a  strange  household  whicliNvaa  uo^v  ^K^^^^^^X^^^^^c^sst. 
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in  the  house  at  Hadley.  The  old  man  was  lying  upstairs,  daily 
expecting  his  death ;  and  he  was  attended,  as  it  was  seemly  that 
he  should  be,  by  his  nearest  relatives.  His  brother's  presence  he 
would  not  have  admitted ;  but  his  grandchild  was  there,  and  his 
nephew,  and  her  whom  he  had  always  regarded  as  his  niece.  No- 
thing could  be  more  fitting  than  this.  But  not  the  less  did  Caro- 
line and  George  feel  that  it  was  not  fitting  that  they  should'  be 
together. 

And  yet  the  absolute  awkwardness  of  the  meeting  was  soon  over. 
They  soon  found  themselves  able  to  sit  in  the  same  room,  cdnvers- 
ing  on  the  one  subject  of  interest  which  the  circumstances  of  the 
moment  gave,  without  any  allusion  to  past  times.  They  spoke 
only  of  the  dying  man,  and  asked  each  other  questions  only  about 
him.  Though  they  were  frequently  alone  together  while  Miw 
Baker  was  with  Mr.  Bertram,  they  never  repeated  the  maddening 
folly  of  that  last  scene  in  Eaton  Square. 

*  She  has  got  over  it  now,'  saia  Bertram  to  himself ;  and  he 
thought  that  he  rejoiced  that  it  was  so.  But  yet  it  made  his  heart 
sad. 

It  has  passed  away  like  a  dream,  thought  Lady  Harcourt ;  and 
now  he  will  be  happy  again.  And  she,  too,  strove  to  comfort  her- 
self in  thinking  so ;  but  the  comfort  was  very  cold. 

And  now  George  was  constantly  with  his  uncle.  For  the  first 
two  days  nothing  further  was  said  about  money.  Mr.  Bertram 
seemed  to  be  content  that  matters  should  rest  as  they  were  then 
settled,  and  his  nephew  certainly  had  no  intention  of  recurring  to 
the  subject  on  his  own  behalf.  The  old  man,  however,  had  become 
much  kinder  in  his  manner  to  him — kinder  to  him  than  to  any  one 
else  in  the  house ;  and  exacted  from  him  various  little  promises  of 
things  to  be  done— of  last  wishes  to  be  fulfilled. 

'  Perhaps  it  is  better  as  it  is,  George,'  he  said,  as  Bertram  was 
sitting  by  his  bedside  late  one  night. 

*  I  am  sure  it  is,  sir,'  said  George,  not  at  all,  however,  knowing 
what  was  the  state  of  things  which  his  uncle  described  as  being 
better. 

'  All  men  can!t  be  made  alike,'  continued  the  uncle. 
^  No,  uncle ;  there  must  be  rich  men,  and  there  must  be  p6or 
men.' 

*  And  you  prefer  the  latter.* 
Now  George  had  never  said  this;  and  the  assertion  coming; 

from  his  uncle  at  such  a  moment,  when  he  could  not  contradict  it,' 

was  rather  hard  on  him.     He  had  tried  to  prove  to  Mr,  Bertram, 

22ot  80  much  then,  as  in  their  former  intercourse,  that  he  would  in 

no  way  subject  hie  ieeWnga  to  ^jltkft  mwsft^^^^  <2k^  wv^  man ;  that 
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he  would  make  no  sacrifice  of  his  aspirations  for  the  sake  of  wealth ; 
that  he  would  not,  in  fact,  sell  himself  for  gold.  But  he  had  never 
said,  or  intended  to  say,  that  money  was  indifferent  to  him.  Much 
as  his  uncle  understood,  he  had  failed  to  understand  his  nephew's 
mind.  But  George  could  not  explain  it  to  him  now ; — so  he  merely 
smiled,  and  let  the  assertion  pass. 

'  Well ;  be  it  so,'  said  Mr.  Bertram.  *  But  you  will  see,  at  any 
rate,  that  I  have  trusted  you.  Why  father  and  son  should  be  so 
much  unlike,  God  only  can  understand.'  And  from  that  time  he 
said"  little  or  nothing  more  about  his  will. 

But  Sir  Omicron  had  been  wrong.  Mr.  Bertram  overlived  the 
week,  and  overlived  the  fortnight.  We  must  now  leave  him  and 
his  relatives  in  the  house  of  sickness,  and  return  to  Arthur  Wil- 
kinson. 


CHAPTEE  XLIL 
MRS.  wileikson's  tbotjbles. 


Abthxtb  Wilkin  SDK  was  received  at  home  witb  open  arms  and 
warm  embraces.  He  was  an  only  son,  an  only  brother,  the  head 
and  stay  of  his  family ;  and  of  course  he  was  beloved.  His  mother 
wept  for  joy  as  she  saw  the  renewed  plumpness  of  his  cheeks,  and 
declared  that  Egypt  must  indeed  be  a  land  of  fatness }  and  his  sis- 
ters surrounded  lum,  smiling  and  kissing  him,  and  asking  ques- 
tions, as  though  he  were  another  Livingstone.  This  was  very  de- 
lightful ;  but  a  cloud  was  soon  to  come  across  all  this  sunshine. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson,  always  excepting  what  care  she  may  have  had 
for  her  son's  ill  health,  had  not  been  unhappy  during  his  absence. 
She  had  reigned  the  female  vicaress,  without  a  drawback,  prajr- 
ing  daily,  and  in  her  heart  almost  hourly,  for  the  continuance  in 
the  land  of  such  excellent  noblemen  as  Lord  Stapledean.  The 
curate  who  had  taken  Arthur's  duty  had  been  a  very  mild  young 
man,  and  had  been  quite  contented  that  Mrs.  Wilkinson  should 
leave  to  him  the  pulpit  and  the  reading-desk.  In  all  other  mat- 
ters he  had  been  satisfied  not  to  interfere  with  her  power,  or  to 
contradict  her  edicts. 

*  Mr.  Gilliflower  has  behaved  excellently,'  she  said  to  her  son, 
soon  after  his  return ;  *  and  has  quite  understood  my  position  here. 
I  only  wish  we  could  keep  him.  in  the  parish ;  but  taat^  q»£  ^wss?%fc. 
is  impossible.* 
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*  I  shouldn't  want  him  at  all,  mother,'  Arthur  had  replied.  *  I 
am  as  strong  as  a  horse  now.' 

'  All  the  same ;  I  should  like  to  have  him  here/  said  Mrs.  Wil- 
kinson, in  a  tone  which  was  the  beginning  of  the  battle.  How 
sweet  it  would  have  been  to  her  if  Arthur  could  have  gone  to  some 
good  neighbouring  parish,  leaving  her,  with  Gabriel  GiUiflower  as 
her  assistant,  to  manage  the  souls  of  Hurst  Staple  !  And  why,  as 
she  almost  asked  herself— why  should  she  not  be  addressed  as  the 
Severend  Mrs.  "Wilkinson  ? 

But  the  battle  had  to  be  fought,  and  there  was  to  be  an  end  to 
these  sweet  dreams.  Her  son  had  been  meek  enough,  but  he  was 
not  as  meek  as  Mr.  GiUiflower ;  and  now  he  was  sharpening  his 
arrows,  and  looking  to  his  bow,  and  preparing  for  the  war. 

'  Is  Adela  at  Littlebath  ?'  he  asked  of  one  of  his  sisters,  on  the 
third  or  fourth  day  after  his  arrival. 

*  Yes,'  said  Mary.  *  She  is  with  her  aunt.  I  had  a  letter  from 
her  yesterday.' 

*  I  wonder  whether  she  would  come  here  if  you  were  to  ask  her.' 

*  Oh,  that  she  would,'  said  Mary. 

*  I  doubt  it  very  much,'  said  the  more  prudent  Sophia. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  heard  the  conversation,  and  pondered  over  it. 
At  the  moment  she  said  nothing,  pressing  down  her  grief  in  her 
deep  heart ;  but  that  evening,  in  the  book-room,  she  found  Arthur 
alone ;  and  then  she  began. 

*  You  were  uvt  in  earnest  just  now  about  Adela,  were  you, 
Arthur  ?' 

*  Indeed  I  was,  mother ;  quite  in  earnest.' 

*  She  has  been  very  much  away  from  Littlebath  since  her  aunt 
came  back  from  Italy  to  make  a  home  for  her.  She  was  with  us  ; 
and  with  the  Harcourts,  in  London ;  and,  since  the  break-up  there, 
she  was  at  Hadley.  It  would  not  be  right  to  Miss  Gauntlet  to 
ask  her  away  so  soon.* 

*  I  don't  think  Miss  Gauntlet  would  mind  her  coming  here ;  and 
even  if  she  does — ' 

*  And  bhen  my  time  is  so  much  taken  up — what  with  the  schools^ 
and  what  with  the  parish  visiting — ' 

*  Adela  will  do  the  visiting  with  you.' 

*  I  really  had  rather  not  have  her  just  at  presetit ;  that  is,  unless 
you  have  some  very  particular  reason.' 

*  Well,  mother,  I  have  a  particular  reason.  But  if  you  had  rather 
that  she  did  not  come  here,  I  will  go  to  Littlebath  instead.' 

There  was  nothing  more  said  on  this  occasion ;  but  that  was  the 
beginning  of  the  battle.  M.t^.  W\lkASkfion  could  not  but  know 
what  her  son  meant  •,  ani  bVig  uo'^'  "kas^  ^^\.  ^  ^^  ^^^  ^s^^ded 
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■was  to  come  upon  her.  It  was  not  that  she  did  not  wish  to  see 
her  son  happy,  or  that  she  did  not  think  that  his  being  niarried 
and  settled  would  tend  to  his  happiness ;  but  she  was  angry,  as 
other  mothers  are  angry,  when  their  foolish,  calf-like  boys  will  go 
and  marry  without  any  incomes  on  which  to  support  a  wife.  She 
said  to  herself  over  and  over  again  that  night,  *  I  cannot  have  a 
second  family  here  in  the  parsonage ;  that's  certain.  And  where 
on  earth  they're  to  live,  I  don't  know ;  and  how  they're  to  live 
when  his  fellowship  is  gone,  I  can't  think.'  And  then  she  shook 
her  head,  clothed  as  it  was  in  her  nightcap,  and  reposing  as  it  was 
on  her  pillow.  *  Two  thousand  pounds  is  every  shilling  she  has — 
every  shilling.'  And  then  she  shook  her  head  again.  She  knew 
that  the  ecclesiastical  income  was  her  own  ;  for  had  not  the  good 
Lord  Stapledean  given  it  to  her  ?  But  she  had  sad  thoughts,  and 
feared  that  even  on  this  point  there  might  be  a  contest  between 
her  and  her  son. 

Two  mornings  after  this  the  blow  came  very  suddenly.  It  was 
now  her  habit  to  go  into  the  book-room  after  breakfast,  and  set 
herself  down  to  work — as  her  husband,  the  former  vicar,  had  done 
in  his  time — and  as  Arthur,  since  his  return,  usually  did  the  same, 
they  naturally  found  themselves  alone  together.  On  the  morning 
in  question,  she  had  no  sooner  seated  herself,  with  her  papers 
before  her,  than  Arthur  began.  And,  alas !  he  had  to  tell  her,  not 
what  he  was  going  to  do,  but  what  he  had  done. 

*  I  spoke  to  you,  mother,  of  going  to  Littlebath  the  other  day.' 
'Yes,  Arthur,'  said  she,  taking  her  spectacles  off,  and  laying 

them  beside  her, 

'  I  have  written  to  her,  instead.' 

*  And  you  have  made  her  an  offer  of  marriage !' 

*  Exactly  so.  I  was  sure  you  must  have  known  how  my  heart 
stood  towards  her.  It  is  many  years  now  since  I  first  thought  of 
this ;  but  I  was  deterred,  because  I  feared  that  my  income — our 
income,  that  is — was  insufficient.' 

*  Oh,  Arthur,  and  so  it  is.  What  will  you  do  ?  How  will  you 
live  ?  Adela  has  got  just  two  thousand  pounds — about  seventy 
or  eighty  pounds  a  year.  And  your  fellowship  will  be  gone.  Oh, 
Arthur,  how  will  all  the  mouths  be  fed  when  you  have  six  or  seven 
children  round  you  ?* 

*  I'll  tell  you  what  my  plans  are.    If  Adela  should  accept  me — * 

*  Oh,  accept  you !  She'll  accept  you  fast  enough,'  said  Mrs. 
"Wilkinson,  with  the  venom  with  which  mothers  will  sometimes 
speak  of  the  girls  to  whom  their  sons  are  attached. 

*  It  makes  me  very  happy  to  hear  you  say  ^o .    ^m^.'V  ^oxi Wwjtk  .^ 
When  1  did  bint  at  the  matter  once  before  A  ao\iTk.o  «tic.o\3cc^^^^»jKo5t^ 


436  THE  BERTRAMS; 

.  *  Psha!'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 
This  sound  was  music  to  her  son's  ears ;  so  he  went  on  witli  the 
more  cheerfulness  to  describe  his  plans. 

*  Tou  see,  mother,  situated  as  I  am,  I  have  no  right  to  expect 
any  increase  of  income,  or  to  hope  that  I  shall  ever  be  better  able 
to  marry  than  I  am  now.' 

*  But  you  might  marry  a  girl  who  had  something  to  help.  There 
is  Miss  Glunter — ' 

'  But  it  so  happens  that  I  am  attached  to  Adela,  and  not  to  Miss 
Glunter,' 

*  Attached !  But,  of  course,  you  must  have  your  own  way.  You 
are  of  age,  jand  I  cannot  prevent  your  marrying  the  cook-maid  if 
you  like.     \Vhat  I  want  to  know  is,  where  do  you  mean  to  live  ?' 

'Here,  certainly.' 

'  What !  in  this  house  ?' 
.  *  Certainly.    I  am  bound  to  live  here,  as  the  clergyman  of  the 
parish.' 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  drew  hersfelf  up  to  her  full  height,  put  her  spec- 
tacles on,  and  looked  at  the  papers  before  her ;  then  put  them  off 
again,  and  fixed  her  eyes  on  her  son.  *  Do  you  think  there  will 
be  room  in  the  house  ?'  she  said.  *  I  fear  you  would  be  preparing 
great  discomfort  for  Adela.  Where  on  earth  would  she  find  room 
for  a  nursery  ?    But,  Arthur,  you  have  not  thought  of  these  things.' 

Arthur,  however,  had  thought  of  them  very  often.  He  knew 
where  to  find  the  nursery,  and  the  room  for  Adela.  His  difficulty 
was  as  to  the  rooms  for  his  mother  and  sisters.  It  was  necessary 
now  that  this  difference  of  opinion  should  be  explained. 

*  I  suppose  that  my  children,  if  1  have  any — ' 

*  Clergyman  always  have  large  families,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

*  Well,  I  suppose  they'll  have  the  same  nursery  that  we  had.' 

*  AVhat,  and  turn  Sophy  and  Mary  out  of  it !'  And  then  she 
paused,  and  began  to  re-arrange  her  papers.  '  That  will  not  do  at 
all,  Arthur,'  she  continued.  '  It  would  be  unjust  in  me  to  allow 
that ;  much  as  I  think  of  your  interests,  I  must  of  course  think  of 
theirs  as  well.' 

How  was  he  to  tell  her  that  the  house  was  his  own  P  It  was 
essentially  necessary  that  he  should  do  so,  and  that  he  should  do 
so  now.  If  he  gave  up  the  point  at  the  present  moment,  he  might 
give  it  up  for  ever.  His  resolve  was,  that  his  mother  and  sisters 
should  go  elsewhere;  but  in  what  words  could  he  explain  this 
resolution  to  her  ? 

*  Dear  mother,  I  think  we  should  understand  each  other — ' 

'  Certainly,*  said  Mrs.  'W*\\V\ia&oi[i,\wTk!^  her  hands  across  each 
other  on  the  table,  and  prei^aim^i^at  >uaft  Q\!^s^\y^« 
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'  It  is  clearly  my  duty,  as  clergyman,  to  live  in  this  parish,  and 
to  live  in  this  house.' 

*  And  it  is  my  duty  also,  as  was  excellently  explained  by  Lord 
Stapledean  after  your  poor  father's  death.' 

*  My  idea  is  this — '  and  then  he  paused,  for  his  heart  misgave 
him  when  he  attempted  to  tell  his  mother  that  she  must  pack  up 
and  turn  out.  His  courage  all  but  failed  him.  He  felt  that  he 
was  right,  and  yet  he  hardly  knew  how  to  explain  that  he  was 
right  without  appearing  to  be  unnatural. 

'  I  do  not  know  that  Lord  Stapledean  said  anything  about  the 
house ;  but  if  he  did,  it  could  make  no  difference.' 

*  Not  the  least,  I  should  think,'  said  the  lady.  *  When  he 
appointed  me  to  the  income  of  the  parish,  it  could  hardly  be  ne- 
cessary that  he  should  explain  that  1  was  to  have  the  house  also.' 

*  Mother,  when  I  accepted  the  living,  I  promised  him  that  I 
would  give  you  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  out  of  the  proceeds ; 
and  so  I  will.  Adela  and  I  will  be  very  poor,  but  I  shall  endea- 
vour to  eke  out  our  income ;  that  is,  of  course,  if  she  consents  to 
marry  me — ' 

'Psha!' 

* — To  eke  out  our  income  by  taking  pupils.  To  do  that,  I 
must  have  the  house  at  my  own  disposal.' 

*  And  you  mean  to  tell  me,'  said  the  female  vicaress,  rising  to 
her  feet  in  her  wrath, '  that  1 — that  I — am  to  go  away  ?* 

*  I  think  it  will  be  better,  mother.' 

*  And  the  poor  girls !' 

*  Por  one  or  two  of  them  there  would  be  room  here,'  said  Arthur, 
trying  to  palliate  the  matter. 

'  One  or  two  of  them !  Is  that  the  way  you  would  treat  your 
sisters  ?  I  say  nothing  about  myself,  for  I  have  long  seen  that 
you  are  tired  of  me.  I  know  how  jealous  you  are  because  Lord 
Istapledean  has  thought  proper  to — '  she  could  not  exactly  remem- 
ber what  phrase  would  best  suit  her  purpose — *to— to — ^to  place 
me  here,  as  he  placed  your  poor  father  before.  I  have  seen  it  all, 
Arthur.  But  1  have  my  duty  to  do,  and  I  shall  do  it.  WTiat  I 
have  undertaken  in  this  parish  I  shall  go  through  with,  and  if  you 
oppose  me  I  shall  apply  to  his  lordship.' 

'  I  think  you  have  misunderstood  Lord  Stapledean.' 
'  I  have  not  misunderstood  him  at  all.  I  know  very  well  what 
he  meant,  and  I  quite  appreciate  his  motives.  I  have  endeavoured 
to  act  up  to  them,  and  shall  continue  to  do  so.  I  had  thought 
that  I  had  made  the  house  as  comfortable  to  you  as  any  young 
man  coidd  wish.' 

*  And  so  you  have.' 
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*  And  yet  you  want  to  turn  me  out  of  it — out  of  my  own  house!' 
'  Not  to  turn  you  out,  mother.    If  it  suits  you  to  remain  here 

for  another  year — ' 

'  It  will  suit  me  to  remain  here  for  another  ten  years,  if  I  am 
spared  so  long.  Little  viper!  I  suppose  this  comes  from  her. 
After  warming  her  in  my  bosom  when  her  father  died !' 

*  It  can  hardly  have  come  from  her,  seeing  that  there  has  never 
yet  been  a  word  spoken  between  us  on  the  subject.  I  fear  that 
you  greatly  mistake  the  footing  on  which  we  stand  together.  I 
have  no  reasonable  ground  for  hoping  for  a  favourable  answer.* 

*  Psha !  viper !'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  in  dire  wrath.  Mo- 
thers are  so  angry  when  other  girls,  not  their  own,  will  get  offers ; 
so  doubly  angry  when  their  own  sons  make  them. 

'  You  will  make  me  very  unhappy  if  you  speak  ill  of  her,'  said 
Arthur. 

*  Has  it  ever  come  into  your  head  to  think  where  your  mother 
and  sisters  are  to  live  when  you  turn  them  out  ?'  said  she. 

*  Littlebath,'  suggested  Arthur. 

*  Littlebath !'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  with  all  the  scorn  that  she 
could  muster  to  the  service^  *  Littlebath  !  I  am  to  put  up  with 
the  aunt,  I  suppose,  when  you  take  the  niece.  But  I  shall  not  go 
to  Littlebath  at  your  bidding,  sir.'  And  so  saying,  she  gathered 
up  her  spectacles,  and  stalked  out  of  the  room. 

Arthur  was  by  no  means  satisfied  with  the  interview,  and  yet 
had  he  been  wise  he  might  have  been.  The  subject  had  been 
broached,  and  that  in  itself  was  a  great  deal.  And  the  victory  had 
by  no  means  been  with  Mrs,  Wilkinson.  She  had  threatened,  in- 
deed, to  appeal  to  Lord  Stapledean ;  but  that  very  threat  showed 
how  conscious  she  was  that  she  had  no  power  of  her  own  to  hold 
her  place  where  she  was.  He  ought  to  have  been  satisfied ;  but 
he  was  not  so. 

And  now  he  had  to  wait  for  his  answer  from  Adela.  Q-entlemen 
who  make  ofiers  by  letter  must  have  a  weary  time  of  it,  waiting 
for  the  return  of  post,  or  for  the  return  of  two  posts,  as  was  the 
case  in  this  instance.  Ajid  Arthur  had  a  weary  {ime  of  it.  Two 
evenings  he  had  to  pass,  after  the  conversation  above  recounted, 
before  he  got  his  letter ;  and  dreadful  evenings  they  were.  His 
mother  was  majestic,  glum,  and  cross ;  his  sisters  were  silent  and 
dignified.  It  was  clear  to  him  that  they  had  all  been  told ;  and  so 
told  as  to  be  leagued  in  enmity  against  him.  What  account  their 
mother  may  have  given  to  them  of  their  future  poverty,  he  knew 
not ;  but  he  felt  certain  that  she  had  explained  to  them  how  cruelly 
be  meant  to  turn  them  out  on  th^  mde  world ;  unnatural  ogre 
that  be  was. 
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Mary  was  his  favourite,  and  to  her  he  did  say  a  few  words. 
'  Mamma  has  told.you  what  I  have  done,  hasn't  she  ?* 

*  Yes,  Arthur,'  said  Mary,  demurely. 

*  And  what  do  you  think  about  it  ?' 

*  Think  about  it  ?' 

*  Yes.     Do  you  think  she'll  accept  me  ?' 

*  Oh !  she'll  accept  you.  I  don't  doubt  about  that.'  How  cheap 
girls  do  make  themselves  when  talking  of  each  other ! 

*  And  will  it  not  be  an  excellent  thing  for  me  ?'  said  he. 

*  But  about  the  house,  Arthur !'  And  Mary  looked  very  glum. 
So  he  said  nothing  further  to  any  of  them. 

On  the  day  after  this  he  got  his  answer ;  and  now  we  wiU  give 
the  two  letters.  Arthur's  was  not  written  without  much  trouble 
and  various  copies ;  but  Adela's  had  come  straight  from  her  heart 
at  once. 

*  My  dear  Adela,  *  Hurst  Staple,  April,  184 — . 

*  You  will  be  surprised  to  receive  a  letter  from  me,  and  more 
so,  I  am  sure,  when  you  read  its  contents.  You  have  heard,  I 
know,  from  Mary,  of  my  return  home.  Thank  God,  I  am  quite 
strong  again.  I  enjoyed  my  trip  very  much.  I  had  feared  that 
it  would  be  very  dull  before  I  knew  that  George  Bertram  would 
go  with  me. 

*  I  wonder  whether  you  recollect  the  day  when  I  drove  you  to 
Eipley  Station !  It  is  eighteen  months  ago  now,  I  believe ;  and 
indeed  the  time  seems  much  longer.  I  had  thought  then  to  have 
said  to  you  what  I  have  to  say  now ;  but  I  did  not..  Years  ago  I 
thought  to  do  the  same,  and  then  also  I  did  not.  You  will  know 
what  I  mean.  I  did  not  like  to  ask  you  to  share  such  poverty, 
such  a  troubled  house  as  mine  will  be. 

*  But  I  have  loved  you,  Adela,  for  years  and  years.  Do  you  re- 
member how  you  used  to  comfort  me  at  that  grievous  time,  when 
I  disappointed  them  all  so  much  about  my  degree  ?  I  remember 
it  so  well.  It  used  to  lie  on  my  tongue  then  to  tell  you  that  I 
loved  you ;  but  that  would  have  been  folly.  Then  came  my  poor 
father's  death,  and  the  living  which  I  had  to  take  under  such  cir- 
cumstances. I  made  up  my  mind  then  that  it  was  my  duty  to 
live  single.  I  think  I  told  you,  though  I  am  sure  you  forget 
that. 

*  I  am  not  richer  now,  but  I  am  older.  I  seem  to  care  less  about 
poverty  on  my  own  behalf;  and — though  I  don't  know  whether 
you  will  forgive  me  for  this — I  feel  less  compunction  in  asking  you 
to  be  poor  with  me.     Do  not  imagine  from  th\a  t\Nafc  \  ^'w^  ^^-^Ss.- 
dent  as  to  your  answer.    I  am  very  iot  itovxv  XJtvaJt*   "^xiN*  XVs^ss^ 
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that  you  used  to  love  me  as  a  friend — and  I  now  venture  to  ask 
you  to  love  me  as  my  wife. 

*  Dearest  Adela  I  I  feel  tbat  I  may  call  you  so  now,  even  if  I 
am  never  to  caU  you  so  again.  If  you  will  share  the  world  with 
me,  I  will  give  you  whatever  love  can  give — though  I  can  give  but 
little  more.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  we  should  be  circumstanced. 
My  mother  must  have  three  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  out  of  the 
living  as  long  as  she  lives ;  and  should  I  survive  her,  I  must,  of 
course,  maintain  the  girls.  But  I  mean  to  explain  to  my  motiier 
that  she  had  better  live  elsewhere.  There  will  be  trouble  about 
this ;  but  I  am  sure  that  it  is  right.  I  shall  tell  her  of  this  letter 
tomorrow.  I  think  she  knows  what  my  intention  is,  though  I 
have  not  exactly  told  it  to  her. 

*  I  need  not  say  how  anxious  I  shall  be  till  I  hear  from  you.  I 
shall  not  expect  a  letter  till  Thursday  morning ;  but,  if  possible,  do 
let  me  have  it  then.  Should  it  be  favourable — though  I  do  not 
allow  myself  to  have  any  confidence — but  should  it  be  favourable,  I 
shall  be  at  Littlebath  on  Monday  evening.  Believe  me,  that  1  love 
you  dearly. 

*  Yours,  dear  Adela, 

*Abthtje  Wilkhtsok.' 

Aunt  Penelope  was  a  lady  addicted  to  very  early  habits,  and 
consequently  she  and  Adela  had  usually  left  the  breakfast-table 
before  the  postman  had  visited  them.  From  this  it  resulted  that 
Adela  received  her  letter  by  herself.  The  first  words  told  her  what 
it  contained,  and  her  eyes  immediately  became  suffused  with  tears. 
After  all,  then,  her  patience  was  to  be  rewarded.  But  it  had  not 
been  patience  so  much  as  love ;  love  that  admitted  of  no  change ; 
love  on  which  absence  had  had  no  effect ;  love  which  had  existed 
without  any  hope ;  which  had  been  acknowledged  by  herself,  and 
acknowledged  as  a  sad  misfortune.  But  now — .  She  took  the 
letter  up,  but  she  could  not  read  it.  She  turned  it  over,  and  at 
the  end,  through  her  tears,  she  saw  those  words — *  Believe  me, 
that  I  love  jrou  dearly.'  They  were  not  like  the  burning  words, 
the  sweet  violent  protestations  of  a  passionate  lover.  But  coming 
from  him,  they  were  enough.     At  last  she  was  to  be  rewarded. 

And  then  at  length  she  read  it.  Ah !  yes ;  she  recollected  the 
day  well  whep  he  had  driven  her  to  Ripley  Station,  and  asked  her 
those  questions  as  he  was  persuading  Dumpling  to  mount  the  hill. 
The  very  words  were  still  in  her  ears.  *  Would  you  come  to  such 
a  house,  Adela  ?*  Ay,  indeed,  would  she — if  only  she  were  duly 
asked.  But  he —  I  Had  \t  t\o\.  ^^^m^d  then  as  if  he  almost 
irished  that  the  proffer  8ho\x\d  eome  ixomVet'l  ^Q\»\aSiwB^-^^^ 
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she  stoop.  But  as  for  sharing  such  a  bouse  as  his — any  house 
with  him  !  "What  did  true  love  mean,  if  she  were  not  ready  to  do 
that  ? 

And  she  remembered,  too,  that  comforting  of  which  he  spoke. 
That  had  been  the  beginning  of  it  all,  when  he  took  those  walks 
along  the  river  to  West  Putford ;  when  she  had  learned  to  look 
for  his  figure  coming  through  the  little  wicket  at  the  bottom  of 
their  lawn.  Then  she  had  taxed  her  young  heart  with  imprudence 
— but  in  doing  so  she  had  found  that  it  was  too  late.  She  had 
soon  told  the  truth — to  herself  that  is ;'  and  throughout  she  had 
been  true.  Now  she  had  her  reward ;  there  in  her  hands,  pressing 
it  to  her  heart.  He  had  loved  her  for  years  and  years,  he  said. 
Yes,  and  so  had  she  loved  him ;  and  now  ne  should  know  it.  But 
not  quite  at  once — in  some  sweet  hour  of  fullest  confidence  she 
would  whisper  it  all  to  him. 

*  I  think  I  told  you ;  though,  I  am  sure,  you  have  forgotten 
that.' 

Forget  it !  no,  not  a  word,  not  one  of  his  tones,  not  a  glance  of 
his  eyes,  as  he  sat  there  in  her  father's  drawing-room  that  morn- 
ing,  all  but  unable  to  express  his  sorrows.  She  could  never  forget 
the  efibrt  with  which  she  had  prevented  the  tell-tale  blood  from 
burning  in  her  cheeks,  or  the  difficulty  with,  which  she  had  endured 
his  confidence.  But  she  had  endured  it,  and  now  had  come  her 
reward.  Then  he  had  come  to  tell  her  that  he  was  too  poor  to 
marry.  Much  as  she  loved  him,  she  had  then  almost  despised  him. 
But  the  world  had  told  him  to  be  wiser.  The  world,  which  makes 
80  many  niggards,  had  taught  him  to  be  freer  of  heart.  Now  he 
was  worthy  of  her,  now  that  he  cared  nothing  for  poverty.  Tes, 
now  she  had  her  reward. 

He  had  allowed  her  till  the  second  post  for  her  reply.  That  was 
80  kind  of  him,  as  it  was  necessary  that  she  should  tell  her  aunt. 
As  to  the  nature  of  her  reply — as  to  that  she  never  doubted  for 
a  moment.  She  would  consult  her  aunt ;  but  she  would  do  so 
with  her  mind  fully  made  up  as  to  the  future.  No  aunt,  no  Mrs. 
"Wilkinson,  should  rob  her  of  her  happiness  now  that  he  had  spoken. 
No  one  should  rob  him  of  the  comfort  of  her  love ! 

In  the  evening,  after  thinking  of  it  for  hours,  she  told  her  aunt ; 
or,  rather,  handed  to  her  Arthur's  letter,  that  she  might  read  it. 
Miss  Penelope's  face  grew  very  long  as  she  did  read  it ;  and  she 
made  this  remark — *  Three  hundred  and  fiftv  pounds  I  why,  ray 
dear,  there  will  be  only  one  hundred  and  fifty  left.* 

*  We  can't  keep  our  carriage,  certainly,  aunt.' 

*  Then  you  mean  to  accept  him  ?' 

*  Yes,  aunt* 
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*  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  AVhat  will  you  do  when  the  children 
come  ?' 

*  We  must  make  the  best  of  it,  aunt.' 

'  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  And  you  will  have  his  mother  with  you 
always.' 

*  If  so,  then  we  should  not  be  so  very  poor ;  but  I  do  not  think 
that  that  is -what  Arthur  means.' 

There  was  not  much  more  said  about  it  between  them  ;  and  at 
last,  in  the  seclusion  of  her  own  bedroom,  Adela  wrote  her  letter. 

*  Dear  Arthur,  *  Littlebath,  Tuesday  night. 

*  I  received  your  letter  this  morning !  but  as  you  were  so 
kind  as  to  give  me  a  day  to  answer  it,  I  have  put  off  doing  so  till 
I  could  be  quite  alone.  It  will  be  a  very  simple  answer.  I  value 
your  love  more  than  anything  in  "the  world.  You  have  my  whole 
heart.  I  hope,  for  your  sake,  that  the  troubles  which  you  speak 
of  will  not  be  many ;  but  whatever  they  may  be,  I  will  share  them. 
If  I  can,  I  will  lessen  them. 

*  I  hope  it  is  not  unmaidenly  to  say  that  T  have  received  your 
dear  letter  with  true  delight ;  I  do  not  know  why  it  should  be. 
We  have  known  each  other  so  long,  that  it  is  almost  natiusl 
that  I  should  love  you.  I  do  love  you  dearly,  dearest  Arthur; 
and  with  a  heart  thankful  for  God's  goodness  to  me,  I  will  put 
my  hand  in  yours  with  perfect  trust — fearing  nothing,  then,  as 
far  as  this  world  is  concerned. 

*  I  do  not  regard  the  poverty  of  which  you  speak,  at  least  not 
for  my  own  sake.  What  I  have  of  my  own  is,  I  know,  very 
little.  I  wish  now  that  I  could  make  it  more  for  you.  But  no; 
I  will  wish  for  nothing  more,  seeing  that  so  much  has  been 
given  to  me.  Everything  has  been  given  to  me  when  I  have  your 
love. 

*  I  hope  that  this  will  not  interfere  with  your  mother's  comfort. 
If  anything  now  could  make  me  unhappy,  it  would  be  that  she 
should  not  be  pleased  at  our  prospects.  Give  her  my  kindest, 
kindest  love ;  and  tell  her  that  I  hope  she  will  let  me  look  on  her 
as  a  mother. 

*  I  will  write  to  Mary  very  soon ;  but  bid  her  write  to  me  first. 
I  cannot  tell  her  how  happy,  how  very  happy  I  really  am,  till  she 
has  first  wished  me  joy. 

*I  have,  of  course,  told  aunt  Penelope.     She,  too,  says  some- 
thing about  poverty.    1  tell  her  it  is  croaking.    The  honest  do  not 
beg  their  bread  ;  do  they,  Arthur  ?     But  in  spite  of  her  croaking, 
she  will  be  very  happy  to  ^ee  yo\i  on  Monday,  if  it  shall  suit  you 
to  come.     If  BO,  let  me  Tawe  on^  o>iXi^T\\\xXfe  \vw^.  ^\j^  "L  «m  so 
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j     conteuted  now,  that  I  shall  hardlj  be  more  so  even  to  have  you 
here. 

*  God  bless  you,  my  own,  own,  own  dearest. 

i  *  Ever  yours  with  truest  affection, 

*  Adela.' 

And  I  also  hope  that  Adela's  letter  will  not  be  considered  un- 
maidenly ;  but  I  have  iny  fears.  There  will  be  those  who  will  say 
I  that  it  is  sadly  deficient  in  reserve.  Ah !  had  she  not  been  re- 
served enough  for  the  last  four  or  five  years  ?  Eeserve  is  beauti- 
j  ful  in  a  maiden  if  it  be  rightly  timed.  Sometimes  one  would  fain 
have  more  of  it.  But  when  the  heart  is  full,  and  when  it  may 
speak  out ;  when  time,  and  circumstances,  and  the  world  permit 
— then  we  should  say  that  honesty  is  better  than  reserve.  Adela's 
letter  was  honest  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  Her  reserve  had 
been  the  work  of  years. 

Arthur,  at  any  rate,  was  satisfied.  Her  letter  seemed  to  him 
to  be  the  very  perfection  of  words.  Armed  with  that  he  would 
face  his  mother,  though  she  appeared  armed  from  head  to  foot  in 
the  Stapledean  panoply.  While  he  was  reading  his  letter  he  was 
at  breakfast  with  them  all ;  and  when  he  had  finished  it  for  the 
second  time,  he  handed  it  across  the  table  to  his  mother. 

'  Oh !  I  suppose  so,'  was  her  only  answer,  as  she  gave  it  him 
back. 

The  curiosity  of  the  girls  was  too  great  now  for  the  composure 
of  their  silent  dignity.  '  It  is  &om  Adela,'  said  Mary ; '  what  does 
she  say  ?' 

*  You  may  read  it,'  said  Arthur,  again  handing  the  letter  across 
the  table. 

*  Well,  I  do  wish  you  joy,'  said  Mary,  *  though  there  will  be  so 
very  little  money.* 

Seeing  that  Arthur,  since  his  father's  death,  had,  in  fact,  sup- 
ported his  mother  and  sisters  out  of  his  own  income,  this  reception 
of  his  news  was  rather  hard  upon  him.     And  so  he  felt  it. 

*  Tou  will  not  have  to  share  the  hardships,'  he  said,  as  he  left 
the  loom ;  *  and  so  you  need  not  complain.' 

There  was  nothing  more  said  about  it  that  morning ;  but  in  the 
evening,  when  they  were  alone,  he  spoke  to  his  sister  again.  *  Tou 
will  write  to  her,  Mary,  I  hope  ?' 

*  Yes,  I  will  write  to  her,'  said  Mary,  half  ashamed  of  herself. 

*  Perhaps  it  is  not  surprising  that  my  mother  should  be  vexed, 
seeing  the  false  position  in  which  both  she  and  I  have  been  placed ; 
partly  by  my  fault,  for  I  should  not  have  accepted  the  UyixL^>3;sk5L^iL 
such  conditions.' 
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*  Oh,  Arthur,  you  would  not  have  refused  it  ?' 

*  I  ought  to  have  so.  But,  Mary,  you  and  the  girls  should  be 
ready  to  receive  Adela  with  open  arms.  What  other  sister  could 
1  have  given  you  that  you  would  have  loved  better  ?' 

*  Oh,  no  one ;  not  for  her  own  sake — no  one  half  so  well.' 

*  Then  tell  her  so,  and  do  not  cloud  her  prospects  by  writing 
about  the  house.  You  have  all  had  shelter  and  comfort  hitherto, 
and  be  trustful  that  it  will  be  continued  to  you.' 

This  did  very  well  with  his  sister ;  but  the  affair  with  his  mother 
was  much  more  serious.  He  began  by  telling  her  that  he  should 
go  to  Littlebath  on  Monday,  and  be  back  on  Wednesday. 

*  Then  I  shall  go  to  Bowes  on  Wednesday,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkin- 
son. Now  we  all  know  that  Bowes  is  a  long  way  from  Staple- 
hurst.  The  journey  has  already  been  made  once  in  these  pages. 
But  Mrs.  Wilkinson  was  as  good  as  her  word. 

*  To  Bowes !'  said  Arthur. 

*  Yes,  to  Bowes,  sir ;  to  Lord  Stapledean.  That  is,  if  you  hold 
to  your  scheme  of  turning  me  out  of  my  own  house.* 

*  I  think  it  would  be  better,  mother,  that  we  should  have  two 
establishments.' 

*  And,  therefore,  I  am  to  make  way  for  you  and  that — *  viper, 
she  was  going  to  say  again ;  but  looking  into  her  son's  face,  she 
became  somewhat  more  merciful — *  for  you,'  she  said,  '  and  that 
chit!' 

*  As  clergyman  of  the  parish,  I  think  that  I  ought  to  live  in  the 
parsonage.  You,  mother,  will  have  so  much  the  larger  portion 
of  the  income.' 

*  Very  well.  There  need  be  no  more  words  about  it.  I  shall 
start  for  Bowes  on  next  Wednesdav.*     And  so  she  did. 

Arthur  wrote  his  *  one  other  little  line.'  As  it  was  three  times 
as  long  as  his  first  letter,  it  shall  not  be  printed.  And  he  did 
make  his  visit  to  Littlebath.  How  happy  Adela  was  as  she  leant 
trustingly  on  his  arm,  and  felt  that  it  was  her  own  !  He  stayed, 
however,  but  one  night,  and  was  back  at  Staplehurst  before  his 
mothe^  started  for  Bowes. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

ANOTHEB  JOUBKET  TO  BOWES. 


Mna,  WiLKnyso"N  did  "not  Wn^  liet  home  for  her  long  and  tedi- 
ous journey  without  coiisvdet«^\^  ^^i«Aa»  "^«t  \)^^  Tsa^  black 
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silk  dress  was  packed  up  in  order  that  due  honour  might  be  done 
to  Lord  Stapledean's  hospitality,  and  so  large  a  box  was  needed 
that  Dumpling  and  the  four-wheeled  carriage  were  hardly  able  to 
take  her  to  the  railway-station.  Then  there  arose  the  question 
who  should  drive  her.  Arthur  offered  to  do  so  ;  but  she  was  go- 
ing on  a  journey  of  decided  hostility  as  regarded  him,  and  under 
such  circumstances  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  use  his  services 
even  over  a  portion  of  the  road.  So  the  stable-boy  was  her  cha- 
rioteer. 

She  talked  about  Lord  Stapledean  the  whole  evening  before  she 
went.  Arthur  would  have  explained  to  her  something  of  that 
nobleman's  character  if  she  would  have  permitted  it.  But  she 
would  not.  When  he  hinted  that  she  would  find  Lord  Stapledean 
austere  in  his  manner,  she  answered  that  his  lordship  no  doubt 
had  had  his  reasons  for  being  austere  with  so  very  young  a  man 
as  Arthur  had  been.  When  he  told  her  about  the  Bowes  hotel, 
she  merely  shook  her  head  significantly.  A  nobleman  who  had 
been  so  generous  to  her  and  hers  as  Lord  Stapledean  would  hardly 
allow  her  to  remain  at  the  inn. 

*  I  am  very  sorry  that  the  journey  is  forced  upon  me,'  she  said 
to  Arthur,  as  she  sat  with  her  bonnet  on;  waiting  for  the  vehicle. 

*  I  am  sorry  that  you  are  going,  mother,  certainly,'  he  had  an- 
swered ;  *  because  I  know  that  it  will  lead  to  disappointment.' 

*  But  I  have  no  other  course  left  open  to  me,'  she  continued.  *  I 
cannot  see  my  poor  girls  turned  out  houseless  on  the  world.'  And 
then,  refusing  even  to  lean  on  her  son's  arm,  she  stepped  up  heavily 
into  the  carriage,  and  seated  herself  beside  the  boy. 

*  When  shall  we  expect  you,  mamma  ?'  said  Sophia. 

*  It  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  say ;  but  I  shall  be  sure  to  writ© 
as  soon  as  I  have  seen  his  lordship.  Good-bye  to  you,  girls.'  And 
then  she  was  driven  away. 

*  It  is  a  very  foolish  journey,'  said  Arthur. 

*  Mamma  feels  that  she  is  driven  to  it,'  said  Sophia. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  had  written  to  Lord  Stapledean  two  days  be- 
fore she  started,  informing  his  lordship  that  it  had  become  very 
necessary  that  she  should  wait  upon  him  on  business  connected 
with  the  living,  and  therefore  she  was  aware  that  her  coming  would 
not  be  wholly  unexpected.  In  due  process  of  time  she  arrived  at 
Bowes,  very  tired  and  not  a  little  disgusted  at  the  great  expense 
of  her  journey.  She  had  travelled  but  little  alone,  and  knew 
nothing  as  to  the  cost  of  hotels,  and  not  a  great  deal  as  to  that  of 
railways,  coaches,  and  post-chaises.  But  at  last  she  found  herself 
in  the  same  little  inn  which  had  previously  lecieYxe^  li^HSoNKt  ^«^(^^w. 
he  made  the  samejoumej. 
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*  The  lady  can  have  a  post-chaise,  of  course,'  said  the  landlady, 
speaking  from  the  har.  '  Oh,  yes,  Lord  Stapledean  is  at  home,  safe 
enough.  He's  never  very  far  away  from  it  tothehestof  my  belief.' 

*  It's  only  a  mile  or  so,  is  it  ?'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

*  Seven  long  miles,  ma'am,'  said  the  landlady. 

*  Seven  miles !  dear,  dear.  I  declare  I  never  was  so  tired  in  my 
life.  You  can  put  the  box  somewhere  hehind  in  the  post-chaise, 
can't  you  P ' 

*  Yes,  ma'am  ;  we  can  do  that.  Be  you  a-going  to  stay  at  his 
lordship's,  then  ?  * 

To  this  question  Mrs.  Wilkinson  made  an  amhiguous  answer. 
Her  confidence  was  waning,  now  that  she  drew  near  to  the  centre 
of  her  aspirations.  But  at  last  she  did  exactly  as  her  son  had. 
done  hefore  her.  She  said  she  would  take  her  hex ;  but  that  it 
was  possible  she  might  want  a  bed  that  evening.  *  Very  possible,' 
the  landlady  said  to  herself 

*  And  you'll  take  a  bite  of  something  before  you  start,  ma'am,' 
she  said,  out  loud.  But,  no ;  it  was  only  now  twelve  o'clock,  and 
she  would  be  at  Bowes  Lodge  a  very  little*  after  one.  She  had 
still  sufficient  confidence  in  Lord  Stapledean  to  feel  sure  of  her 
lunch.  When  people  reached  Hurst  Staple  Vicarage  about  that 
hour,  there  was  always  something  for  them  to  eat.  And  so  she 
started. 

It  was  April  now ;  but  even  in  April  that  bleak  northern  fell 
was  very  cold.  Nothing  more  inhospitable  than  that  road  could 
be  seen.  It  was  unsheltered,  swept  by  every  blast,  very  steep, 
and  mercilessly  oppressed  by  turnpikes.  Twice  in  those  seven 
miles  one-and-sixpence  was  inexorably  demanded  from  her. 

*  But  I  know  one  gate  always  clears  the  other,  when  they  are* 
so  near,'  she  argued. 

*  Noa,  they  doant,'  was  all  the  answer  she  received  from  the 
turnpike  woman,  who  held  a  baby  under  each  arm. 

*  I  am  sure  the  woman  is  robbing  me,'  said  poor  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

*  No,  she  beant,*  said  the  post-boy.  They  are  good  hearty 
people  in  that  part  of  the  world  ;  but  they  do  not  brook  suspicion, 
and  the  courtesies  of  life  are  somewhat  neglected.  Ana  then 
she  arrived  at  Lord  Stapledean's  gate. 

*  Be  you  she  what  sent  the  letter  ?'  said  the  woman  at  the  lodge, 
holding  it  only  half  open. 

*  "5?es,  my  good  woman ;  yes,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  thinking 
that  her  troubles  were  now  nearly  over.  *  I  am  the  lady  ;  I  am 
Mrs.  Wilkinson.' 

*  Then  my  lord  says  a&Yvo^  -jOAaLt^^LCi  ^cijA-vy^-^ord  what  you've 
got  to  say.'     And  tlie  Yromaii  «\A!i\.«\.oQ^m'Cckft  ^^^n^^^. 
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*  Send  up  word  !*  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

*  Yees.     Just  send  up  word.    Here's  Jock  can  rin  up.' 

'  But  Jock  can't  tell  his  lordship  what  I  have  to  say  to  him.  I 
hare  to  see  his  lordship  on  most  important  business,'  said  she,  in 
her  dismay. 

*  I'm  telling  you  no  more  that  what  my  lord  said  his  ain  sell. 
He  just  crawled  down  here  liis  ain  sell.  **  If  a  woman  comes," 
said  he,  "  don't  let  her  through  the  gate  till  she  sends  up  w^ord 
what  she's  got  to  say  to  me.'"  And  the  portress  looked  as  though 
she  were  resolved  to  obey  her  master's  orders. 

*  Good  heavens !  There  must  be  some  mistake  in  this,  I'm  sure. 
I  am  the  clergyman  of  Staplehurst — I  mean  his  widow.  Staple- 
hurst,  you  know ;  his  lordship's  property.' 

*  I  didna  know  nothing  aboot  it.' 

*  Oh,  drive  on,  post-boy.  There  must  be  some  mistake.  The 
woman  must  be  making  some  dreadful  mistake.' 

At  last  the  courage  of  the  lodge-keeper  gave  way  before  the 
importance  of  the  post-chaise,  and  she  did  permit  Mrs.  Wilkinson 
to  proceed. 

*  Mither,'  said  the  woman's  eldest  hope,  *  you'll  cotch  it  noo.' 

*  Eh,  lad ;  weel.  He'U  no  hang  me.'  And  so  the  woman  con- 
soled herself. 

The  house  called  Bowes  Lodge  looked  damper  and  greener,  • 
more  dull,  silent,  and  melancholy,  even  than  it  had  done  when 
Arthur  made  his  visit.  The  gravel  sweep  before  the  door  was 
covered  by  weeds,  and  tho  shrubs  looked  as  though  they  had 
known  no  gardener's  care  for  years.  The  door  itself  did  not  even 
appear  to  be  for  purposes  of  ingress  and  egress,  and  the  post-boy 
|iad  to  search  among  the  boughs  and  foliage  with  which  the  place 
was  overgrown  before  he  coidd  find  the  bell.  When  found,  it 
sounded  with  a  hoarse,  rusty,  jangling  noise,  as  though  angry  at 
being  disturbed  in  so  unusual  a  manner. 

But,  rusty  and  angry  as  it  was,  it  did  evoke  a  servant — though 
not  without  considerable  delay.  A  cross  old  man  did  come  at 
last,  and  the  door  was  slowly  opened.  *  Yes,'  said  the  man.  Thp 
marquis  was  at  home,  no  doubt.  He  was  in  the  study.  But  that 
was  no  rule  why  he  should  see  folk.'  And  then  he  looked  very 
suspiciously  at  the  big  trunk,  and  muttered  something  to  the  post- 
boy, which  Mrs.  Wilkinson  could  not  hear. 

*  Will  you  oblige  me  by  giving  my  card  to  his  lordship — Mrs. 
Wilkinson  p  I  want  to  see  him  on  very  particular  business.  I 
wrote  to  his  lordship  to  say  that  I  should  be  here.' 

*  Wrote  to  his  lordship,  did  you  P    Then  it's  m^  o^vokj^  \^ 
won't  see  vou  at  all.' 
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*  Yes,  he  will.  If  you'll  take  him  my  card,  I  know  he'll  see  me. 
Will  you  oblige  me,  sir,  by  taking  it  in  to  his  lordship  p'  And  she 
put  on  her  most  imperious  look. 

The  man  went,  and  Mrs.  Wilkinson  sat  silent  in  the  post-chaise 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Then  the  servant  returned,  informing 
her  that  she  was  to  send  in  her  message.  His  lordship  had  given, 
directions  at  the  lodge  that  she  was  not  to  come  up,  and  could  not 
understand  how  it  had  come  to  pass  that  the  lady  had  forced  her 
way  to  the  hall-door.  At  any  rate,  he  would  not  see  her  till  he 
knew  what  it  was  about. 

Now  it  was  impossible  for  Mrs.  Wilkinson  to  explain  the  exact 
nature  of  her  very  intricate  case  to  Lord  Stapledean's  butler,  and 
yet  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  give  up  the  battle  without 
making  some  further  effort.  '  It  is  about  the  vicarage  at  Hurst 
Staple,'  said  she;  'the  vicarage  at  Hurst  Staple,'  she  repeated, 
impressing  the  words  on  the  man's  memory.  *  Don't  forget,  now.* 
The  man  gave  a  look  of  ineffable  scorn,  and  then  walked  away, 
leaving  Mrs.  Wilkinson  still  in  the  post-chaise. 

Ana  now  came  on  an  April  shower,  such  as  April  showers  are 
on  the  borders  of  Westmoreland.  It  rained  and  blew ;  and  after 
awhile  the  rain  turned  to  sleet.  The  post-boy  buttoned  up  his 
coat,  and  got  under  the  shelter  of  the  portico ;  the  horses  drooped 
#  their  heads,  and  shivered.  Mrs.  Wilkinson  wished  herself  Imck 
at  Hurst  Staple — or  even  comfortably  settled  at  Littlebath,  as  her 
son  had  once  suggested. 

*  His  lordship  don't  know  nothing  about  the  vicarage,*  bellowed 
out  the  butler,  opening  the  hall-door  only  halfway,  so  that  his 
face  just  appeared  above  the  lock. 

'  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear ! '  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson.  *  Just  let  me  down 
into  the  hall,  and  then  I  will  explain  it  to  you.' 

'  Them  'orses  '11  be  foundered  as  sure  as  heggs,'  said  the  post* 
boy. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  at  last  succeeded  in  making  her  waj  into  the 
hall,  and  the  horses  were  allowed  to  go  round  to  the  yard.  And 
then  at  last,  after  half-a-dozen  more  messages  to  and  fro,  she  was 
informed  that  Lord  Stapledean  would  see  her.  So  dreadful  had 
been  the  contest  hitherto,  that  this  amount  of  success  was  very 
grateful.  Her  feeling  latterly  had  been  one  of  intense  hostility 
to  the  butler  rather  than  to  her  son.  Now  that  she  had  con- 
quered that  most  savage  Cerberus,  all  would  be  pleasant  with  her. 
But,  alas  1  she  soon  found  that  in  passing  Cerberus  she  hail  made 
good  her  footing  in  a  region  as  little  desirable  as  might  be. 

8be  was  ushered  into  the  same  book-room  in  which  Arthur  had 
been  received,  and  BOonio\xnd\ieT«^^^ea»\A^\xl^S&&^iASQA  chair,  and 
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on  tbe  same  spot.  Lord  Stapledean  was  thinner  now,  even  than 
be  had  been  then  ;  he  had  a  stoop  in  his  shoulders,  and  his  face 
and  hair  were  more  grey.  His  eyes  seemed  to  his  visitor  to  be  as 
sharp  and  almost  as  red  as  those  of  ferrets.  As  she  entered,  he 
just  rose  from  his  seat  and  pointed  to  the  chair  on  which  she  was 
to  sit. 

*  Well,  ma'am,'  said  he,  *  what's  all  this  about  the  clergyman's 
bouse  at  Hurst  Staple  ?     I  don't  understand  it  at  all.' 

*  No,  my  lord  ;  I'm  sure  your  lordship  can't  understand.  That's 
why  I  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  come  all  this  way  to  explain  it.' 

*  All  what  way  ?' 

*  All  the  way  from  Hurst  Staple,  in  Hampshire,  my  lord.  When 
your  lordship  was  so  considerate  as  to  settle  what  my  position  in 
the  parish  was  to  be — ' 

*  Settle  your  position  in  the  parish !' 

*  Yes,  my  lord — as  to  my  having  the  income  and  the  house.' 

*  What  does  the  woman  mean  ?'  said  he,  looking  down  towards 
the  rug  beneath  his  feet,  but  speaking  quite  out  loud.  *  Settle  her 
position  in  the  parish  !  Why,  ma'am,  1  don't  know  who  you  are, 
and  what  your  position  is,  or  anything  about  you.' 

'  I  am  the  widow  of  the  late  vicar.  Lord  Stapledean ;  and  when 
he  died — ' 

*  I  was  fool  enough  to  give  the  living  to  his  son.  I  remember 
all  about  it.  He  was  an  imprudent  man,  and  lived  beyond  his 
means,  and  there  was  nothing  left  for  any  of  you — wasn't  that  it  ?' 

*  Yes,  my  lord,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  who  was  so  troubled  in 
spirit  that  she  hardly  knew  what  to  say.  *  That  is,  we  never  lived 
beyond  our  means  at  all,  my  lord.  There  were  seven  children ; 
and  they  were  all  educated  most  respectably.  The  only  boy  was 
sent  to  college ;  and  I  don't  think  there  was  any  imprudence — 
indeed  I  don't,  my  lord.  And  there  was  something  saved ;  and 
the  insurance  was  always  regularly  paid ;  and — ' 

The  marquis  absolutely-  glared  at  her,  as  she  went  on  with  her 
domestic  defence.  The  household  at  Hurst  Staple  had  been  cre- 
ditably managed,  considering  the  income ;  and  it  was  natural  that 
she  should  wish  to  set  her  patron  right.  But  every  word  that  she 
said  carried  her  further  away  from  her  present  object. 

*  And  what  on  earth  have  you  come  to  me  for  ?'  said  Lord  Sta- 
pledean. 

*  I'll  tell  your  lordship,  if  you'll  only  allow  me  five  minutes. 
Tour  lordship  remembers  when  poor  Mr.  Wilkinson  died  ?' 

*  I  don't  remember  anything  about  it.' 

^  Your  lordship  was  good  enough  to  aeud  foT  ^a^ViNa! 
^  Arthur  r 
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*  Yes,  my  lord.' 

'  Who's  Arthur  ?' 

*  My  boy,  my  lord.  Don't  you  remember  ?  He  was  just  ia 
orders  theu,  and  so  you  were  good  enough  to  put  him  into  the 
living ;  that  is  to  say,  not  exactly  into  the  living,  but  to  make 
him  curate,  as  it  were;  and  you  allocated  the  income  to  me; 
and — ' 

*  Allocated  the  income !'  said  Lord  Stapledean,  putting  up  his 
hands  in  token  of  unlimited  surprise. 

*  Yes,  my  lord.  Your  lordship  saw  just  how  it  was  ;  and,  as  I 
could  not  exactly  hold  the  living  myself — ' 

*  Hold  the  livmg  yourself !  Why,  are  you  not  a  woman,  ma'am  P' 

*  Yes,  my  lord,  of  course ;  that  was  the  reason.  So  you  put 
Arthur  into  the  living,  and  you  allocated  the  income  to  me.  Toat 
is  all  settled.    But  now  the  question  is  about  the  house.' 

*  The  woman's  mad,'  said  Lord  Stapledean,  looking  again  to  the 
carpet,  but  speaking  quite  out  loud.  '  Stark  mad.  I  think  you*d 
better  go  home,  ma'am ;  a  great  deal  better.' 

*  My  lord,  if  you'd  only  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  understand 
me — ' 

*  I  don't  understand  a  word  you  say.  I  have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  income,  or  the  house,  or  with  you,  or  with  your  son.' 

*  Oh,  yes,  my  lord,  indeed  you  have.' 

*  I  tell  you  I  haven't,  ma'am  ;  and  what's  more,  I  won't.* 

*  He's  going  to  marry,  my  lord,'  continued  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  be- 
ginning to  whimper  ;  *  and  we  are  to  be  turned  out  of  the  house, 
unless  you  will  mterfere  to  prevent  it.  And  he  wants  nae  to  go 
and  live  at  Littlebath.  And  I'm  sure  your  lordship  meant  me  to 
have  the  house  when  you  allocated  the  mcome.' 

*  And  you've  come  all  the  way  to  Bowes,  have  you,  because  your 
son  wants  to  enjoy  his  own  income  P' 

*  No,  my  lord ;  be  doesn't  interfere  about  that.  He  knows  he 
<;an't  touch  that,  because  your  lordship  allocated  it  to  me — and, 
ix)  do  him  justice,  I  don't  think  he  would  if  he  could.  And  he's 
not  a  bad  boy,  my  lord ;  only  mistaken  about  this.' 

*  Oh,  he  wants  his  own  house,  does  he  ?' 

'  But  it  isn't  his  own  house,  you  know.  It  has  been  my  house 
ever  since  his  father  died.    And  if  your  lordship  will  remem- 

'  I  tell  you  what,  Mrs.  Wilkinson ;  it  seems  to  me  that  your 
son  should  not  let  vou  come  out  so  far  by  yourself — * 

*  My  lord !' 

'  And  if  you'll  take  my  «k4^<i^,^o>aLYL  %<;i  Viome  as  fast  as  you  ean, 
and  Jive  wherever  he  \)ida  \'>^\x? 
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*  But,  my  lord^' 

*  At  any  rate,  I  must  beg  you  not  to  trouble  me  any  more 
about  tbe  matter.  When  I  was  a  young  man  your  husband  read 
with  me  for  a  few  months ;  and  I  really  think  that  two  presen- 
tations to  the  living  have  been  a  sufficient  payment  for  that.  I 
know  nothing  about  your  son,  and  I  don't  want  to  know  any- 
thing.   I  dare  say  he's  as  good  as  most  other  clergymen — ' 

*  Oh,  yes ;  he  is,  my  lord.' 

*  But  I  don't  care  a  straw  who  lives  in  the  house.' 

*  Don't  you,  my  lord  ?'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  very  despondently. 
*Not   one  straw.     I  never  heard  such  a  proposition  from  a 

woman  in  my  life — never.  Ajad  now,  if  you'll  allow  me,  I'll  wish 
you  good-morning,  ma'am.  Good-moming  to  you.'  And  the 
marquis  made  a  slight  feint,  as  though  to  raise  himself  irom  hia 
chair. 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  got  up,  and  stood  upright  before  him,  with 
her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  It  was  very  grievous  to  her  to 
have  failed  so  utterly.  She  still  felt  sure  that  if  Lord  Staple- 
dean  would  only  be  made  to  understand  the  facts  of  the  case,  he 
would  even  yet  take  her  part.  She  had  come  so  far  to  fight  her 
battle,  that  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  leave  the  ground  as 
long  as  a  chance  of  victory  remained  to  her.  How  could  she  put 
the  matter  in  the  fewest  words,  so  as  to  make  the  marquis  under- 
stand the  very— very  truth  ? 

*  If  your  lordship  would  only  allow  me  to  recall  to  your  me- 
mory the  circumstances  of  the  case, — how  you,  yourself,  allo- 
cated— ' 

Lord  Stapledean  turned  suddenly  at  the  bellrope,  and  gave  it 
a  tremendous  puU — then  another — and  then  a  third,  harder  than 
the  others.  iJown  came  the  rope  about  his  ears,  and  the  peal 
was  heard  ringing  through  the  house. 

'  Thompson,'  he  said  to  the  man,  as  he  entered,  ^  show  that  lady 
the  door.* 

*  Yes,  my  lord.'  ' 

*  Show  her  the  door  immediately.' 

*Yes,  my  lord,'  said  Thompson,  standing  irresolute.  *Now, 
ma'am,  the  post-chaise  is  waiting.' 

Mrs.  Wilkinson  had  still  strength  enough  to  prevent  collapse^ 
and  to  gather  herself  together  with  some  little  feminine  dignity. 
'  I  think  I  have  been  very  badly  treated,'  she  said,  as  she  prepared 
to  move. 

'  Thompson,'  shrieked  the  marquis,  in  his  passion ;  ■  *  show  that 
lady  the  door.' 
^    ^Tea,  my  lord;*  and  Thompson  graceSxaS^^  '^w^^  ^sv^  XsasssA^. 
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pointing  down  the  passage.    It  was  the  onlj  way  in  which  he 
could  show  Mrs.  "Wilkinson  the  way  out. 

And  then,  obedient  to  necessity,  she  walked  forth.  Never  had 
she  held  her  head  so  high,  or  tossed  her  bonnet  with  so  proud  a 
shake,  as  she  did  in  getting  into  that  post-chaise.  Thompson  held 
the  handle  of  the  carriage-door ;  he  also  offered  her  his  arm,  but 
she  despised  any  such  aid.  She  climbed  in  unassisted ;  the  post* 
boy  mounted  his  jade ;  and  so  she  was  driven  forth,  not  without 
titters  from  the  woman  at  the  lodge-gate.  With  heavy  heart  she 
reached  the  inn,  and  sat  herself  down  to  weep  alone  in  her  bed- 
room. 

*  So,  you've  come  back  p'  said  the  landlady. 

*  Ugh  ?'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wilkinson. 

We  will  not  dwell  long  on  her  painful  journey  back  to  Hurst 
Staple ;  nor  on  the  wretched  reflections  with  which  her  mind  was 
laden.  She  sent  on  a  line  by  post  to  her  eldest  daughter,  so  that 
she  was  expected ;  and  Dumpling  and  the  phaeton  and  the  stable- 
boy  were  there  to  meet  her.  She  had  feared  that  Arthur  would 
come :  but  Arthur  had  dreaded  the  meeting  also ;  and,  having 
talked  the  matter  over  with  his  sisters,  had  remained  at  home. 
He  was  in  the  book-room,  and  hearing  the  wheels,  as  the  carriage 
drew  up  to  the  door,  he  went  out  to  greet  his  mother  on  the  steps. 

At  the  first  moment  of  meeting  there  was  nothing  said,  bat  she 
warmly  pressed  the  hand  which  he  held  out  to  her. 

*  What  sort  of  a  journey  have  you  had  ?'  said  Sophia« 

*  Oh,  it  is  a  dreadful  place !'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson* 

*  It  is  not  a  nice  country,'  said  Arthur. 

By  this  time  they  were  in  the  drawing-room,  and  the  mother 
was  seated  on  a  sofa,  with  one  of  her  girls  on  each  side  of  her. 

'  Sophy,'  she  said, '  get  up  for  a  moment ;  I  want  Arthur  to  come 
here.'  So  Sophy  did  get  up,  and  her  son,  immediately  taking  her 
place,  put  his  arms  round  his  mother's  waist. 

'  Arthur,'  she  whispered  to  him, '  I  fear  I  have  been  foolish  about 
this.' 

That  was  all  that  was  ever  said  to  him  about  the  journey  to 
Bowes.  He  was  not  the  man  to  triumph  over  his  mother's  failure. 
He  c^erely  kissed  her  when  her  little  confession  was  made,  and 
pressed  her  slightly  with  his  arm.  From  that  time  it  was  under- 
stood that  Adela  was  to  be  brought  thither,  as  soon  as  might  be, 
to  reign  the  mistress  of  the  vicarage ;  and  that  then,  what  further 
arrangements  might  be  necessary,  were  to  be  made  by  them  all  at 
their  perfect  leisure.  That  question  of  the  nursery  might,  at  any 
rate,  remain  in  abeyance  ior  \.^«\Nfe  matktVv^. 
Soon  after  that,  it  Nvaa  iSLed^t^^  m  iv)^  <iQ^<S«s^^''3«ai^M  k^Ak 
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would  consent,  the  marriage  sbould  take  place  in  the  summer. 
Verj  frequent  letters  passed  between  Hurst  Staple  and  Little- 
batb,  and  Mrs.  Wilkinson  no  longer  alluded  to  tbem  witb  severity, 
or  even  with  dislike.  Lord  Stapledean  bad,  at  any  rate,  tboroughly 
convinced  ber  tbat  tbe  vicarage-bouse  belonged  to  tbe  vicar — to 
tbe  vicar  male,  and  not  to  tbe  vicar  female ;  and  now  tbat  ber  eyes 
bad  been  opened  on  this  point,  she  found  herself  obliged  to  con- 
fess that  Adela  Gauntlet  would  not  make  a  bad  wife. 

*  Of  course  we  shall  be  poor,  mother ;  but  we  expect  that.* 

*  I  hope  you  will,  at  least,  be  happy,'  said  Mrs.  Wilkinson,  not 
liking  at  present  to  dwell  on  tbe  subject  of  their  poverty,  as  her 
conscience  began  to  admonish  her  witb  reference  to  tbe  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds  per  annum. 

*  I  should  think  I  might  be  able  to  get  pupils,'  continued  Arthur. 
*  If  I  bad  two  at  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  each,  we  might  be 
comfortable  enough.* 

*  Perhaps  Adela  would  not  like  to  have  lads  in  tbe  bouso.' 

*  Ab,  mother,  you  don't  know  Adela.  She  will  not  object  to 
anything  because  she  does  not  herself  like  it.'  And  in  this  man- 
ner that  affair  was  so  far  settled. 

And  then  Adela  was  invited  to  Hurst  Staple,  and  she  accepted 
tbe  invitation.  She  was  not  coy  in  declaring  the  pleasure  witb 
which  she  did  so,  nor  was  she  bashful  or  shamefaced  m  tbe  matter. 
She  loved  tbe  man  that  she  was  to  marry — had  long  loved  him ; 
and  now  it  was  permitted  to  her  to  declare  her  love.  Now  it  was 
ber  duty  to  declare  it,  and  to  assure  him,  witb  all  tbe  pretty  pro- 
testations in  ber  power,  tbat  her  best  efforts  sbould  be  given  to 
sweeten  bis  cup,  and  smooth  his  path.  Her  duty  now  was  to  seek 
bis  happiness,  to  share  bis  troubles,  to  be  one  witb  him.  In  ber 
mind  it  was  not  less  ber  duty  now  than  it  would  be  when,  by  God's 
ordinance,  they  should  be  one  bone  and  one  flesh. 

While  their  mother  had  held  ber  seat  on  her  high  horse,  witb 
reference  to  that  question  of  the  bouse,  Sophia  and  Mary  had  al- 
most professed  hostility  to  Adela.  They  bad  given  in  no  cordial 
adherence  to  their  brother's  marriage ;  but  now  they  were  able  to 
talk  of  their  coming  sister  with  interest  and  affection.  *  I  know 
tbat  Adela  would  like  this,  Arthur;'  and  *I'm  sure  that  Adela, 
would  prefer  tbat ;'  and  *  when  we're  gone,  you  know  Adela  will 
do  so  and  so.'  Arthur  received  all  this  witb  brotherly  love  and  the 
kindest  smiles,  and  thanked  God  in  bis  heart  that  bis  mother  had 
taken  tbat  blessed  journey  to  Bowes  Lodge. 

*  Adela,'  be  once  said  to  ber,  as  they  were  walking  together,  one 
lonely  spring  evening,  along  the  reedy  bank  of  t\jkafcT\N«t^*  k.^<$ss&.^ 
had  I  had  your  courage,  all  this  woxiVd  \id.N^  \««tt.  ^6fc^0^^^\^\s5^ 

Binee, ' 
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*  I  don't  know/  sbe  said ;  '  but  I  am  sure  of  tbis,  that  it  is  ftiuch 
better  as  it  is.  Now  we  may  feirly  trust  tbat  we  do  know  our 
own  minds.     Love  sbould  be  tried,  perhaps,  before  it  is  trusted.' 

'  I  sbould  bave  trusted  yours  at  tbe  first  word  you  could  have 
spoken,  the  first  look  you  would  bave  given  me.' 

'  And  I  should  have  done  so  too ;  and  then  we  might  have  been 
wrong.     Is  it  not  well  as  it  is,  Arthur  ?' 

And  then  he  declared  that  it  was  very  well ;  very  well,  indeed. 
Ah,  yes  !  how  could  it  have  been  better  with  him  ?  He  thought 
too  of  his  past  sorrows,  his  deep  woes,  his  great  disappointments ; 
of  that  bitter  day  at  Oxford  when  the  lists  came  down ;  of  the 
half-broken  heart  with  which  he  had  returned  from  Bowes  ;  of  the 
wretchedness  of  that  visit  to  West  Putford.  He  thought  of  the 
sad  hours  be  had  passed,  seated  idle  and  melancholy  in  the  yicar- 
age  book-room,  meditating  on  his  forlorn  condition.  He  had  so" 
often  wailed  over  his  own  Tot,  droning  out  a  dirge,  a  melancholy  v» 
victis  for  himself !  And  now,  for  the  first  time,  he  could  change 
the  note.  Now,  his  song  was  lo  triumphe,  as  be  walked  Along. 
He  shouted  out  a  joyful  psaan  with  the  voice  of  his  heart.  Had 
he  taken  the  most  double  of  all  firsts,  what  more  could  fate  have 
given  to  him  P  or,  at  any  rate,  what  better  could  fate  have  done 
for  him  ? 

And  to  speak  sooth,  fate  had  certainly  given  to  hhok  quite  ts 
much  as  he  had  deserved. 

And  then  it  was  settled  that  they  should  be  married  early  in  the 
ensuing  June.  *  On  the  first,'  said  Arthur.  *  No ;  the  thirtieth,^ 
said  Adela,  laughing.  And  then,  as  women  always  give  more  than 
they  claim,  it  was  settled  that  they  should  be  married  on  the 
eleventh.  Let  us  trust  that  the  day  may  always  be  regarded  as 
propitious. 


CHAFFEE  XLIV. 

HIU  BEHTBAIC'S  DZiLTH.r 


Snt  Henbt  Habooubt  had  certainly  played  bis  hand  badlr»  con- 
sidering the  number  of  trumps  that  he  had  held,  and  that  he  had 
turned  up  an  honour  in  becoming  solicitor-general.  He  was  not 
now  in  a  happy  condition.  He  was  living  alone  in  his  fine  house 
in  Eaton  Square ;  he  was  OMt  o^  oiSk.<^^  \  he  was  looked  on  with  an 
evil  eye  by  his  formeT  friendLis^  m^itia»\l\i^^ia^«sA^»N^^KN^^Ki%ti^ 
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to  office  too  long ;  lie  was  deeply  in  debt,  and  bis  once  golden 
bopes  witb  reference  to  Mr.  Bertram  were  becoming  fainter  and 
fainter  every  day.  Nor  was  this  all.  Not  only  did  be  bimself 
fear  tbat  he  should  get  but  little  of  the  Hadley  money,  but  bis: 
creditors  had  begun  to  have  the  same  fears.  They  had  heard  tbat 
be  was  not  to  be  the  heir,  and  were  importunate  accordingly.  It 
might  be  easy  to  stave  them  off  till  Mr.  Bertram  should  be  under 
the  ground  ;  but  then — what  then  ?  His  professional  incomer 
might  still  be  large,  though  not  increasing  as  it  should  have  done. 
And  what  lawyer  can  work  well  if  his  mind  be  encumbered  by  deep 
troubles  of  his  own  ? 

He  had  told  George  Bertram  that  he  would  go  down  to  Hadley 
and  claim  his  wife  if  he  did  not  receive  a  favourable  message  j&om 
bis  wife's  grandfather ;  and  he  now  determined  to  take  some  such 
step.  He  felt  himself  driven  to  do  something ;  to  bring  about 
some  arrangement ;  to  make  some  use  of  the  few  remaining  gi'ains 
of  sand  which  were  still  to  run  through  the  glass  that  was  mea- 
suring out  the  lees  of  life  for  that  old  man. 

So  thinking,  but  not  quite  resolved  as  to  what  he  would  do 
when  he  reached  the  bouse,  he  started  for  Hadley.  He  knew  that 
George  was  still  there,  that  his  wife  was  there,  and  that  Mr. 
Bertram  was  there ;  and  he  trusted  that  he  should  not  Mi  at  any 
pate  in  seeing  them.  He  was  not  by  nature  a  timid  man,  and  had 
certainly  not  become  so  by  education ;  but,  nevertheless,  his  heart 
did  not  beat  quite  equably  within  his  bosom  when  he  knocked  at 
the  rich  man's  door. 

Of  course  he  was  well  known  to  the  servant.  At  first  he  asked 
after  Mr.  Bertram,  and  was  told  that  he  was  much  the  same — going 
very  fast ;  the  maid  did  not  think  that  Sir  Henry  could  see  him. 
The  poor  girl,  knowing  that  the  gentleman  before  her  was  not  a 
welcome  visitor,  stood  in  the  doorway,  as  though  to  guard  the  ladies 
who  were  in  the  drawing-room. 

*  Who  is  here  now  ?'  said  Sir  Henry.     *  Who  is  staying  here  ?' 

'  Mr.  George,'  said  the  girl,  thinking  that  she  would  be  safest 
in  mentioning  his  name,  *  and  Miss  Baker,  sir.' 

*  Lady  Harcourt  is  here,  I  suppose  ? ' 

*  Yes,  sir ;  her  ladyship  is  in  the  drawing-room,'  and  she  shook 
in  her  shoes  before  him  as  she  made  the  announcement. 

For  a  moment  Sir  Henry  was  inclined  to  force  his  way  by  the 
trembling  young  woman,  and  appear  before  the  ladies.  But  then, 
what  would  he  get  by  it  ?  Angry  as  he  was  witb  all  the  Hadley 
people,  he  was  still  able  to  ask  himself  that  question.  Supposing 
that  he  were  there,  standing  before  his  wife ;  supposing  evex\.  tVsjafc 
be  were  able  to  bring  her  to  bis  feet  \)^  a  ^wifi^^\vo^  \S!L>aa2sk.iNs^^^ 
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would  that  make  liim  ?  What  bills  would  that  pay  ?  He  had 
loved  his  wife  once  wifh  a  sort  of  love ;  but  that  oay  was  gone. 
When  she  had  been  at  such  pains  to  express  her  contempt  for  him, 
all  tenderness  had  deserted  him.  It  might  be  wise  to  make  use  of 
her — not  to  molest  her,  as  long  as  her  grandfather  lived.  When 
the  old  miser  should  have  gone,  it  would  be  time  for  him  to  have 
his  revenge.  In  the  meantime,  he  could  gain  nothing  hj  pro- 
voking her.  So  he  told  the  servant  that  he  wished  to  see  Mr. 
G-eorge  Bertram. 

As  it  happened,  George  and  Lady  Harcourt  were  together,  and 
Miss  Baker  was  keeping  watch  with  the  sick  man  upstairs.  The 
drawing-room  was  close  to  the  hall,  and  Caroline's  eager  ear  caught 
the  tones  of  her  husband's  voice. 

<  It  is  Sir  Henry,'  she  said,  becoming  suddenly  pale,  and  rising 
to  her  feet,  as  though  prepared  to  retreat  to  some  protection. 
Bertram's  duller  ear  could  not  hear  him,  but  he  abo  rose  from  his 
chair.     *  Are  you  sure  it  is  he  ?' 

'  I  heard  his  voice  plainly,'  said  Caroline,  in  a  tremulous  whisper. 
'  Do  not  leave  me,  Q-eorge.  Whatever  happens,  do  not  leave  me.' 
They  called  each  other  now  by  their  Christian  names,  as  cousins 
should  do  ;  and  their  intercourse  with  each  other  had  never  been 
other  than  cousinly  since  that  parting  in  Eaton  Square. 

And  then  the  aoor  was  opened,  and  the  maid-servant,  in  the 
glummest  of  voices,  announced  that  Sir  Henry  wanted  to  see  Mr. 
George. 

*  Show  him  into  the  dining-room,'  said  George ;  and  then  follow- 
ing the  girl  after  a  minute's  interval,  he  found  himself  once  more 
in  the  presence  of  his  old  friend. 

Sir  Henry  was  even  darker-looking,  and  his  brow  still  nlore  for- 
"bidding  than  at  that  last  interview  at  George's  chambers.  He  was 
worn  and  care-marked,  and  appeared  to  be  ten  years  older  than 
was  really  the  case.  He  did  not  wait  till  George  should  address 
him,  but  began  at  once : — 

'  Bertram,'  said  he,  with  a  voice  intended  to  be  stem,  Hhere  are 
two  persons  here  I  want  to  see,  your  uncle  and  my  wife.' 

*  I  make  no  objection  to  your  seeing  either,  if  they  are  willing 
to  see  you.' 

*  Yes ;  but  that  won't  do  for  me.  My  duty  compels  me  to  look 
after  them  both,  and  I  mean  to  do  so  before  I  leave  Hadley.' 

'  I  will  send  your  name  to  them  at  once,*  said  George  ;  '  bat  it 
must  depend  on  them  whether  they  will  see  you.'    And  so  saying, 
he  rang  the  bell,  and  sent  a  message  up  to  his  uncle. 
Nothing  was  said  till  t\ve  ^tl  T^turned.    Sir  Henry  paced  the 
toom  backward  and  forwaTi,  wx^  Qt^ot^^  ^\AK^^\^;d2c^%^Hfr^^. 
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back  against  the  chimney-piece.    Mr.  Bertram  says  that  he'll  see 
Sir  Henry,  if  he*ll  step  upstairs,*  said  the  girl. 

*  Very  well.    Am  I  to  go  up  now  ?' 

*  If  you  please,  sir.' 

Bertram  followed  Sir  Henry  to  the  door,  to  show  him  the  room  ; 
but  the  latter  turned  round  on  the  stairs,  and  said  that  he  would 
prefer  to  have  no  one  present  at  the  interview. 

*  I  will  only  open  the  door  for  you,'  said  the  other.  This  he  did, 
and  was  preparing  to  return,  when  his  uncle  called  him.  *  Do  not 
go  away,  G-eorge,'  said  he.  *  Sir  Henry  will  want  you  to  show  him 
down  again.'    And  so  they  stood  together  at  the  bedside. 

*  Well,  Sir  Henry,  this  is  kind  of  you,*  said  he,  putting  his  thin, 
bony  hand  out  upon  the  coverlid,  by  way  of  making  an  attempt  at 
an  Englishman's  usual  greeting. 

Sir  Henry  took  it  gently  in  his,  and  found  it  cold  and  clammy. 
*  It  is  nearly  all  over  now.  Sir  Henry,'  said  the  old  man. 

'  I  hope  not,'  said  the  visitor,  with  the  tone  usual  on  such  occa^ 
sions.    *  Tou  may  rally  yet,  Mr.  Bertram.' 

*  Eally !'  And  there  was  something  in  the  old  man's  voice  that 
faintly  recalled  the  bitter  railing  sound  of  other  days.  *  No ;  I 
don't  suppose  I  shall  ever  rally  much  more.' 

*  Well ;  we  can  only  hope  for  the  best.  That's  what  I  do,  I  can 
assure  you.' 

*  That  is  true.  We  do  hope  for  the  best — all  of  us.  I  can  still 
do  that,  if  I  do  nothing  else.' 

*  Of  course,'  said  Sir  Henry.  And  then  he  stood  still  for  awhile, 
meditating  how  best  he  might  make  use  of  his  present  opportunity. 
What  could  he  say  to  secure  some  fraction  of  the  hundreds  of 
thousands  which  {)elonged  to  the  dying  man  ?  That  he  had  a 
right  to  at  least  a  moiety  of  them  his  inmost  bosom  told  him  ;  but 
how  should  he  now  plead  his  rights  ?  Perhaps  after  all  it  would 
have  been  as  well  for  him  to  have  remained  in  London. 

*  Mr.  Bertram,'  at  last  he  said,  *  I  hope  you  won't  think  it  un- 
becoming in  me  if  I  say  one  word  about  business  in  your  present 
state  ?' 

*  No— no — no,'  said  the  old  man.  '  I  can't  do  much,  as  you  see ; 
but  I'll  endeavour  to  listen.' 

*  You  can't  be  surprised  that  I  should  be  anxious  about  my  wife.' 
'  Umph !'  said  Mr.  Bertram.    *  You  haven't  treated  her  very 

weU,  it  seems.' 

*  Who  says  so  ?' 

*  A  woman  wouldn't  leave  a  fine  house  in  London,  to  shut  herself 
up  vrith  a  sick  old  man  here,  if  she  were  well  treated*  I  d5;^\s!\k^%3E:&i^ 
any  one  to  tell  me  that.' 
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'   *  I  can  hardly  explain  all  this  to  you  now,  sir ;  particularly — ^ 

*  Particularly  as  I  am  dying.  No,  you  cannot.  George,  give 
me  a  glass  of  that  stuff.  I  am  very  weak,  Sir  Henry,  and  can't 
say  much  more  to  you.' 

■   *  May  1  ask  you  this  one  question,  sir  ?    Have  you  provided  for 
your  grand-daughter  ?' 

'  Provided  for  her  T  and  the  old  man  made  a  sadly  futile  attempt 
to  utter  the  words  with  that  ominous  shriek  which  a  few  years 
since  would  have  been  sure  to  frighten  any  man  who  would  have 
asked  such  a  question.  '  What  sort  of  man  can  he  be,  George,  to 
come  to  me  now  with  such  a  question  ?'  And  so  saying,  he  puUed 
the  clothes  over  him  as  though  resolved  to  hold  no  further  con- 
versation. 

*  He  is  very  weak,'  said  George.  '  I  think  you  had  better  leave 
him.' 

A  hellish  expression  came  across  the  lawyer's  face.  ^  Yes,'  he 
said  to  himself;  '  go  away,  that  I  may  leave  you  here  to  reap  the 
harvest  by  yourself.  Go  away,  and  know  myself  to  be  a  beggar.' 
He  had  married  this  man's  grandchild,  and  yet  he  was  to  be  driven 
from  his  bedside  like  a  stranger. 

'  Tell  him  to  go,'  said  Mr.  Bertram.  '  He  will  know  it  all  in  a 
day  or  two.' 

*  You  hear  what  he  says,'  whispered  George. 

*  I  do  hear,'  muttered  the  other, '  and  I  will  remember.' 

*  He  hardly  thinks  I  would  alter  my  will  now,  does  he  ?  Per- 
haps he  has  pen  and  ink  in  his  pocket,  ready  to  do  it.' 

*  I  have  only  spoken  in  anxiety  about  my  wife,'  said  Sir  Henry; 
*-  and  I  thought  you  would  remember  that  she  was  your  child's 
daughter.' 

*  I  do  remember  it.     George,  why  doesn^t  he  leave  me  ?' 

'  Harcourt,  it  will  be  better  that  you  should  go,'  said  Bertram; 
'  you  can  have  no  idea  how  w^ak  my  uncle  is ;'  and  he  gently 
opened  the  door. 

'  Good-bye,  Mr.  Bertram.  I  had  not  intended  to  disturb  joo.' 
And  so  saying,  Sir  Henry  slunk  away. 

'  You  Imow  what  his  will  is,  of  course,'  said  Sir  Henrys  when 
they  were  again  in  the  dining-room. 

'I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  on  the  subject,'  said  the  other ; 
*  not  the  remotest  conception.     He  never  speaks  to  me  about  it.' 

*  "Well ;  and  now  for  Lady  Harcourt.  Where  shall  1  find  her  ?' 
To  this  question  George  gave  no  answer ;  nor  was  he  able  to 

give  any.  Caroline  was  no  longer  in  the  drawing-room.  "Sir  Henry 
insiatea  that  he  would  «ee  \ieT,  «Lwd  declared  his  intention  of  stay- 
ing in  the  house  till  Vie  did  so.  ^\3L\.^^a^lia5&fist  ^^ah8^.  ^Tvoaded 
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tim  that  all  his  efforts  would  be  useless.  Nothing  but  force  would 
induce  Lady  Harcourt  to  meet  him. 

*  Then  force  shall  be  used,'  said  Sir  Henry. 

*  At  any  rate  not  now,'  said  Q-eorge. 

'  What,  sir !  do  you  set  yourself  up  as  her  protector  ?  Is  she 
base  enough  to  allow  you  to  interfere  between  her  and  her  hus- 
band?' 

*  I  am  her  protector  at  the  present  moment,  Sir  Henry.  What 
passed  between  us  long  since  has  been  now  forgotten.  But  we 
are  still  cousins ;  and  while  she  wants  protection,  I  shall  give  it 
to  her.' 

*  Oh,  you  will ;  will  you  ?' 

'  Certainly.  I  look  upon  her  as  though  she  were  my  sister.  She 
has  no  other  brother.' 

*  That's  very  kind  of  you,  and  very  complaisant  of  her.  But 
what  if  I  say  that  I  don't  choose  that  she  should  have  any  such 
brother  ?  Perhaps  you  think  that  as  I  am  only  her  husband,  I 
ought  not  to  have  any  voice  in  the  matter  ?' 

*  I  do  not  suppose  that  you  can  care  for  her  much,  after  the  word 
you  once  used  to  her.' 

*  And  what  the  devil  is  it  to  you  what  word  I  used  to  her  ? 
That's  the  tack  you  go  on,  i&  it  ?  Now,  I'll  tell  you  fairly  what 
I  shall  do.  I  will  wait  till  the  breath  i&  out  of  that  old  man's 
body,  and  then  I  shall  take  my  wife  out  of  this  house — by  force, 
if  force  be  necessary.'  And  so  saying,  Sir  Henry  turned  to  the 
front  door,  and  took  his  departure,  without  making  any  further 
adieu. 

*  What  dreadful  trouble  we  shall  have !'  whimpered  Miss  Baker, 
almost  in  tears. 

Things  went  on  at  Hadley  for  three  days  longer  without  any 
change,  except  that  Mr.  Bertram  became  weaker,  and  less  inclined 
to  speak.  On  the  third  morning,  he  did  say  a  few  words: — 
*  G-eorge,  I  begin  to  think  I  have  done  wrong  about  you ;  but  I 
fear  it  is  too  late.' 

His  nephew  declared  that  he  was  sure  that  things  would  turn 
out  well,  muttering  any  platitude  which  might  ^uiet  the  dying 
man. 

'  But  it  is  too  late,  isn't  it  ?' 

'  For  any  change  in  your  will,  sir  ?  Yes,  it  is  too  late.  Pd  not 
think  of  it.' 

*  Ah,  yes ;  it  would  be  very  troublesome — very  troublesome.  Oh, 
me !     It  has  nearly  come  now,  George ;  very  nearly.' 

It  had  very  nearly  come.     He  did  not  a^xi  w^^-eSs.  YoX»^^^g^<^ 
to  any  of  thern^    In  his  laat  houra  te  suSeT^^^a^«^^^^^l'»^''^=^^ 
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Lis  own  thoughts  seemed  to  irritate  him.  But  when  he  did  mut- 
ter  a  few  words,  they  seemed  to  refer  to  trivial  matters — ^little 
plagues  which  dying  men  feel  as  keenly  as  those  who  are  full  of 
life.  To  the  last  he  preferred  George  either  to  his  niece  or  to  his 
granddaughter;  and  was  always  best  pleased  when  his  nephew 
was  by  him.  Once  or  twice  he  mentioned  Mr.  Pritchett's  name; 
but  he  showed  his  dissent  when  they  proposed  to  send  for  his  man 
of  business. 

On  the  afternoon  of  that  day,  he  breathed  his  last  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  three  relatives.  His  nearest  relative,  indeed,  was  not 
there ;  nor  did  they  dare  to  send  for  him.  He  had  latterly  ex- 
pressed so  strong  a  disgust  at  the  very  name  of  Sir  Lionel,  that 
they  had  ceased  by  common  consent  to  mention  Bertram's  father. 
He  seemed  to  be  aware  that  his  last  moments  were  approaching, 
for  he  would  every  now  and  then  raise  his  withered  hand  from  off 
the  bed,  as  though  to  give  them  warning.  And  so  he  died,  and 
the  eyes  of  the  rich  man  were  closed. 

He  died  full  of  vears,  and  perhaps  in  one,  and  that  the  most 
usual  acceptation  of  the  word,  full  of  honour.  He  owed  no  man 
a  shilling,  nad  been  true  to  all  his  engagements,  had  been  kind  to 
his  relatives  with  a  rough  kindness :  he  had  loved  honesty  and  in- 
dustry, and  had  hated  falsehood  and  fraud :  to  him  the  herd,  bom 
only  to  consume  the  fruits,  had  ever  been  odious ;  that  he  could  be 
generous,  his  conduct  in  his  nephew's  earliest  years  had  plainly 
shown :  he  had  carried,  too,  in  his  bosom  a  heart  not  altogether 
hardened  against  his  kind,  for  he  had  loved  his  nephew,  and,  to  a 
certain  extent,  his  niece  also,  and  his  granddaughter. 

But  in  spite  of  all  this,  he  had  been  a  bad  man.  He  had  opened 
his  heart  to  that  which  should  never  find  admittance  to  the  heart 
of  man.  The  iron  of  his  wealth  had  entered  into  his  very  soul. 
He  had  made  half  a  million  of  money,  and  that  half-million  had 
been  his  god — his  only  god — and,  inaeed,  men  have  but  one  god. 
The  true  worship  of  the  one  loved  shrine  prevents  all  other  wor- 
ship. The  records  of  his  money  had  been  his  deity.  There,  in 
his  solitude  at  Hadley,  he  had  sat  and  counted  them  as  they  grew, 
mortgages  and  bonds,  deeds  and  scrip,  shares  in  this  and  shares  in 
that,  thousands  in  these  funds  and  tens  of  thousands  in  those.  To 
the  last,  he  had  gone  on  buying  and  selling,  buying  in  the  cheap 
market  and  selling  in  the  dear ;  and  everything  had  gone  well  with 
him. 

Everything  had  gone  well  with  him !     Such  was  the  Ciiy  report 

of  old  Mr.  Bertram.     But  let  the  reader  say  how  much,  or  rather 

how  Jittle,  had  gone  weW.    '£a\x^\.\»-'V\V'ei^\i^\vad  «old  himself  to  a 

golden  Mephistopbelea,  ani  \i\^  ^^t^^\.  \»^  Xxscrir^  V^  ^ivsiA 

i^itbin  his  embrace. 
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How  many  of  us  make  Faust's  bargain !  The  bodily  attendance 
of  the  devil  may  be  mythical ;  but  in  the  spirit  he  is  always  with 
us.  And  how  rarely  have  we  the  power  to  break  the  contract ! 
The  London  merchant  had  so  sold  himself.  He  had  given  himself 
body  and  soul  to  a  devil.  The  devil  had  promised  him  wealth,  and 
had  kept  his  word.  And  now  the  end  had  come,  though  the  day 
of  his  happiness  had  not  yet  arrived. 

But  the  end  had  not  come.  All  this  was  but  the  beginning.  If 
we  may  believe  that  a  future  life  is  to  be  fitted  to  the  desires  and 
appetites  as  they  are  engendered  here,  what  shall  we  think  of  the 
future  of  a  man  whose  desire  has  been  simply  for  riches,  whose 
appetite  has  been  for  heaps  of  money  ?  How  miserably  is  such  a 
poor  wretch  cheated !  How  he  gropes  about,  making  his  bargain 
with  blind  eyes;  thinking  that  he  sees  beyond  his  neighbours! 
Who  is  so  green,  so  soft,  so  foolishly  the  victim  of  the  sorriest 
sharper  as  this  man  ?  Weigh  out  all  his  past,  and  what  has  it 
been  ?  Weigh  out  his  future — if  you  can — and  think  what  it 
must  be.  Poor,  dull  Eaustus !  What !  thou  hast  lost  everything 
among  the  thimble-riggers  ?     Poor,  dull,  stupid  wretch ! 

Mr.  Bertram  had  not  been  a  good  man,  nor  had  he  been  a  wise 
man.  But  he  had  been  highly  respectable,  and  his  memory  is 
embalmed  in  tons  of  marble  and  heaps  of  monumental  urns. 
Epitaphs,  believed  to  be  true,  testify  to  his  worth;  and  deeds, 
which  are  sometimes  as  false  as  epitaphs,  do  the  same.  He  is  a 
man  of  whom  the  world  has  agreed  to  say  good  things ;  to  whom 
fame,  that  rich  City  fame,  which  speaks  with  a  comet-a-piston 
made  of  gold,  instead  of  a  brazen  trumpet,  has  been  very  kind. — 
But,  nevertheless,  he  was  not  a  good  man.  As  regards  him,  it  will 
only  remain  for  us  to  declare  what  was  his  will,  and  that  shall  be 
done  in  the  next  chapter. 

It  was  settled  that  he  should  be  buried  on  the  sixth  day  after 
his  death,  and  that  his  will  should  be  read  after  his  funeral. 
George  had  now  to  manage  everything,  and  to  decide  who  should 
be  summoned  to  the  reading.  There  were  two  whom  he  felt 
bound  to  call  thither,  though  to  them  the  reading  he  knew  would 
be  a  bitter  grief.  There  was,  in  the  first  place,  his  father.  Sir 
Lionel,  whose  calls  for  money  had  not  of  late  decreased  in  urgency. 
It  would  be  seemly  that  he  should  come ;  but  the  opening  of  the 
will  would  not  be  a  pleasant  hour  for  him.  Then  there  would  be 
Sir  Henry.  He  also  was,  of  course,  summoned,  painful  as  it  was 
to  his  wife  to  have  to  leave  the  house  at  such  a  time.  Nor,  indeed, 
did  he  wait  to  be  invited  ;  for  he  had  written  to  say  that  he  should 
be  there  before  he  received  George  Bertram's  note.  Mr,  Pi:itak<^<;fe 
also  was  sent  for,  and  the  old  man's  attorney « 
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And  tbeiiy  when  these  arrangements  had  been  made^  the  thooghtf 
of  the  living  reverted  fratn  the  dead  to  themselves.  H.ow  should 
those  three  persons  who  now  occupied  that  house  so  lovingly  pro- 
vide for  themselves  ?  and  where  should  they  fix  their  resilience  f 
George's  brotherly  love  for  his  cousin  was  very  well  in  theory:  it 
was  well  to  say  that  the  past  had  been  forgotten  ;  but  there  are 
things  for  which  no  memory  can  lose  its  hold.  He  and  Caroline 
had  loved  each  other  with  other  love  than  that  of  a  brother  and  a 
sister ;  and  each  knew  that  they  two  might  not  dwell  under  tiie 
same  roof.  It  was  necessar}*^  to  talk  over  these  matters,  and  in 
doing  so  it  was  very  hard  not  to  touch  on  forbidden  subjects. 

Caroline  had  made  up  her  mind  to  live  again  with  her  aunt — 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  do  so,  providing  that  her  husband's 
power  was  not  sufficient  to  prevent  it.  Miss  Baker  would  oflen 
tell  her  that  the  law  would  compel  her  to  return  to  her  lord  ;  that 
she  would  be  forced  to  be  again  the  mistress  of  the  house  in  Eaton 
Square,  and  again  live  as  the  prosperous  wife  of  the  prosperous 
politician.  To  this  Caroline  bad  answered  but  little ;  but  thafc 
little  had  been  in  a  manner  that  had  thoroughly  frightened  Miss 
Baker.  Nothing,  Lady  Harcourt  had  said,  nothing  should  induce 
her  to  do  so. 

*  But  if  you  cannot  help  yourself,  Caroline  ?' 

*  I  will  help  myself.  I  will  find  a  way  to  prevent,  at  any  pate, 
that — '  So  much  she  had  said,  but  nothing  further:  and  so 
much  Miss  Baker  had  repeated  to  George  Bertram,  fearing  the 
worst. 

It  was  not  till  the  day  before  the  funeral  that  Caroline  spoke  to 
her  cousin  on  the  subject. 

'  George,'  she  said  to  him, '  shall  we  be  able  to  live  here  ? — ^to 
keep  on  this  house  ?' 

*  You  and  Miss  Baker,  you  mean  ?* 

*  Tes ;  aunt  and  I.  We  should  be  as  quiet  here  as  anywhere^ — 
and  I  am  used  to  these  people  now.' 

*  It  must  depend  on  the  will.  The  house  was  his  own  property ; 
but,  doubtless.  Miss  Baker  could  rent  it.' 

*  We  should  have  money  enough  for  that,  I  suppose.' 

*  1  should  hope  so.  But  we  none  of  us  know  anything  yet.  AH 
your  own  money- -the  income,  at  least,  coming  from  it — is  in 
Sir  Henry's  hands.' 

*  I  will  never  condescend  to  ask  for  that/  she  said.  And  then 
there  was  a  pause  in  their  conversation. 

'  George,'  she  continued,  after  a  minute  or  two,  '  you  will  not 
iet  me  fall  into  his  hands  ? ' 
He  could  not  help  Temem\>eaVa!^  >3t\aiV.  \aa  wnx  Tii»^  «s^g&s  had 
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already  thrown  her  into  the  hands  which  she  now  dreaded  so 
terribly.  Oh,  if  those  two  last  years  might  but  pass  away  as  a 
dream,  and  leave  him  free  to  clasp  her  to  his  bosom  as  his  own ! 
But  the  errors  of  past  years  will  not  turn  themselves  to  dreams. 
There  is  no  more  solid  stuff  in  this  material  world  than  they  are. 
They  never  melt  away,  or  vanish  into  thin  air. 

*  Not  if  it  can  be  avoided,'  he  replied. 

'  Ah !  but  it  can  be  avoided ;  can  it  not  ?  Say  that  you  know 
it  can.  Do  not  make  me  despair.  It  cannot  be  that  he  has  a 
right  to  imprison  me.' 

'  I  hardly  know  what  he  has  a  right  to  do.  But  he  is  a  stem 
man,  and  will  not  easily  be  set  aside.' 

*  But  you  will  not  desert  me  P ' 

*  No ;  I  will  not  desert  you.    But — ' 

*  But  what?' 

*  For  your  sake,  Caroline,  we  must  regard  what  people  will  say. 
Our  names  have  been  mixed  together ;  but  not  as  cousins.' 

*  I  know,  I  know.  But,  G-eorge,  you  do  not  suppose  I  intender^ 
you  should  live  here  ?  I  was  not  thinking  of  that.  I  know  that 
that  may  not  be.' 

'  For  myself  I  shall  keep  my  chambers  in  London.  I  shall  just 
be  able  to  starve  on  there;  and  then  I  shall  make  one  more 
attempt  at  the  bar.' 

*  And  I  know  you  will  succeed.  Ton  are  made  for  success  at 
last ;  I  have  always  felt  that.' 

'  A  man  must  live  somehow.  He  must  have  some  pursuit ;  and 
that  is  more  within  my  reach  than  any  other:  otherwise  I  am  not 
very  anxious  for  success.  What  is  the  use  of  it  all  ?  Of  what 
use  will  it  be  to  me  now  ? ' 

*  Oh,  George ! ' 

*  Well,  is  it  not  true  ? ' 

'  Do  not  tell  me  that  I  have  made  shipwreck  of  all  your  fortune !' 

*  No  ;  I  do  not  say  that  you  have  done  it.  It  was  I  that  drove 
the  bark  upon  the  rocks  ;  I  myself.  But  the  timbers  on  that  ac- 
count are  not  the  less  shattered.' 

'  You  should  strive  to  throw  off  that  feeling.  You  have  so  much 
before  you  in  the  world.' 

*  I  have  striven.  I  have  thought  that  I  covld  love  other  women. 
I  have  told  others  that  I  did  love  them ;  but  my  words  were  false, 
and  they  and  I  knew  that  they  were  false.  I  have  endeavoured  to 
think  of  other  things — of  money,  ambition,  politics ;  but  I  can 
care  for  none  of  them.  K  ever  a  man  cut  his  own  throat,  I  have 
done  so.'  . 

She  could  not  answer  him  at  once,\)ecau^©Ai^^^^ii^'^^^5^^^=^^%> 
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and  the  tears  were  streaming  from  her  eyes.  '  And  what  have  I 
done  ? '  she  said  at  last.  '  If  your  happiness  is  shattered,  what 
must  mine  he  ?  I  sometimes  think  that  I  cannot  live  and  bear  it 
With  him,'  she  added,  after  another  pause,  *  I  will  not  live  and 
bear  it.  If  it  comes  to  that,  I  will  die,  G-eorge  ; '  and  risins  from 
her  chair,  she  walked  across  the  room,  and  took  him  sharply  by  the 
arm.  '  George,'  she  said, '  you  will  protect  me  from  that ;  I  say 
that  you  will  save  me  from  that.' 

*  Protect  you ! '  said  he,  repeating  her  words,  and  hardly  daring 
to  look  into  her  face.  How  could  he  protect  her  P  how  save  her 
from  the  lord  she  had  chosen  for  herself?  It  might  be  easy  enough 
for  him  to  comfort  her  now  with  promises  ;  but  he  could  not  find 
it  in  his  heart  to  hold  out  promises  which  he  could  not  fulfil.  Ifj 
after  the  reading  of  the  will,  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  should  insist  on 
taking  his  wife  back  with  him,  how  could  he  protect  her — he,  of 
all  men  in  the  world  ? 

*  You  will  not  give  me  up  to  him ! '  she  said,  wildly.  *  If  you  do, 
my  blood  will  lie  upon  your  head.  George !  George  !  say  that  you 
will  save  me  from  that!  To  whom  can  I  look  now  but  to  you?' 

*  I  do  not  think  he  will  force  you  away  with  him*.' 

'  But  if  he  does  ?     Will  you  stand  by  and  see  me  so  used  ? ' 

*  Certainly  not ;  but,  Caroline — ' 
*WeD.' 

'  It  will  be  better  that  I  should  not  be  driven  to  interfere.  The 
world  will  forget  that  I  am  your  cousin,  but  will  remember  that 
I  was  once  to  have  been  your  husband.' 

'  The  world !  I  am  past  caring  for  the  world.  It  is  nothing  to 
me  now  if  all  London  knows  how  it  is  with  me.  I  have  loved,  and 
thrown  away  my  love,  and  tied  myself  to  a  brute.  I  have  loved, 
and  do  love  ;  but  my  love  can  only  be  a  sorrow  to  me.  I  do  not 
fear  the  world  ;  but  God  and  my  conscience  I  do  fear.  Once,  for 
one  moment,  George,  I  thought  that  I  would  fear  nothing.  Once, 
for  one  moment,  I  was  still  willing  to  be  yours ;  but  I  remembered 
what  you  would  think  of  me  if  I  should  so  fall,  and  I  repented  my 
baseness.  May  God  preserve  me  from  such  sin!  But,  for  the 
world — why  should  you  or  I  fear  the  world  ?' 

*  It  is  for  you  that  I  fear  it.  It  would  grieve  me  to  hear  men 
speak  lightly  of  your  name.' 

'  Let  them  say  what  they  please ;  the  wretched  are  always  trod- 
den on.  Let  them  say  what  they  please.  I  deserved  it  lul  when 
I  stood  before  the  altar  with  that  man ;  when  I  forbade  my  feet  to 
run,  or  my  mouth  to  speak,  though  I  knew  that  I  hated  him,  and 
owned  it  to  my  heart.    N^\ia\>  «\i<s^  1  do^  George^  to  rid  me  of  that 
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She  bad  risen  and  taken  hold  of  bis  arm  wben  first  sbe  asked 
him  to  protect  her,  and  she  was  still  standing  beside  the  chair  on 
which  he  sat.  He  now  rose  also,  and  said  a  few  gentle  words,  such 
as  he  thought  might  soothe  her. 

'  Yes,'  she  continued,  as  though  she  did  not  heed  him, '  I  said  to 
myself  almost  twenty  times  during  that  last  night  that  I  hated 
him  ill  my  very  soul,  that  I  was  bound  in  honour  even  yet  to  leave 
him — in  honour,  and  in  truth,  and  in  justice.  But  my  pride  for- 
bade  it-my  pride  and  my  an^er  Hgain'st  you.' 

*■  It  is  useless  to  think  of  it  now,  dear.' 

*  Ah,  yes !  quite  useless.  Would  that  I  had  done  it  then — ^then, 
at  the  last  moment.  They  asked  me  whether  I  would  love  that 
man.  I  whispered  inwardly  to  myself  that  I  loathed  him ;  but  my 
tongue  said  "  Yes,'*  out  loud.  Can  such  a  lie  as  that,  told  in  G-od's 
holy  temple,  sworn  before  his  own  altar — can^such  perjury  as  that 
ever  be  forgiven  me  ?' 

*  But  I  shall  sin  worse  still  if  I  go  back  to  him,'  she  continued, 
after  awhile.  '  I  have  no  right,  George,  to  ask  anything  from 
your  kindness  as  a  cousin ;  but  for  your  love's  sake,  your  old  love, 
which  you  cannot  forget,  I  do  ask  you  to  save  me  from  this.  But 
it  is  this  rather  that  1  ask,  that  you  will  save  me  from  the  need  of 
saving  myself.' 

That  evening  George  sat  up  late  alone^  preparing  for  the  mor- 
row's work,  and  trying  to  realize  the  position  in  which  he  found 
himself.  Mr.  Pritchett,  had  he  been  there,  would  have  whispered 
into  his  ears,  again  and  again,  those  ominous  and  all-important 
words,  *  Half  a  million  of  money,  Mr.  George ;  half  a  million  of 
money !'  And,  indeed,  though  Mr.  Pritchett  was  not  there,  the 
remembrance  of  those  overflowing  coffers  did  force  themselves  upon 
his  mind.  Who  can  say  that  he,  if  placed  as  Bertram  then  was, 
would  not  think  of  them  ? 

He  did  think  of  them — not  over-deeply,  nor  with  much  sadness. 
He  knew  that  they  were  not  to  be  his;  neither  the  whole  of 
them,  nor  any  part  of  them.  So  much  his  uncle  had  told  him 
w4th  sufficient  plainness.  He  knew  also  that  they  might  all  have 
been  his:  and  then  he  thought  of  that  interview  in  which  Mr. 
Bertram  had  endeavoured  to  beg  from  him  a  promise  to  do  that 
for  which  his  own  heart  so  strongly  yearned.  Yes ;  he  might  have 
had  the  bride,  and  the  money  too.  He  might  have  been  sitting  at 
that  moment  with  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  laying  out  in  gorgeous 
plans  the  splendour  of  their  future  life.  It  would  be  vain  to  say 
that  there  was  no  disappointment  at  his  heart. 

But  yet  there  was  within  his  breast  a  feeling  of  g^ratifia^  \:ow- 
dependence  which  sufficed  to  support  Toim.     k.\i  \^^^*^  Va  ^s^x'^s^^. 
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boast  that  lie  had  not  sold  himself;  not  aloud,  but  with  that  in- 
ward boasting  which  is  so  common  with  most  of  us.  There  was  a 
spirit  within  him  endowed  with  a  greater  wealth  than  any  which 
Mr.  Pritchett  might  be  able  to  enumerate ;  and  an  inward  love, 
the  loss  of  which  could  hardly  have  been  atoned  for  even  by  the 
possession  of  her  whom  he  had  lost.  Nor  was  this  the  passion 
which  men  call  self-love.  It  was  rather  a  vigorous  knowledge  of 
his  own  worth  as  a  man ;  a  strong  will,  which  taught  him  that  no 
price  was  sufficient  to  buy  his  assent  that  black  should  be  reckoned 
white,  or  white  be  reckoned  black. 

His  uncle,  he  knew,  had  misunderstood  him.  In  rejecting  tbe 
old  man's  offers,  he  had  expressed  his  contempt  for  riches — ^for 
riches,  that  is,  as  any  counterbalance  to  independence.  Mr.  Be^ 
tram  had  taken  what  he  said  for  more  than  it  was  worth ;  and  had 
supposed  that  his  nephew,  afflicted  with  some  singular  lunacy, 
disliked  money  for  its  own  sake.  George  had  never  cared  to  dis- 
abuse his  uncle's  mind.  Let  him  act  as  he  will,  he  had  said  to  him- 
self, it  is  not  for  me  to  dictate  to  him,  either  on  the  one  aide  or 
the  other.     And  so  the  error  had  gone  on. 

Tomorrow  morning  the  will  would  be  read,  and  George  would 
have  to  listen  to  the  reading  of  it.  He  knew  well  enough  that  the 
world  looked  on  him  as  his  uncle's  probable  heir,  and  that  he 
should  have  to  bear  Mr.  Pritchett's  hardly  expressed  pity,  Sir 
Henry's  malignant  pleasure,  and  Sir  Lionel's  loud  disgust.  All 
this  was  nearly  as  bad  to  him  as  the  remembrance  of  what  he  had 
lost ;  but  by  degrees  he  screwed  his  courage  up  to  the  necessary 
point  of  endurance. 

'  What  is  Pritchett  to  me,  with  his  kind,  but  burdensome  solici- 
tude ?  what  Sir  Henry's  mad  anger  ?  How  can  they  afiect  my 
soul  ?  or  what  even  is  my  father  ?  Let  him  rave.  I  care  not  to 
have  compassion  on  myself ;  why  should  his  grief  assail  me — grief 
which  is  so  vile,  so  base,  so  unworthy  of  compassion  ?' 

And  thus  schooling  himself  for  the  morrow,  he  betook  himself 
to  bed. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE  WILL. 


The  only  attendants  at  old  Mr.  Bertram's  funeral  were  his  ne- 
phew, Mr.  Pritchett,  oxid  t\ie  "SsAl^^  doctor.  The  other  gentle- 
men were  to  be  present  013X7  «tt  >i\i^  TSicrc^\\i\«t««5Gai%  ^^fi^sf&sso.^  of  f 
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reading  the  will.  Sir  Lionel  had  written  to  say  that  he  was  rather 
unwell ;  that  he  certainly  would  come  up  from  Littlebath  so  as  to 
be  present  at  the  latter  performance ;  but  that  the  very  precarious 
state  of  his  health,  and  the  very  inconvenient  hours  of  the  trains, 
unhappily  prevented  him  from  paying  the  other  last  sad  duty  to 
Jiis  brother's  remains.  Sir  Henry  Sarcourt  had  plainly  demanded 
at  what  hour  the  will  would  be  read  ;  and  Mr.  Stickatit,  junior — 
Mr.  Q-eorge  Stickatit — of  the  firm  of  Dry  and  Stickatit,  had  pro-  » 
mised  to  be  at  Hadley  punctually  at  two  p.m.  And  he  kept  his  ' 
word. 

Mr.  Pritchett  came  down  by  an  early  train,  and,  as  was  fit  on 
such  an -occasion,  was  more  melancholy  than  usual.  He  was  very 
melancholy  and  very  sad,  for  he  felt  that  that  half  million  of 
money  was  in  a  great  jeopardy  ;  and,  perhaps,  even  the  death  of 
his  old  friend  of  forty  years'  standing  may  have  had  some  effect  on 
him.  It  was  a  mingled  feeling  that  pervaded  him.  *  Oh,  Mr. 
George !'  he  said,  just  before  they  went  to  the  churchyard,  *  we  are 
grass  of  the  field,  just  grass  of  the  field ;  here  today,  and  gone  to- 
morrow ;  flourishing  in  the  morning,  and  cast  into  the  oven  before 
night !  It  behoves  such  frail,  impotent  creatures  to  look  close 
after  their  interests — half  a  million  of  money !  I'm  afraid  you  didn't 
think  enough  about  it,  Mr.  George.' 

And  then  the  Hadley  bells  were  rung  again  ;  but  they  were  not 
rung  loudly.  It  seemed  to  Bertram  that  no  one  noticed  that  any- 
thing more  than  usually  sad  was  going  on.  He  could  hardly 
realize  it  to  himself  that  he  was  going  to  put  under  the  ground 
almost  his  nearest  relative.  The  bells  rang  out  a  dirge,  but  they 
did  it  hardly  above  their  breath.  There  were  but  three  boys 
gathered  at  the  little  gate  before  the  door  to  see  the  body  of  the 
rich  man  carried  to  his  last  home.  George  stood  with  his  back  to 
the  empty  dining-room  fireplace :  on  one  side  stood  Mr.  Pritchett, 
and  on  the  other  the  Barnet  doctor.  Verjr  few  words  passed 
between  them,  but  they  were  not  in  their  nature  peculiarly 
lugubrious.  And  then  there  was  a  scuffling  heard  on  the  stairs — 
a  subdued,  decent  undertaker's  scuffling — as  some  hour  or  two 
before  had  been  heard  the  muffled  click  of  a  hammer.  Peet 
scuffled  down  the  stairs,  outside  the  dining-room  door,  and  along 
the  passage.  And  then  the  door  was  opened,  and  in  low,  decent 
undertaker's  voice,  red-nosed,  sombre,  well-fed  Mr.  Mortmain  told 
them  that  they  were  ready. 

*  These  are  yours,  sir,'  and  he  handed  a  pair  of  black  gloves  to 
George.     *  And  these  are  yours,  sir,'  and  he  gave  another  pair  to 
the  doctor.     But  the  doctor  held  them  instead  of  ^\i\Xx\\^n5^^'«!^^'^\ 
otherwise  Mr,  Mortmain  could  not  be  exoecXi^^  \.o  Oci-wx^  *v^^\sv 
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after  the  ceremony  for  a  pair  of  lighter  colour.  They  understood 
each  other;  and  what  could  a  country  doctor  do  with  twenty 
or  thirty  pairs  of  black  gloves  a  year  ?  *  And  these  yours,  Mr. 
Pritchett.' 

*  Oh,  Mr.  George  !'  sighed  Pritchett.  *  To  think  it  should  come 
to  this !  But  he  was  a  good  gentleman ;  and  very  successful- 
very  successful.' 

There  were  not  ten  people  in  the  church  or  in  the  churchyard 
during  the  whole  time  of  the  funeral.  To  think  that  a  man  with 
half  a  million  of  money  could  die  and  be  got  rid  of  with  so  little 
parade !  What  money  could  do — in  a  moderate  way — was  done. 
The  coffin  was  as  heavy  as  lead  could  make  it.  The  cloth  of  the 
best.  The  plate  upon  it  was  of  silver,  or  looked  like  it.  There 
was  no  room  for  an  equipage  of  hearses  and  black  coaches,  the 
house  was  so  unfortunately  near  to  the  churchyard.  It  was  all 
done  in  a  decent,  sombre,  useful,  money-making  way,  as  beseemed 
the  remains  of  such  a  man. 

But  it  was  on  'Change  that  he  was  truly  buried ;  in  Gapel  Court 
that  his  funeral  sermon  was  duly  preached.  These  were  the  souls 
that  knew  him,  the  ears  to  which  his  name  loomed  large.  He  had 
been  true  and  honest  in  all  his  dealings — there,  at  least.  He  had 
hurt  nobody  by  word  or  deed — excepting  in  the  way  of  trade. 
And  had  kept  his  hands  from  picking  and  stealing — from  all 
picking,  that  is,  not  warranted  by  City  usage,  and  from  all  stealing 
that  the  law  regards  as  such.     Therefore,  there,  on  'Change,  they 

E reached  his  funeral  sermon  loudly,  and  buried  him  with  all  due 
onours. 

Two  had  been  named  for  the  reading  of  the  will,  seeing  that  a 
train  arrived  at  1.45  p.m.  And,  therefore,  when  the  ceremony  was 
over,  George  and  Mr.  Pritchett  had  to  sit  together  in  the  dining- 
room  till  that  time  arrived.  The  doctor,  who  did  not  expect  much 
from  the  will,  had  gone  away,  perhaps  to  prepare  other  friends  for 
similar  occupation.  It  was  a  tedious  hour  that  they  so  passed, 
certainly ;  but  at  last  it  did  make  itself  away.  Lunch  was  brought 
in ;  and  the  sherry,  which  had  been  handed  round  with  biscuits 
before  the  funeral,  was  again  put  on  the  table.  Mr.  Pritchett 
liked  a  glass  of  sherry,  though  it  never  seemed  to  have  other  effect 
on  him  than  to  make  his  sadness  of  a  deeper  dye.  But  at  last, 
between  this  occupation  and  the  muttering  of  a  few  scraps  of  a 
somewhat  worldly  morality,  the  hour  did  wear  itself  away,  and  the 
hand  of  the  old  clock  pointed  to  two. 

The  three  gentlemen  had-  come  down  by  the  same  train,  and 
arrived  in  a  fly  togethet.  Mr.  G^orgja  Stickatit,  junior,  paid  for 
the  accommodation  •,  wVv\e\i  N««ia  no  xciat^  ^Otasa.  Tvg&^^^sst.  \i,^  oic^uld 
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put  it  in  tbe  bill,  and  Sir  Lionel  could  not.  The  mind  of  Sir 
Henry  was  too  much  intent  on  other  things  to  enable  him  to  think 
about  the  fly. 

*  Well,  George,'  said  Sir  Lionel ;  *  so  it's  all  over  at  last.  My 
poor  brother !  I  wish  I  could  have  been  with  you  at  the  funeral ; 
but  it  was  impossible.  The  ladies  are  not  here  ?' — This  he  added 
in  a  whisper.  He  could  not  well  talk  about  Lady  Harcourt,  and 
he  was  not  at  the  present  moment  anxious  to  see  Miss  Baker. 

*  They  are  not  here  today,'  said  George,  as  he  pressed  his  fSst- 
ther's  hand.  He  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  explain  that  they  were 
staying  at  good  old  Mrs.  Jones's,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Green. 

*I  should  have  been  down  for  the  funeral,'  said  Mr.  Stickatit; 
*  but  I  have  been  kept  going  about  the  property,  ever  since  the 
death,  up  to  this  moment,  I  may  say.  There's  the  document, 
gentlemen.'  And  the  will  was  laid  on  the  table.  *  The  personality 
will  be  sworn  under  five.  The  real  will  be  about  two  more.  Well, 
Pritchett,  and  how  are  you  this  morning  ?' 

Sir  Henry  said  but  little  to  anybody.  Bertram  put  out  his 
hand  to  him  as  he  entered,  and  he  just  took  it,  muttering  some- 
thing ;  and  then,  having  done  so,  he  sat  himself  down  at  the  table. 
His  face  was  not  pleasant  to  be  seen  ;  his  manner  was  ungracious, 
nay,  more  than  that,  uncourteous — almost  brutal ;  and  it  seemed 
as  though  he  were  prepared  to  declare  himself  the  enemy  of  all 
who  were  there  assembled.  To  Sir  Lionel  he  was  known,  and  it 
may  be  presumed  that  some  words  had  passed  between  them  in  the 
fly;  but  there  in  the  room  he  said  no  word  to  any  one,  but 
sat  leaning  back  in  an  arm-chair,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
scowling  at  the  table  before  him. 

*  A  beautiful  day,  is  it  not,  Mr.  Pritchett  ?'  said  Sir  Lionel,  essay- 
ing to  make  things  pleasant,  after  his  fashion. 

*  A  beautiful  day — outwardly.  Sir  Lionel,'  sighed  Mr.  Pritchett. 
'  But  the  occasion  is  not  comfortable.  We  must  all  die,  though ; 
all  of  us,  Mr.  George.' 

'  But  we  shall  not  all  of  us  leave  such  a  will  as  that  behind  us,' 
said  Mr.  Stickatit.  '  Come,  gentlemen,  are  we  ready  P  Shall  we 
sit  down?* 

George  got  a  chair  for  his  father,  and  put  it  down  opposite  to 
that  of  Sir  Henry.  Mr.  Pritchett  humbly  kept  himself  in  one 
corner.  The  lawyer  took  the  head  of  the  table,  and  broke  open 
the  envelope  which  contained  the  will,  with  a  degree  of  gusto  which 
showed  that  the  occupation  was  not  disagreeable  to  him.  '  Mr. 
Bertram,'  said  he,  *  will  you  not  take  a  chair  ?' 

*  Thank  you,  no ;  I'll  stand  here,  if  you  please,'  said  Geor^. 
And  so  he  kept  his  position  with  hia  \)adL  \iO  ^\i^  ««x^\r5  ^^^^-wifc* 
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All  of  them,  then,  were  somewhat  afraid  of  having  their  dis- 
appointment read  in  their  faces,  and  commented  upon  by  the 
others.  They  were  all  of  them  schooling  themselves  to  bear  with 
an  appearance  of  indifference  the  tidings  which  they  dreaded  to 
hear.  All  of  them,  that  is,  except  the  attorney.  He  hoped  no- 
thing, and  feared  nothing. 

Mr.  Fritchett  nearly  closed  his  eyes,  and  almost  opened  his 
mouth,  and  sat  with  his  hands  resting  on  his  stomach  before  him, 
as  though  he  were  much  too  humble  to  have  any  hopes  of  his  own. 

Sir  Lionel  was  all  smiles.  What  did  he  care  ?  Not  he.  If 
that  boy  of  his  should  get  anything,  he,  as  an  affectionate  father, 
would,  of  course,  be  glad.  If  not,  why  then  his  dear  boy  could  do 
without  it.  That  was  the  intended  interpretation  of  his  look. 
And  judging  of  it  altogether,  he  did  not  do  it  badly ;  only  he 
deceived  nobody.  On  such  occasions,  one's  face,  which  is  made  up 
for  deceit,  never  does  deceive  any  one.  But,  in  truth,  Sir  Liond 
still  entertained  a  higher  hope  than  any  other  of  the  listeners  there. 
He  did  not  certainly  expect  a  legacy  himself,  but  he  did  think 
that  George  might  still  be  the  heir.  As  Sir  Henry  was  not  to  be, 
whose  name  was  so  likely  ?  And,  then,  if  his  son,  his  dear  son 
George,  should  be  lord  of  two,  nay,  say  only,  one,  of  those  many 
hundred  thousand  pounds,  what  might  not  a  fond  father  expect  ? 

Sir  Henry  was  all  frowns ;  and  yet  he  was  not  quite  hopeless. 
The  granddaughter,  the  only  lineal  descendant  of  the  dead  man, 
was  still  his  wife.  Anything  left  to  her  must  in  some  sort  be  left 
to  him,  let  it  be  tied  up  with  ever  so  much  care.     It  might  still  be 

Erobable  that  she  might  be  named  the  heiress — perhaps  the  sole 
eiress.  It  might  still  be  probable  that  the  old  man  had  made 
no  new  will  since  Caroline  had  left  his  home  in  Eaton  Square. 
At  any  rate,  there  would  still  be  a  grouno,  on  which  to  %ht, 
within  his  reach,  if  Lady  Harcourt  should  be  in  any  way  enriched 
under  the  will.  And  if  so,  no  tenderness  on  his  part  should 
hinder  him  from  fighting  out  that  fight  as  long  as  he  had  an  inch 
on  which  to  stand. 

Bertram  neither  hoped  anything,  nor  feared  anything,  except 
this — that  they  would  look  at  him  as  a  disappointed  man.  He 
knew  that  he  was  to  have  nothing ;  and  although,  now  that  the 
moment  had  come,  he  felt  that  wealth  might  possibly  have  elated 
him,  still  the  absence  of  it  did  not  make  him  in  any  degree  un- 
happy. But  it  did  make  him  uncomfortable  to  think  that  he  should 
be  commiserated  by  Mr.  Pritchett,  sneered  at  by  Harcourt,  and 
taunted  by  his  father. 

*Well,  gentleman,  are  we  ready?'  said  Mr.  Stickatit  again. 
They  were  all  ready,  and  ao  '^t.  ^\a.0&»^\\.\»^\\.* 
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I  will  not  give  an  acute  critic  any  opportunity  for  telling  me 
that  the  will,  as  detailed  hy  me,  was  all  illegal.  I  have  not  by 
me  the  ipsissima  verba ;  nor  can  I  get  them  now,  as  I  am  very  far 
from  Doctors'  Commons.     So  I  will  give  no  verbal  details  at  all. 

The  will,  moreover,  was  very  long — no  less  than  fifteen  folios. 
And  that  amount,  though  it  might  not  be  amiss  in  a  three-volume 
edition,  would  be  inconvenient  when  the  book  comes  to  be  published 
for  eighteen-pence.     But  the  gist  of  the  will  was  as  follows. 

It  was  dated  in  the  October  last  gone  by,  at  the  time  when 
George  was  about  to  start  for  Egypt,  and  when  Lady  Harcourt 
had  fl^ady  left  her  husband.  It  stated  that  he,  G-eorge  Bertram, 
senior,  of  ELadley,  being  in  full  use  of  all  his  mental  faculties, 
made  this  as  his  last  will  and  testament.  And  then  he  willed  and 
devised — 

Firstly,  that  George  Stickatii,  junior,  of  the  firm  of  Dry  and 
Stickatit,  and  George  Bertram,  junior,  his  nephew,  should  be  his 
executors ;  and  that  a  thousand  pounds  each  should  be  given  to 
them,  provided  they  were  pleased  to  act  in  that  capacity. 

When  Sir  Lionel  heard  that  George  was  named  as  one  of  the 
executors,  he  looked  up  at  his  son  triumphantly ;  but  when  the 
thousand  pounds  were  named,  his  face  became  rather  long,  and 
less  pleasant  than  usual.  A  man  feels  no  need  to  leave  a  thousand 
pounds  to  an  executor  if  he  means  to  give  him  the  bulk  of  his 
fortune. 

Secondly,  he  left  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  for  life  to  his 
dear,  old,  trusty  servant,  Samuel  Pritchett.  Mr.  Pritchett  put  his 
handkerchief  up  to  his  face,  and  sobbed  audibly.  But  he  would 
sooner  have  had  two  or  three  thousand  pounds ;  for  he  also  had  an 
ambition  to  leave  money  behind  him. 

Thirdly,  he  bequeathed  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  for  life  to 
Mary  Baker,  late  of  Littlebath,  and  now  of  Hadley ;  and  the  use 
of  the  house  at  Hadley  if  she  chose  to  occupy  it.  Otherwise,  the 
house  was  to  be  sold,  and  the  proceeds  were  to  go  to  his  estate. 

Sir  Lionel,  when  he  heard  this,  made  a  short  calculation  in  his 
mind  whether  it  would  now  be  worth  bis  while  to  marry  Miss 
Baker ;  and  he  decided  that  it  would  not  be  worth  his  while. 

Fourthly,  he  gave  to  his  executors  above-named  a  sum  of  four 
thousand  pounds,  to  be  invested  by  them  in  the  Three  per  Cent. 
Consols,  for  the  sole  use  and  benefit  of  his  granddaughter,  Caroline 
Harcourt.  And  the  will  went  on  to  say,  that  he  did  this,  although 
he  was  aware  that  sufficient  provision  had  already  been  made  for 
his  granddaughter,  because  he  feared  that  untoward  events  might 
make  it  expedient  that  she  should  have  some  income  exclusively 
her  own. 
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Sir  Henry,  when  this  paragraph  was  read — this  paragraph  from 
which  his  own  name  was  carefully  excluded — dashed  his  fist  down 
upon  the  table,  so  that  the  ink  leaped  up  out  of  the  inkstand  thst 
stood  before  the  lawyer,  and  fell  in  sundry  blots  upon  the  document 
But  no  one  said  anything.  There  was  blotting-paper  at  hand,  and 
Mr.  Stickatit  soon  proceeded. 

In  its  fifth  proviso,  the  old  man  mentioned  his  nephew  George. 

*  I  wish  it  to  be  understood,*  he  said,  *  that  I  love  my  nephew, 
George  Bertram,  and  appreciate  his  honour,  honesty,  and  truth.' 
Sir  Lionel  once  more  took  heart  of  grace,  and  thought  that  it  might 
ptill  be  all  right.  And  George  himself  felt  pleased ;  more  pleased 
than  he  had  thought  it  possible  that  he  should  have  been  at  the 
reading  of  that  will.  '  But,*  continued  the  will, '  I  am  not  minded, 
as  he  is  himself  aware,  to  put  my  money  into  his  hands  for  bis  own 
purposes.'  It  then  went  on  to  say,  that  a  further  sum  of  four 
thousand  pounds  was  given  to  him  as  a  token  of  affection. 

Sir  Lionel  drew  a  long  breath.  After  all,  five  thousand  pounds 
was  the  whole  sum-total  that  was  rescued  out  of  the  fire.  What 
was  five  thousand  pounds  ?  How  much  could  he  expect  to  get 
from  such  a  sum  as  that  P  Perhaps,  after  all,  he  had  better  take 
Miss  Baker.  But  then  her  pittance  was  only  for  her  life.  How 
he  did  hate  his  departed  brother  at  that  moment ! 

Poor  Pritchett  wheezed  and  sighed  again.  '  Ah  !'  said  he  to 
himself.  '  Half  a  million  of  money  gone ;  clean  gone !  But  he 
never  would  take  my  advice  !* 

But  George  felt  now  that  he  did  not  care  who  looked  at  him, 
who  commiserated  him.  The  will  was  all  right.  He  did  not  at 
that  moment  wish  it  to  be  other  than  that  the  old  man  had  made 
it.  After  all  their  quarrels,  all  their  hot  words  and  perverse 
thoughts  towards  each  other,  it  was  clear  to  him  now  that  nis  uncle 
had,  at  any  rate,  appreciated  him.  He  could  hear  the  remainder 
of  it  quite  unmoved. 

There  were  some  other  legacies  to  various  people  in  the  City, 
none  of  them  considerable  in  amoimt.  Five  hundred  pounds  to 
one,  one  thousand  pounds  to  another,  fi^y  pounds  to  a  third,  and 
so  on.     And  then  came  the  body  of  the  will — the  very  will  indeed. 

And  so  Mr.  George  Bertram  willed,  that  after  the  payment  of 
all  his  just  debts,  and  of  the  legacies  above  recapitulated,  his  whole 
property  should  be  given  to  his  executors,  and  by  them  expended 
m  building  and  endowing  a  college  and  almshouse,  to  be  called 

*  The  Bertram  College,'  for  the  education  of  the  children  of  London 
fishmongers,  and  for  the  maintenance  of  the  widows  of  such  fish- 
mongers as  had  died  in  want.  Now  Mr.  Bertram  had  been  t 
member  of  the  HonouxaXiVe  Coxa^twa^  Q?l^\^\si^\i^'^, 
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And  that  was  the  end  of  the  will.  And  Mr.  Stickatit,  having 
completed  the  reading,  folded  it  up,  and  put  it  back  into  the  en- 
velope. Sir  Henry,  the  moment  the  reading  was  over,  again  dashed 
his  fist  upon  the  table.  '  As  heir-at-law,'  said  he, '  I  shall  oppose 
that  document.' 

'  I  think  you'll  find  it  all  correct,'  said  Mr.  Stickatit,  with  a  little 
smile. 

'  And  I  think  otherwise,  sir,'  said  the  late  solicitor-general,  in  a 
voice  that  made  them  all  start.  *  Very  much  otherwise.  That  do- 
cument is  not  worth  the  paper  on  which  it  is  written.  And  now, 
I  warn  you  two,  who  have  been  named  as  executors,  that  such  is 
the  fact.' 

Sir  Lionel  began  to  consider  whether  it  would  be  better  for  him 
that  the  will  should  be  a  will,  or  should  not  be  a  will.  Till  he  had 
done  so,  he  could  not  determine  with  which  party  he  would  side. 
If  that  were  no  will,  there  might  be  a  previous  one ;  and  if  so, 
Bertram  might,  according  to  that,  be  the  heir.  '  It  is  a  very  sin- 
gular document,'  said  he ;  *  very  singular.' 

But  Sir  Henry  wanted  no  allies — wanted  no  one  in  that  room 
to  side  with  him.  Hostility  to  them  all  was  his  present  desire ; 
to  them  and  to  one  other — that  other  one  who  had  brought  upon 
him  all  this  misfortune ;  that  wife  of  his  bosom,  who  had  betrayed 
his  interests  and  shattered  his  hopes. 

*  I  believe  there  is  nothing  further  to  detain  us  at  the  present 
moment,'  said  Mr.  Stickatit.  '  Mr.  Bertram,  perhaps  you  can 
allow  me  to  speak  to  you  somewhere  for  five  minutes  r 

*  I  shall  act,'  said  George. 

*  Oh,  of  course.    That's  of  course,'  said  Stickatit.   *  And  I  also.' 

*  Stop  one  moment,  gentlemen,'  shouted  Harcourt  again.  *  I 
hereby  give  you  both  warning  that  you  have  no  power  to  act.' 

*  Perhaps,  sir,'  suggested  Stickatit,  *  your  lawyer  will  take  any 
steps  he  may  think  necessary  ?' 

*  My  lawyer,  sir,  will  do  as  I  bid  him,  and  will  require  no  sug- 
gestion from  you.  And  now  I  have  another  matter  to  treat  of. 
Mr.  Bertram,  where  is  Lady  Harcourt  ?' 

Bertram  did  not  answer  at  once,  but  stood  with  his  back  still 
against  the  chimney-piece,  thinking  what  answer  he  would  give. 

*  Where,  I  say,  is  Lady  Harcourt  ?  Let  us  have  no  juggling, 
if  you  please.     You  will  find  that  I  am  in  earnest.' 

*  I  am  not  Lady  Harcourt's  keeper,'  said  George,  in  a  very  low 
tone  of  voice. 

*  No,  by  G — !  Nor  shall  you  be.  "Where  is  she  ?  If  you  do 
not  answer  my  question,  I  shall  have  recourse  to  the  police  at 
once.' 
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Sir  Lionel,  meaning  to  make  things  pleasant,  now  got  up,  and 
went  over  to  bis  son.  He  did  not  know  on  what  footing,  with 
reference  to  each  other,  his  son  and  Lady  Harcourt  now  stood; 
but  he  did  know  that  they  had  loved  each  other,  and  been  be-  \ 
trothed  for  years ;  he  did  know,  also,  that  she  bad  left  her  hus- 
band, and  that  that  husband  and  his  son  had  been  the  closest 
friends.  It  was  a  great  opportunity  for  him  to  make  things 
pleasant.  He  had  not  the  slightest  scruple  as  to  sacrificing  that 
'  dear  Caroline'  whom  he  had  so  loved  as  his  future  daugbter-ia- 

*  George,'  said  he,  *  if  you  know  where  Lady  Harcourt  is,  it  will 
be  better  that  you  should  tell  Sir  Henry.  No  properly-thinking 
man  will  countenance  a  wife  in  disobeying  her  husband. 

*  Father,'  said  George,  *  Lady  Harcourt  is  not  in  my  custody. 
She  is  the  judge  of  her  own  actions  in  this  matter.' 

*  Is  she  ?'  said  Sir  Henry.  *  She  must  learn  to  know  that  she 
is  not ;  and  that  very  shortly.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  where 
she  is  ?' 

*  I  mean  to  tell  you  nothing  about  her.  Sir  Henry.* 

*  George,  you  are  wrong,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  *  If  you  know  where 
Lady  Harcourt  is,  you  are  bound  to  tell  him.  I  really  think  you 
are.' 

'  I  am  bound  to  tell  him  nothing,  father ;  nor  will  I.  I  will 
have  no  conversation  with  him  about  his  wife.  It  is  his  afSEur 
and  hers — and  that,  perhaps,  of  a  hundred  other  people ;  but  it 
certainly  is  not  mine.     Nor  will  I  make  it  so.' 

*  Then  you  insist  on  concealing  her  ?'  said  Sir  Henry. 
'  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  her.     I  do  not  know  that  she  is 

concealed  at  all.' 

*  You  know  where  she  is  ?' 

'  I  do.  But,  believing  as  I  do  that  she  would  rather  not  be  dis- 
turbed, I  shall  not  say  where  you  would  find  her.' 

*  I  think  you  ought,  George.' 
'  Father,  you  do  not  understand  this  matter.' 
'  You  will  not  escape  in  that  way,  sir.    Here  you  are  named  as 

her  trustee  in  this  will — ' 

'  I  am  glad  that  you  acknowledge  the  will,  at  any  rate,'  said  Mr. 
Stickatit. 

'  Who  says  that  I  acknowledge  it  P  I  acknowledge  nothing  in 
the  will.  But  it  is  clear,  from  that  document,  that  she  presumes 
herself  to  be  under  his  protection.  It  is  manifest  that  that  silly 
fool  intended  that  she  should  be  so.  Now  I  am  not  the  man  to 
put  up  with  this.  I  ask  you  once  more.  Mr.  Bertram,  will  you 
tell  me  where  I  BliaWftn^Lli^A^  ^«t<iova\.V 
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*  No,  I  will  not.' 

*  Very  well ;  then  I  shall  know  how  to  act.     Gentlemen,  good- 
norning.     Mr.  Stickatit,  I  caution  you  not  to  dispose,  under  that. 
NiU,  of  anything  of  which  Mr.  Bertram  may  have  died  possessed.' 
Ind  so  saying,  he  took  up  his  hat,  and  left  the  house. 

And  what  would  he  have  done  had  Bertram  told  him  that 
Lady  Harcourt  was  staying  at  Mr.  Jones's,  in  the  red  brick 
louse  on  the  other  side  of  the  Green  P  What  can  any  man  do 
Nith  a  recusant  wife  ?  We  have  often  been  told  that  we  should 
>uild  a  golden  bridge  for  a  flying  enemy.  And  if  any  one  can 
>e  regarded  as  a  man's  enemy,  it  is  a  wife  who  is  not  his  friend. 

After  a  little  while.  Sir  Lionel  went  away  with  Mr.  Pritchett. 
Bertram  asked  them  both  to  stay  for  dinner,  but  the  invitation 
^as  not  given  in  a  very  cordial  manner.  At  any  rate,  it  was  not 
iccepted. 

*  Good-bye,  then,  George,'  said  Sir  Lionel.  *  I  suppose  I  shall 
see  you  before  I  leave  town.  I  must  say,  you  have  made  a  bad 
iffair  of  this  will.' 

*  Good-bye,  Mr.  George ;  good-bye,'  said  Mr.  Pritchett.  *  Make 
oay  dutiful  compliments  to  Miss  Baker — and  to  the  other  lady.' 

*  Yes,  I  will,  Mr.  Pritchett.' 

*  Ah,  dear !  well.  You  might  have  had  it  all,  instead  of  the 
Sshmongers'  children,  if  you  had  chosen,  Mr.  George.' 

And  we  also  will  say  good-bye  to  the  two  gentlemen,  as  we  shall 
Clot  see  them  again  in  these  pages.  That  Mr.  Pritchett  will  live 
for  the  remainder  of  his  days  decently,  if  not  happily,  on  his  an- 
ttuity,  may  be  surmised.  That  Sir  Lionel,  without  any  annuity, 
but  with  a  fair  income  paid  from  the  country's  taxes,  and  with 
3uch  extra  pecuniary  aid  as  he  may  be  able  to  extract  from  his 
§on,  will  continue  to  live  indecently  at  Littlebath — for  he  never 
igain  returned  to  active  service — that  also  may  be  surmised.  And 
bhus  we  will  make  our  bows  to  these  old  gentlemen— entertaining, 
liowever,  very  different  feelings  for  them. 

And  soon  afterwards  Mr.  Stickatit  also  went.  Some  slight, 
necessary  legal  information  as  to  the  executorship  was  first  im- 
parted ;  Sir  Henry's  threats  were  ridiculed ;  the  good  fortune  of 
bhe  fishmongers  was  wondered  at,  and  then  Mr.  Stickatit  took  his 
bat.  The  four  gentlemen  no  doubt  went  up  to  London  by  the 
lame  train. 

Li  the  evening.  Miss  Baker  and  Lady  Harcourt  came  back  to 
;heir  own  house.  It  was  Miss  Baker's  own  house  now.  When 
ihe  heard  what  her  old  friend  had  done  for  her,  she  was  bewil- 
iered  by  his  generosity.  She,  at  any  rate,  had  received  more  than 
ihe  had  expected. 
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*  And  what  does  he  mean  to  do  ?'  said  Caroline. 

*  He  says  that  he  will  dispute  the  will.  But  that,  I  take  it,  is 
nonsense.' 

*  But  about — ^you  tnow  what  I  mean,  George  P' 

*  He  means  to  insist  on  your  return.  That,  at  least,  is  what 
he  threatens* 

'He  shall  insist  in  vain.  No  law  that  man  ever  made  shall 
force  me  to  live  with  him  again.' 

Whether  or  no  the  husband  was  in  earnest,  it  might  clearly 
be  judged,  from  the  wife's  face  and  tone,  that  she  was  iso.  On 
the  next  morning,  George  went  up  to  London,  and  the  two  wo- 
men were  left  alone  in  their  dull  house  at  Hadley. 


CHAPTEE  XLVI, 

EATON   SQUABE. 


Sib  Henbt  Habcoxtbt  had  walked  forth  first  from  that  room  in 
which  the  will  had  been  read,  and  he  had  walked  forth  with  a  threat 
in  his  mouth.  But  he  knew  when  making  it  that  that  threat  was 
an  empty  bravado.  The  will  was  as  valid  as  care  arid  law  could 
make  it,  and  the  ex-solicitor-general  knew  very  well  that  it  was  valid. 

He  knew,  moreover,  that. the  assistance  of  no  ordinary  police- 
man would  suffice  to  enable  him  to  obtain  possession  of  his  wife's 
person  ;  and  he  knew  also  that  if  he  had  such  possession,  it  would 
avail  him  nothing.  He  could  not  pay  his  debts  with  her,  nor  could 
he  make  his  home  happy  with  her,  nor  could  he  compel  her  to  be 
in  any  way  of  service  to  him.  It  had  all  been  bravado.  But  when 
men  are  driven  into  comers — when  they  are  hemmed  in  on  all 
sides,  so  that  they  have  no  escape,  to  what  else  than  bravado  can 
they  have  recourse  ?  With  Sir  Henry  the  game  was  up ;  and  no 
one  knew  this  better  than  himself. 

He  was  walking  up  and  down  the  platform,  vrith  his  hat  over  his 
brows,  and  his  hands  in  his  trousers-pockets,  when  Mr.  Stickatit 
came  up.  *  We  shall  have  a  little  ram  this  afternoon,'  said  Mr. 
Stickatit,  anxious  to  show  that  he  had  dropped  the  shop,  and  that 
having  done  so,  he  was  ready  for  any  of  the  world's  ordinary 
converse. 

Sir  Henry  scowled  at  him  from  under  the  pent-house  lid  of  his 
hat,  and  passed  on  in  laia  n<ib\\l,  mtlc^out  answering  a  word.  The 
thing  had  gone  too  far  w\t\i  \v\m^at  ^'ii^^tXaJCvsvi.  ^^  ^^xj^ofe  care 
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to  make  sacrifice  now  to  any  of  the  world's  graces.  His  inner 
mind  was  hostile  to  that  attorney  of  Bucklersbury,  and  he  could 
dare  to  show  that  it  was  so.  After  that,  Mr.  Stickatit  made  no 
further  remark  to  him. 

Yes  ;  he  could  afford  now  to  be  forgetful  of  the  world's  graces, 
for  the  world's  heaviest  cares  were  pressing  very  heavily  on  him. 
When  a  man  finds  himself  compelled  to  wade  through  miles  of 
mud,  in  which  he  sinks  at  every  step  up  to  his  knees,  he  becomes 
forgetful  of  the  blacking  on  his  boots.  Whether  or  no  his  very 
skin  will  hold  out,  is  then  his  thought.  And  so  it  was  now  with 
Sir  Henry.  Or  we  may  perhaps  say  that  he  had  advanced  a  step 
beyond  that.  He  was  pretty  well  convinced  now  that  his  skin 
would  not  hold  out. 

He  still  owned  his  fine  house  in  Eaton  Square,  and  still  kept  his 
seat  for  the  Battersea  Hamlets.  But  Baron  Brawl,  and  such  like 
men,  no  longer  came  willingly  to  his  call ;  and  his  voice  was  no 
longer  musical  to  the  occupants  of  the  Treasury  bench.  His  reign 
had  been  sweet,  but  it  had  been  very  short.  Prosperity  he  had 
known  how  to  enjoy,  but  adversity  had  been  too  much  for  him. 

Since  the  day  when  he  had  "hesitated  to  resign  his  high  office), 
his  popularity  had  gone  down  like  a  leaden  plummet  in  the  salt 
water.  He  had  become  cross-grained,  ill-tempered,  and  morose. 
The  world  had  spoken  evil  of  him  regarding  his  wife ;  and  he  had 
given  the  world  the  lie  in  a  manner  that  had  been  petulant  and 
injudicious.  The  world  had  rejoined,  and  Sir  Henry  had  in  every 
sense  got  the  worst  of  it.  Attorneys  did  not  worship  him  as  they 
had  done,  nor  did  vice-chancellors  and  lords-justices  listen  to  him 
with  such  bland  attention.  No  legal  luminary  in  the  memory  of 
man  had  risen  so  quickly  and  fallen  so  suddenly.  It  had  not  been 
given  to  him  to  preserve  an  even  mind  when  adversity  came  upon 
nim. 

But  the  worst  of  his  immediate  troubles  were  his  debts.  He 
had  boldly  resolved  to  take  a  high  position  in  London ;  and  he  had 
taken  it.  It  now  remained  that  the  piper  should  be  paid,  and  the 
piper  required  payment  not  in  the  softest  language.  While  that 
old  man  was  still  living,  or  rather  still  dying,  he  had  had  an  answer 
to  give  to  all  pipers.  Even  that  answer  would  suffice  him  no 
longer.  Every  clause  in  that  will  would  be  in  the  'Daily  Jupiter' 
of  the  day  after  tomorrow — the  *  Daily  Jupiter'  which  had  already 
given  a  wonderfully  correct  biography  of  the  deceased  great  man. 

As  soon  as  he  reached  the  London  station,  he  jumped  into  a  cab, 
and  was  quickly  whirled  to  Eaton  Square.  The  house  felt  dull,  and 
cold,  and  wretched  to  him.  It  was  still  the  London  aeasoiL^  «xv<i 
Parliament  waa  flitting.    After  walking  u^  ^iXl^  ^Q^\i\!M^Q»Nsrsi.^i>si!" 
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ing-room  for  half  an  hour,  he  got  into  another  cab,  and  was  whirled 
down  to  the  House  of  Commons.  But  there  it  seemed  as  though 
all  the  men  round  him  already  knew  of  his  disappointment — as 
though  Mr.  Bertram's  will  had  been  read  in  a  Committee  of  the 
whole  House.  Men  spoke  coldly  to  him,  and  looked  coldly  at  him ; 
or  at  any  rate,  he  thought  that  they  did  so.  Some  debate  was 
going  on  about  the  Ballot,  at  which  members  were  repeating  their 
last  year's  speeches  with  new  emphasis.  Sir  Henry  twice  at- 
tempted to  get  upon  his  legs,  but  the  Speaker  would  not  have  his 
eye  caught.  Men  right  and  left  of  him,  who  were  minnows  to 
him  in  success,  found  opportunities  for  delivering  themselves ;  but 
the  world  of  Parliament  did  not  wish  at  present  to  hear  anything 
further  from  Sir  Henry.  So  he  returned  to  his  house  in  Eaton 
Square. 

As  soon  as  he  found  himself  again  in  his  own  dining-room,  be 
called  for  brandy,  and  drank  oW  a  brimming  glass ;  he  drank  off 
one,  and  theii  another.  The  world  and  solitude  together  were  too 
much  for  him,  and  he  could  not  bear  them  without  aid.  Th«n, 
having  done  this,  he  threw  himself  into  his  arm-chair,  and  stared 
at  the  fireplace.  How  tenfold  sorrowful  a-re  our  sorrows  when 
borne  in  solitude !  Some  one  has  said  that  grief  is  half  removed ' 
when  it  is  shared.  How  little  that  some  one  knew  about  it! 
Half  removed !  When  it  is  duly  shared  between  two  loving  hearts, 
does  not  love  fly  off  with  eight-tenths  of  it  ?  There  is  but  a  small 
remainder  left  for  the  two  to  bear  between  them. 

But  there  was  no  loving  heart  here.  All  alone  he  had  to  endure 
the  crushing  weight  of  his  misfortunes.  How  often  has  a  man 
said,  when  evil  times  have  come  upon  him,  that  he  could  have 
borne  it  all  without  complaint,  but  for  his  wife  and  children  ?  The 
truth,  however,  has  been  that,  but  for  them,  he  could  not  have 
borne  it  at  all.  Why  does  any  man  suffer  with  patience  *the 
slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune,'  or  put  up  with  *the 
whips  and  scorns  of  time,'  but  that  he  does  so  for  others,  not  for 
himself?  It  is  not  that  we  should  all  be  ready,  each  to  make  his  own 
quietus  with  a  bare  bodkin ;  but  that  we  should  run  from  wretched- 
ness when  it  comes  in  our  path.  Who  fights  for  himself  alone  P 
Who  would  not  be  a  coward,  if  none  but  himself  saw  the  battle — 
if  none  others  were  concerned  in  it  ? 

With  Sir  Henry,  there  was  none  other  to  see  the  battle,  none  to 
take  concern  in  it.  If  solitude  be  bad  in  times  of  misery,  what 
shall  we  say  of  unoccupied  solitude  ?  of  solitude,  too,  without  em- 
ployment, for  the  man  who  has  been  used  to  labour  ? 

Such  was  the  case  with  him.  His  whole  mind  was  out  of  tune. 
There  was  nothing  now  that  he  could  do ;  no  work  to  which  he 
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could  turn  himself.  He  sat  there  gazing  at  the  empty  fireplace 
till  the  moments  hecame  unendurably  long  to  him.  At  last  his 
chief  suffering  arose,  not  from  his  shattered  hopes  and  lost  fortunes, 
but  from  the  leaden  weight  of  the  existing  hour. 

"What  could  he  do  to  shake  this  off?  How  could  he  conquer 
the  depression  that  was  upon  him  ?  He  reached  his  hand  to  the 
paper  that  was  lying  near  him,  and  tried  to  read ;  but  his  mind 
would  not  answer  to  tlie  call.  He  could  not  think  of  the  right 
honourable  gentleman's  speech,  or  of  the  very  able  leading  article 
in  which  it  was  discussed.  Though  the  words  were  before  his 
eyes,  he  still  was  harping  back  on  the  injustice  of  that  will,  or 
the  iniquity  of  his  wife ;  on  the  imperturbable  serenity  of  George 
Bertram,  or  the  false,  fleeting  friends  who  had  fawned  on  him  in 
his  prosperity,  and  now  threw  him  over,  as  a  Jonah,  with  so  little 
remorse. 

He  dropped  the  paper  on  the  ground,  and  then  again  the  feeling 
of  solitude  and  of  motionless  time  oppressed  him  with  a  weight  as 
of  tons  of  lead.  He  jumped  from  his  chair,  and  paced  up  and 
down  the  room ;  but  the  room  was  too  confined.  He  took  his  hat, 
and  pressing  it  on  his  brow,  walked  out  into  the  open  air.  It  was 
a  beautiful  spring  evening  in  May,  and  the  twilight  still  lingered, 
though  the  hour  was  late.  He  paced  three  times  round  the  square, 
regardless  of  the  noise  of  carriages  and  the  lights  which  flashed 
forth  from  the  revelries  of  his  neighbours.  He  went  on  and  on, 
not  thinking  how  he  would  stem  the  current  that  was  running 
against  him  so  strongly;  hardly  trying  to  think;  but  thinking 
that  it  would  be  well  for  him  if  he  could  make  the  endeavour. 
Alas !  he  could  not  make  it ! 

And  then  again  he  returned  to  the  house,  and  once  more  sat 
himself  down  in  the  Bame  arm-chair.  Was  it  come  to  this,  that 
the  world  was  hopeless  for  him  ?  One  would  have  said  not.  He 
was  in  debt,  it  is  true  ;  had  fallen  somewhat  from  a  high  position ; 
bad  lost  the  dearest  treasure  which  a  man  can  have ;  not  only  the 
treasure,  but  the  power  of  obtaining  such  treasure ;  for  the  posses- 
sion of  a  loving  wife  was  no  longer  a  possibility  to  him.  But  still 
he  had  much ;  his  acknowledged  capacity  for  law  pleadings,  his 
right  to  take  high  place  among  law  pleaders,  the  trick  of  earning 
money  in  that  fashion  of  life ;  all  these  were  still  his.  He  had  his 
gown  and  wig,  and  forensic  brow-beating,  brazen  scowl  •  nav,  he 
still  had  his  seat  in  Parliament.    Why  should  he  have  despaired  ? 

But  he  did  despair — as  men  do  when  they  have  none  to  whom 
they  can  turn  them  trustingly  in  their  miseries.  This  man  had 
had  friends  by  hundreds ;  good,  serviceable,  parliamentary,  dinner- 
eating,  dinner-giving  friends ;  fine,  pleasant  iriends,  as  such  friends 
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go.  He  bad  sucb  friends  by  bundreds ;  but  be  bad  failed  to  pre- 
pare for  stormy  time  a  leasb  or  so  of  true  bearts  on  wbicb,  in  stress 
of  weather,  be  could  tbrow  bimself  witb  undoubting  confidence. 
One  sucb  friend  be  may  bave  bad  once ;  but  be  now  was  among 
bis  bitterest  enemies.  Tbe  borizon  round  him  was  all  black,  and 
be  did  despair. 

How  many  a  man  lives  and  dies  without  giving  any  sign  whether 
he  be  an  arrant  coward,  or  a  true-hearted,  brave  hero  !  One  would 
bave  said  of  this  man,  a  year  since,  that  he  was  brave  enough.  He 
would  stand  up  before  a  bench  of  judges,  with  tbe  bar  of  England 
round  him,  and  shout  forth,  with  brazen  trumpet,  things  that  were 
true,  or  things  that  were  not  true ;  striking  down  a  foe  here  to  the 
right,  and  slaughtering  another  there  to  the  left,  in  a  manner 
which,  for  so  young  a  man,  filled  beholders  with  admiration.  He 
could  talk  by  tbe  hour  among  the  Commons  of  England,  and  no 
touch  of  modesty  would  ever  encumber  his  speech.  He  could 
make  bimself  great,  by  making  others  little,  with  a  glance.  But, 
for  all  that,  he  was  a  coward.  Misfortune  had  come  upon  him, 
and  he  was  conquered  at  once. 

Misfortune  had  come  upon  him,  and  he  found  it  unendurable — 
yes,  utterly  unendurable.  Tbe  grit  and  substance  of  the  man 
within  were  not  sufficient  to  bear  the  load  which  fate  had  put 
upon  them.  As  does  a  deal-table  in  similar  case,  they  were  crushed 
down,  collapsed,  and  fell  in.  The  stuff  there  was  not  good  maho- 
gany, or  sufficient  hard  wood,  but  an  unseasoned,  sofb,  porous, 
deal-board,  utterly  unfit  to  sustain  such  pressure.  An  unblushing, 
wordy  barrister  may  be  very  full  of  brass  and  words,  and  yet  be  no 
better  than  an  unseasoned  porous  deal-board,  even  though  be  bave 
a  seat  in  Parliament. 

He  rose  from  his  chair,  and  again  took  a  glass  of  brandy.  How 
impossible  it  is  to  describe  the  workings  of  a  mind  in  sucb  a  state 
of  misery  as  that  he  then  endured  I  What — what !  was  there  no 
release  for  him  ?  no  way,  spite  of  this  black  fit,  to  some  sort  of  rest 
— to  composure  of  the  most  ordinary  kind  ?  Was  there  nothing 
that  he  could  do  which  would  produce  for  him,  if  not  gratification, 
then  at  least  quiescence  ?  To  the  generality  of  men  of  bis  age, 
there  are  resources  in  misfortune.  Men  go  to  billiard-tables,  or 
to  cards,  or  they  seek  relief  in  woman's  societv,  from  tbe  smiles  of 
beauty,  or  a  laughter-moving  tongue.  But  Sir  Henry,  very  early 
in  life,  had  thrown  those  things  from  him.  He  bad  discarded 
pleasure,  and  wedded  bimself  to  bard  work  at  a  very  early  age. 
If,  at  the  same  time,  he  had  wedded  bimself  to  honesty  also,  and 
bad  not  discarded  liia  Yieatt,  ifc  m\^)\t  bave  been  well  witb  him. 

Re  again  sat  dowI^  tta^t\i«u\.e  «>m^^^^\.^^w.WLa«*  for 
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some  twenty  minutes.  It  had  now  become  dark,  but  he  would 
have  no  lights  lit.  The  room  was  verj  gloomy  with  its  red  em- 
bossed paper  and  dark  ruby  curtains.  As  his  eye  glanced  round 
during  the  last  few  moments  of  the  dusk,  he  remembered  how  he 
had  inquired  of  his  Caroline  how  many  festive  guests  might  sit  at 
their  ease  in  that  room,  and  eat  the  dainties  which  he,  with  liberal 
hand,  would  put  before  them.  Where  was  his  Caroline  nowp 
where  were  his  guests  ?  what  anxiety  now  had  he  that  they  should 
have  room  enough  ?  what  cared  he  now  for  their  dainties  ? 

It  was  not  to  be  borne.  He  clasped  his  hand  to  his  brow,  and 
rising  from  his  chair,  he  went  upstairs  to  his  dressing-room.  For 
what  purpose,  he  had  not  even  asked  himself.  Of  bed,  and  rest, 
and  sleep  he  had  had  no  thought.  When  there,  he  again  sat  down, 
and  mechanically  dressed  himself — dressed  himself  as  though  he 
were  going  out  to  some  gay  evening-party — was  even  more  than 
ordinarilv  particular  about  his  toilet.  One  white  handkerchief  he 
threw  aside  as  spoiled  in  the  tying.  He  looked  specially  to  his 
boots,  and  with  scrupulous  care  brushed  the  specks  of  dust  from 
the  sleeve  of  his  coat.  It  was  a  blessing,  at  any  rate,  to  have  some- 
thing  to  do.     He  did  this,  and  then — 

when  he  commenced  his  work,  he  had,  perhaps,  some  remote 
intention  of  going  somewhere.  If  so,  he  had  quickly  changed  his 
mind,  for,  having  finished  his  dressing,  he  again  sat  himself  down 
in  an  armchair.  The  gas  in  his  dressing-room  had  been  lighted, 
and  here  he  was  able  to  look  around  him  and  see  what  resources 
lie  had  to  his  hand.     One  resource  he  did  see. 

Ah,  me !  Yes,  he  saw  it,  and  his  mind  approved — such  amount 
of  mind  as  he  had  then  left  to  him.  But  he  waited  patiently  awhile 
— with  greater  patience  than  he  had  hitherto  exhibited  that  day. 
He  waited  patiently,  sitting  in  his  chair  for  some  hour  or  so  ;  nay, 
it  may  have  been  for  two  hours,  for  the  house  was  still,  and  the 
servants  were  in  bed.  Then,  rising  from  his  chair,  he  turned  the 
lock  of  his  dressing-room  door.  It  was  a  futile  precaution,  if  it 
meant  anything,  for  the  room  had  another  door,  which  opened  to 
his  wife's  chamber,  and  the  access  on  that  side  was  free  and  open. 

Early  on  the  following  morning,  George  Bertram  went  up  to 
town,  and  was  driven  directly  from  the  station  to  his  dull,  dingy^ 
dirty  chambers  in  the  Temple.  His  chambers  were  not  as  those 
of  practising  lawyers.  He  kept  no  desk  there,  and  no  servant 
peculiar  to  himself.  It  had  suited  him  to  have  some  resting-place 
for  his  foot,  that  he  could  call  his  home  ;  and  when  he  was  there, 
he  was  waited  upon  by  the  old  woman  who  called  herself  the 
laundress — probably  from  the  fact  of  her  never  washing  herself  or 
anjthirg  e]/e. 
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"When  he  reached  this  sweet  home  on  the  morning  in  question, 
he  was  told  by  the  old  woman  that  a  very  express  messenger  had 
been  there  that  morning,  and  that,  failing  to  find  him,  the  express 
.  messenger  had  gone  down  to  Hadley.  They  had,  therefore,  passed 
each  other  upon  the  road.  The  express  messenger  had  left  no 
message,  but  the  woman  had  learned  that  he  had  come  from  Eaton 
Square. 

*  And  he  left  no  letter  ?' 

*  No,  sir ;  no  letter.  He  had  no  letter ;  but  lie  was  very  eager 
about  it.     It  was  something  of  importance  sure — ly.' 

It  might  have  been  natural  that,  under  such  circumstances, 
George  should  go  off  to  Eaton  Square ;  but  it  struck  him  as  very 
probable  that  Sir  Henry  might  desire  to  have  some  communication 
with  him,  but  that  he,  when  he  should  know  what  that  communi- 
cation was,  would  in  no  degree  reciprocate  that  desire.  The  less 
that  he  had  to  say  to  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  at  present,  perhaps,  the 
better.  So  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  not  go  to  JBaton 
Square. 

After  he  had  been  in  his  rooms  for  about  half  an  hour,  he  was 
preparing  to  leave  them,  and  had  risen  with  that  object,  when  he 
heard  a  knock  at  his  door,  and  quickly  following  the  knock,  the 
young  attorney  who  had  read  the  will  was  in  his  room. 

*  You  have  heard  the  news,  Mr.  Bertram  ?'  said  he. 

*  No,  indeed !     What  news  P     I  have  just  come  up.' 

'  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  has  destroyed  himself.  He  shot  himself 
in  his  own  house  yesterday,  late  at  night,  after  the  servants  had 
gone  to  bed !' 

George  Bertram  fell  back,  speechless,  on  to  the  sofa  behind  him, 
and  stared  almost  unconsciously  at  the  lawyer. 

'  It  is  too  true,  sir.  That  will  of  Mr.  Bertram's  was  too  much 
for  him.  His  reason  must  have  failed  him,  and  now  he  is  no  more.' 
And  so  was  made  clear  what  were  the  tidings  with  which  that  ex- 
press messenger  had  been  laden. 

There  was  little  or  nothing  more  to  be  said  on  the  matter  be- 
tween George  Bertram  and  Mr.  Stickatit.  The  latter  declared 
that  the  fact  had  been  communicated  to  him  on  authority  which 
admitted  of  no  doubt ;  and  the  other,  when  he  did  believe,  was  but 
little  inclined  to  share  his  speculations  on  it  with  the  lawyer. 

Nor  was  there  much  for  Bertram  to  do—  not  at  once.  The  story 

had  already  gone  down  to  Hadley — had  already  been  told  there  to 

her  to  whom  it  most  belonged ;  and  Bertram  felt  that  it  was  not 

Bt  present  his  province  to  say  kind  things  to  her,  or  seek  to  soften 

the  violence  of  the  shock.    "&o,xio^  ^t  i^teaent. 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

CONCLrSIOB". 

Methines  it  is  almost  unnecessaiy  to  write  this  last  chapter. 
The  story,  as  I  have  had  to  tell  it,  is  all  told.  The  object  has 
been  made  plain — or,  if  not,  can  certainly  not  be  made  plainer  in 
these  last  six  or  seven  pages.  The  results  of  weakness  and  foUj 
— of  such  weakness  and  such  folly  as  is  too  customary  among  us 
—have  been  declared.  What  further  fortune  fate  had  in  store  for 
those  whose  names  have  been  familiar  to  us,  might  be  guessed  by 
all.  But,  nevertheless,  custom,  and  the  desire  of  making  an  end  of 
the  undertaken  work,  and  in  some  sort  completing  it,  compel  me- 
to  this  concluding  chapter. 

Within  six  weeks  after  the  death  of  Sir  Henry  Harcourt,  the 
vicar  of  Hurst  Staple  was  married  to  Adela  Giuntlet.  Every 
critic  who  weighs  the  demerits  of  these  pages — nay,  every  reader, 
indulgent  or  otherwise,  who  skims  through  them  will  declare  that 
the  gentleman  was  not  worthy  of  the  lady.  I  hope  so,  with  all  my 
heart.  I  do  sincerely  trust  that  they  will  think  so.  If  not,  my 
labour  has  been  in  vain. 

Mr.  Arthur  Wilkinson  was  not  worthy  of  the  wife  with  whom  a 
kind  Providence  had  blessed  him — was  not  worthy  of  her  in  the 
usual  acceptation  of  the  word.  He  was  not  a  bad  man,  as  men  go; 
but  she  was —  I  must  not  trust  myself  to  praise  her,  or  I  shall 
be  told,  not  altogether  truly,  that  she  was  of  my  own  creating. 

He  was  not  worthy  of  her.  That  is,  the  amount  of  wealth  of 
character  which  he  brought  into  that  life-partnership  was,  when 
counted  up,  much  less  than  her  contribution.  But  that  she  was 
fully  satisfied  with  her  bargain — that  she  was  so  then  and  so  con- 
tinued— was  a  part  of  her  worthiness.  If  ever  she  weighed  her- 
self against  him,  the  scale  in  which  he  was  placed  never  in  her 
eyes  showed  itself  to  be  light.  She  took  him  for  her  lord^  and  with 
a  leal  heart  and  a  loving  bosom  she  ever  recognized  him  as  her 
head  and  master,  as  the  pole-star  to  which  she  must  turn,  com- 
pelled by  laws  of  adamant.  Worthy  or  unworthy,  he  waa  all  that 
she  expected,  all  that  she  desired,  bone  of  her  bone,  flesh  of  her 
flesh,  uie  father  of  her  bairns,  the  lord  of  her  bosom,  the  staff  of 
her  maintenance,  the  prop  of  her  house. 

And  what  man  was  ever  worthy,  perfectly  worthy,  of  a  pure, 
true,  and  honest  girl  ?  Man's  life  admits  not  of  such  purity  and 
honesty;  rareJj  of  such  truth.    But  ou.^  ^oxi^iit  TkS?^  ^ow^  ^^ssa^ 
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Bucli  flowers  should  remain  unplucked  because  no  hands  are  fit  to 
touch  them. 

As  to  the  future  life  of  the  vicar  of  Hurst  Staple  and  his  wife, 
it  is  sureljr  unnecessary  to  say  much — or  perhaps  anything.  It 
cannot  be  told  that  they  became  suddenly  rich.  No  prime  minister, 
won  by  her  beauty  or  yirtue,  placed  him  upon  the  bench,  or  even 
offered  him  a  deanery.  Vicar  of  Hurst  Staple  he  is  still,  and  he 
still  pays  the  old  allowance  out  of  his  well-earned  income  to  his 
mother,  who  lives  with  her  daughters  at  Littlebath.  One  young 
lad  after  another,  or  generally  two  at  a  time,  share  the  frugal 
meals  at  the  parsonage ;  and  our  friend  is  sometimes  heard  to 
boast  that  none  of  these  guests  of  his  have  as  yet  been  plucked. 
Of  the  good  things  of  the  world,  there  is  quite  enough  for  her ; 
and  we  may  perhaps  say,  nearly  enough  for  him.  Who,  then,  shall 
croak  that  they  are  poor  ? 

And  now  and  then  they  walk  along  the  river  to  West  Putford ; 
for  among  their  choicest  blessings  is  that  of  having  a  good  neigh- 
bour in  the  old  rectory.  And  walking  there,  how  can  they  but 
think  of  old  sorrows  and  present  joys  ? 

'Ah!'  she  whispered  to  him  one  day,  as  they  crept  along  the 
reedy  margin  in  the  summer  evening,  not  long  after  their  mar- 
riage. '  Ah !  dearest,  it  is  better  now  than  it  was  when  you  came 
here  once.* 

•Is  it,  love?' 

*  Is  it  not  ?  But  you  misbehaved  then — ^you  know  you  did. 
You  would  not  trust  me  then.* 

*  I  could  not  trust  myself.' 

*  I  should  have  trusted  you ; — in  all  things,  in  everything.  As 
I  do  now.' 

And  then  he  cut  at  the  rushes  with  his  walking-stick,  as  he  had 
done  before ;  and  bethought  himself  that  in  those  days  he  had  been 
an  ass. 

And  so  we  will  leave  them.  May  they  walk  in  those  quiet  paths 
for  long  davs  yet  to  come ;  and  may  he  learn  to  know  that  Qod 
has  given  him  an  angel  to  watch  at  his  side ! 

Of  the  rosy  Miss  Todd,  there  is  nothing  to  be  said  but  this, 
that  she  is  still  Miss  Todd,  and  still  rosy.  Whether  she  be  now 
at  Littlebath,  or  Baden,  or  Dieppe,  or  Harrogate,  at  New  York, 
Jerusalem,  or  Frazer's  Eiver,  matters  but  little.  Where  she  was 
last  year,  there  she  is  not  now.  Where  she  is  now,  there  she  will 
not  be  next  year.  But  she  still  increases  the  circle  of  her  dearly* 
loved  friends ;  and  go  where  she  will,  she,  at  any  rate,  does  more 
^ood  to  others  than  others  do  to  her.  And  so  we  wUl  make  our 
last  bow  before  her  feet. 
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We  have  only  now  to  speak  of  George  Bertram  and  of  Lady 
Harcourfc — of  them  and  ot  Miss  Baker,  who  need  hardly  now  be 
considered  a  personage  apart  from  her  niece.  No  sooner  was  the 
first  shock  of  Sir  Henry  Harcourt's  death  past,  than  Bertram  felt 
that  it  was  impossible  K)r  him  at  the  present  moment  to  see  the 
widow.  It  was  but  a  few  days  since  she  had  declared  her  abhor- 
rence of  the  man  to  whom  her  fate  was  linked,  apparently  for  life, 
and  who  was  now  gone.  And  that  declaration  had  implied  also 
that  her  heart  still  belonged  to  him — to  him,  George  liertram — 
him  to  whom  it  had  first  been  given — to  him,  rather,  who  had  first 
made  himself  master  of  it  almost  without  gift  on  her  part.  Now, 
as  regarded  God's  laws,  her  hand  was  free  again,  and  might  follow 
her  heart. 

But  death  closes  many  a  long  account,  and  settles  man^  a 
bitter  debt.  She  could  remember  now  that  she  had  sinned  against 
her  husband,  as  well  as  he  against  her ;  and  she  had  sinned  the 
first,  and  perhaps  the  deepest.  He  would  have  loved  her,  if  she 
would  have  permitted  it ;  have  loved  her  with  a  cold,  callous, 
worldly  love ;  but  still  with  such  love  as  he  had  to  give.  But  she 
had  married  him  resolving  to  give  no  love  at  aU,  knowing  that  she 
could  give  none ;  almost  boasting  to  herself  that  she  had  told  him 
that  she  had  none  to  give. 

The  man's  blood  was,  in  some  sort,  on  her  head,  and  she  felt 
that  the  burden  was  very  heavy.  All  this  Bertram  understood, 
more  thoroughly,  perhaps,  than  she  did ;  and  for  many  weeks  he 
abstained  altogether  &om  going  to  Hadley.  He  met  Miss  Baker 
repeatedly  in  London,  and  learned  from  her  how  Lady  Harcourt 
bore  herself.  How  she  bore  herseli*  outwardly,  that  is.  The  inward 
bearing  of  such  a  woman  in  such  a  condition  it  was  hardly  given 
to  Miss  Baker  to  read.  She  was  well  in  health.  Miss  Baker  said, 
but  pale  and  silent,  stricken,  and  for  hours  motionless.  'Very 
silent,'  Miss  Baker  would  say.  *  She  will  sit  for  a  whole  morning 
without  speaking  a  word ;  thinking — thinking — thinking.'  Yes; 
she  had  something  of  which  to  think.  It  was  no  wonder  that  she 
should  sit  silent. 

And  then  after  awhile  he  went  down  to  Hadley,  and  saw  her. 

'  Caroline,  my  cousin,'  he  said  to  her. 

*  George,  George.'  And  then  she  turned  her  face  from  him,  and 
sobbed  violently.  They  were  the  first  tears  she  had  shed  since  the 
news  had  reached  her. 

She  did  feel,  in  very  deed,  that  the  man's  blood  was  on  her  head. 
But  for  her,  would  he  not  be  sitting  among  the  proud  ones  of  the 
land?  Had  she  permitted  him  to  walk  his  own  course  by  l^imself, 
would  this  utter  destruction  have  come  upon  him  ?    Or,  having 
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sworn  to  cherish  him  as  his  wife,  had  she  softened  her  heart  to- 
wards him,  would  this  deed  have  been  done  ?  No ;  fifly  times  a  day 
she  would  ask  herself  the  question ;  and  as  often  would  she  answer 
it  by  the  same  words.    The  roan's  blood  was  upon  her  head. 

For  many  a  long  day  Bertram  said  nothing  to  he»  of  her  actual 
state  of  existence.  He  spoke  neither  of  her  past  life  as  a  wife  nor 
her  present  life  as  a  widow.  The  name  of  that  man,  whom  living 
they  had  both  despised  and  hated,  was  never  mentioned  between 
them  during  all  these  months. 

And,  yet  he  was  frequently  with  her.  He  was  with  her  aunt, 
rather,  and  thus  she  became  used  to  have  him  sitting  in  the  room 
beside  her.  When  in  her  presence,  he  would  talk  of  their  money- 
matters,  of  the  old  man  and  his  will,  in  which,  luckily,  the  name 
of  Sir  Henry  Harcourt  was  not  mentioned;  and  at  last  they 
brought  themselves  to  better  subjects,  higher  hopes — hopes  that 
might  yet  be  high,  and  solace  that  was  trustworthy,  in  spite  of  all 
that  was  come  and  gone. 

And  she  would  talk  to  him  of  himself;  of  himself  as  divided 
from  her  in  all  things,  except  in  cousinhood.  And  at  her  instiga- 
tion, he  again  put  himself  to  work  in  the  dusky  purlieus  of  Chan- 
cery Lane.  Mr.  Die  had  now  retired,  and  drank  his  port  and 
counted  his  per-cents.  in  the  blessed  quiet  pf  his  evening  days ; 
but  a  Gamaliel  was  not  wanting,  and  George  sat  himseff  down 
once  more  in  the  porch.  We  may  be  sure  that  he  did  not  sit  alto- 
gether in  vain. 

And  then  Adela — Mrs.  Wilkinson  we  should  now  call  her — 
visited  the  two  ladies  in  their  silent  retirement  at  Hadley.  What 
words  were  uttered  between  her  and  Lady  Harcourt  were  heard 
by  no  other  human  ear ;  but  they  were  not  uttered  without  effect. 
She  who  had  been  so  stricken  could  dare  again  to  walk  to  church, 
and  bear  the  eyes  of  the  little  world  around  her.  She  would  again 
walk  forth  and  feel  the  sun,  and  know  that  the  fields  were  green, 
and  that  the  flowers  were  sweet,  and  that  praises  were  to  be  sung 
to  God. — For  His  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 

It  was  five  years  afber  that  night  in  Eaton  Square  when  George 
Bertram  again  asked  her — her  who  had  once  been  Caroline  Wad- 
dington — to  be  his  wife.  But,  sweet  ladies,  sweetest,  fairest 
maidens,  there  were  no  soft,  honey  words  of  love  then  spoken  ;  no 
happy,  eager  vows,  which  a  novelist  may  repeat,  hoping  to  move 
the  soft  sympathy  of  your  bosoms.  It  was  a  cold,  sad,  dreary  mat- 
ter that  offer  of  his ;  her  melancholy,  silent  acquiescence,  and  that 
marriage  in  Hadley  church,  at  which  none  were  present  but  Adela 
and  Arthur,  and  Miss  Baker. 

It  was  Adela  who  arranged  it,  and  the  result  has  shown  that  she 
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was  right.  They  now  live  together  very  quietly,  very  soberly,  but 
yet  happily.  They  have  not  Adela's  blessings.  JSo  baby  lies  in 
Caroline's  arms,  no  noisy  boy  climbs  on  the  arm  of  George  Ber- 
tram's chair.  Their  house  is  childless,  and  very,  very  quiet ;  but 
they  are  not  unhappy. 

Eeader,  can  you  call  to  mind  what  was  the  plan  of  life  which 
Caroline  Waddington  had  formed  in  the  boldness  of  her  young 
heart  ?  Can  you  remember  the  aspirations  of  George  Bertram,  as 
he  sat  upon  the  Mount  of  Olives,  watching  the  stones  of  the  tem- 
ple over  against  him  ? 


THE  END. 
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